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HECTOR’S FAREWELL. 


ANDROMACHE. HECTOR. 


Where Achilles, with fierce vengeance | For the fray my bosom pants with madness, 
glowing This stout arm must Pergamus defend ; 
To Patroclus piles a hecatomb ? For my household Gods all dangers braving, 
Who, alas! will teach thine Infant truly Should I fall, my Fatherland in saving, 


Spears to hurl, the Gods to honor duly . 1 ol 
When thou’rt buried in dark Orcus’ womb? da sthe Bye Good Dil ead descend. 


A RT thou, Hector, hence for ever going | Dearest wife, restrain thy tearful sadness ! 























































































































POEMS OF THE FIRST PERIOD. 


ANDROMACHE. 


For thy clashing arms I vain shall listen, 
In thy halls thy glaive will idly glisten, 
Priam’s hero-race in dust will lie; ; 
Thou wilt go, where day can enter never, 
Where Cocytus wails ’mid deserts ever, 
And thy Love in Lethe’s stream will 
die. 


HECTOR. 


Though the ardent hopes, the thoughts I 
cherish, 
All in Lethe’s silent stream may perish, 
Yet my Love shall never die! 
Hark! I hear the foe the walls assailing ! 
Gird my wore around me, — cease 
wailing 
Hecétor’s nee in Lethe cannot die! 


thy 


—><- 
AMALIA. 





playing, 
Fairer than all mortal youths was he ; 
Mild his look, as May-day sunbeams straying 
Gently o’er the blue and glassy sea. 


A NGEL-FAIR, Walhalla’s charms dis- 


And his kisses !—what ecstatic feeling ! 
Like two flames that lovingly entwine, 
Like the harp’s soft tones together stealing 

Into one sweet harmony divine,— 


Soul and soul embraced, commingled, blended, 
Lips and cheeks with trembling passion 
burn’d, 
Heavy’n and Earth, in pristine chaos ended, 
Round the blissful Lovers madly turn’d. 


He is gone—and, ah! with bitter anguish 
Vainly now I breathe my mournful sighs ; 

He is gone—in hopeless grief I languish, 
Earthly joys I ne’er again can prize ! 


ENON OY > 


A FUNERAL 


PHANTASY. 


L ! on high the moon, her lustre dead, 
O’er the death-like grove uplifts her 
head, 
Sighing flits the spectre through the gloom— 
Misty clouds are shivering, 
Pallid stars are quivering, 
Looking down, like lamps within a tomb. 
Spirit-like, all silent, pale, and wan, 
Marshall’d in procession dark and sad, 
To the sepulchre a crowd moves on, 
In the grave-night’s dismal emblems clad. 


Who is he, who, trembling on his crutch, 
Walks with gloomy and averted eye, 
And bow’d down by Destiny’s harsh touch, 
Vents his sorrow in a mournful sigh 
O’er the coffin borne in silence by ? 
Was it “Father!’’ from the youth’s lips 
came ? 
Soon a damp and fearful shudder flies 
Through his grief-emaciated frame, 
And his sily’ry hairs on end uprise. 
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All his fiery wounds now bieed anew ! 

Thro’ his soul, hell’s bitter torments run ! 

‘Father !’’ ’twas that from the youth’s lips 
flew, 

And the Father’s heart hath whisper’d, 
Sone’ 

Ice-cold, ice-cold, in his shroud he lies, — 
By thy dream, so sweet and golden erst, 
Sweet and golden, Father, thou art curst! 

Ice-cold, ice-cold, in his shroud he lies, 

Who was once thy joy, thy Paradise ! 


Mild, as when, fann’d by Elysian gale, 
Flora’s son over the verdant plain skips, 


| Girded with roses that fragrance exhale, 


When from the arms of Aurora he slips,— 
Onward he sped o’er the sweet-smelling field, 

Mirror’d below in the silvery flood ;_ 
Rapturous flames in his kiss were conceal’d, 

Chasing the maidens in amorous mood. 


Boldly he sprang ’mid the stir of mankind, 
As o’er the mountains a youthful roe 
springs ; 


POEMS OF THE 


Heav’nward ascended his wish unconfin’d, 
High as the eagle his daring flight wings. 
Proud as the steeds that in passion their 

manes, 
Foaming and champing, toss round in wild 
waves, 
Rearing in majesty under the reins, 
Stood he alike before monarchs and slaves. 


Bright as a spring-day, his life’s joyous round 
Fleeted in Hesperus’ glory away ; 
Sighs in the grape’s juice all golden he 
drown’d, 
Sorrow he still’ d in the dance light and gay. 
Worlds were asleep in the promising boy, 
Ha! when he once as a man shall be 
ripe,— 
Father, rejoice—in thy promising boy, 
Soon as the:slumbering germ shall be ripe! 


Not so, Father—hark! the churchyard gates 
Groan, and lo, the iron hinges creak !— 
See the dreaded tomb its prey awaits !— | 


Not so—let the tears course down thy 
cheek! — 





FIRST, PERIOD. 


Tow’rd Perfection, lov’d one, hasten on, 

In the sun’s bright path with joy proceed ! 
Quench thy noble thirst for bliss alone 

In Walhalla’s peace, from sorrow freed ! 


Ye will meet—oh, thought of rapture full !— 
Yonder, at the gate of Paradise! 
Hark! the coffin sinks with echo dull; 
As it re-ascends the death-rope sighs ! 
Then, with sorrow drunk, we madly roll’d, 
Lips were silent, but the mute eye spoke— 
Stay, oh, stay!—-we grudg’d the tomb so 
cold ; 
But soon warmer tears in torrents broke. 


Lo! on high the moon, her lustre dead, 
O’er the deathlike grove uplifts her head, 
Sighing flits the spectre through the gloom, 
Misty clouds are shivering, 
Pallid stars are quivering, 

Looking down, like lamps within a tomb. 
Dully o’er the coffin earth-flakes rise,— 

All the wealth of earth for one look more ! 
Now the grave barr’ d up for ever lies ; 
Duller, duller o’er the coffin earth-flakes rise 

Never will the grave its prey restore ! 
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PHANTASY. 


TO LAURA, 


AME, my Laura, name the whirl- 
compelling 
Bodies to unite in one blest whole— 


Name, my Laura, name the wondrous magic 
By which soul rejoins its kindred soul ! 


See! it teaches yonder roving Planets 
Round the sun to fly in endless race ; 

And as children play around their mother, 
Checker’d circles round the orb to trace. ~ 


Every rolling star, by thirst tormented, 
Drinks with joy its bright and golden rain— 
Drinks refreshment from its fiery chalice, 
As the limbs are nourish’d by the brain. 


’Tis through Love that atom pairs with atom, 
In a harmony eternal, sure ; 

And ’tis Love that links the spheres together— 
Through her only, systems can endure. 


Were she but effaced from Nature’s clockwork, 
Into dust would fly the mighty world ; 
O’er thy systems thou wouldst weep, great 
Newton, 
When with giant force to Chaos hurl’d! 


Blot the goddess from the Spirit Order, 
It would sink in death, and ne’er arise. 
Were Love absent, spring would glad us never; 
Were Love absent, none their God would 
prize! 


What is that, which, when my Laura kisses, 
Dyes my cheek with flames of purple hue, 
Bids my bosom bound with swifter motion, 
Like a fever wild my veins runs through? 


Ev’ry nerve from out its barriers rises, 
O’er its banks the blood begins to flow; 
Body seeks to join itself to Body, 
Spirits kindle in one blissful glow. 





Powerful as in the dead creations 
That eternal impulses obey, 

O’er the web Arachne-like of Nature,— 
Living Nature,—Love exerts her sway. 


Laura, see how Joyousness embraces 
E’en the overflow of sorrows wild! 
How e’en rigid desperation kindles 
On the loving breast of Hope so mild. 


Sisterly and blissful rapture softens 
Gloomy Melancholy’s fearful night, 
And, delivered of its golden Children, 
Lo, the eye pours forth its radiance bright! 


Does not awful Sympathy rule over 
E’en the realms that Evil calls its own? 
For ’tis Hell our crimes are ever wooing, 
While they beara grudge ’gainst heaven 
alone! 


Shame, Repentance, pair Eumenides-like, 
Weave round Sin their fearful serpent-coils; 

While around the eagle-wings of Greatness 
Treach’rous danger winds its dreaded toils. 


Ruin oft with Pride is wont to trifle, 
Envy upon Fortune loves to cling; 

On her brother, Death, with arms extended, 
Lust, his sister, oft is wont to spring. 


On the wings of Love the Future hastens 
In the arms of ages past to he; 

And Saturnus, as he onward speeds him, 
Long has sought his bride—Eternity ! 


Soon Saturnus will his bride discover,— 
So the mighty Oracle hath said ; 

Blazing worlds will turn to marriage torches 
When Eternity with Time shall wed! 


Then a fairer, far more beauteous morning, 
Laura, on ovr love shall also shine, 

Long as their blest bridal-night enduring :— 
So rejoice thee, Laura—Laura mine! 

































































TO LAURA AT THE HARPSICHORD. 


HEN o’er the chords thy fingers 
stray, 
My spirit leaves its mortal clay, 


A statue there I stand; 
Thy spell controls e’en life and death, 
As when the nerves a living breath 
Receive by Love’s command! 


More gently Zephyr sighs along 

To listen to thy magic song 

The systems formed by heav’nly love 
To sing for ever as they move, 

Pause in their endless-whirling round 
To catch the rapture-teeming sound ; 
’Tis for thy strains ¢hey worship thee,— 
Thy look, enchantress, fetters me/ 


From yonder chords fast-thronging come 
Soul-breathing notes with rapturous speed, 
As when from out their heav’nly home 
The new-born seraphim proceed ; 
The strains pour forth their magic might, 
As glitt’ring suns burst through the night, 
When, by Creation’s storm awoke, 
From Chaos’ giant-arm they broke. 


Now sweet, as when the silv’ry wave 
Delights the pebbly beach to lave ; 
And now majestic as the sound 
Of rolling thunder gath’ring round ; 

Now pealing more loudly, as when from yon 
height 

Descends the mad mountain-stream, foaming 

and bright ; 


Now in a song of love 
Dying away, 

As thro’ the aspen grove 
Soft zephyrs play ; 


Now heavier and more mournful seems the 
strain, 

As when across the desert, death-like plain, 

Whence whispers dread and yells despairing 
rise, 

Cocytus’ sluggish, wailing current sighs. 


Maiden fair, oh, answer me! 

Are not spirits leagued with thee? 
Speak they in the realms of bliss 
Other language e’er than this? 


apie 





RAsB aa Uae 


TO" LAURA. 


ROM earth I seem to wing my flight, 
And sun myself in Heaven’s pure light, 
When thy sweet gaze meets mine 
I dream I quaff ethereal dew, 
When mine own form I mirror’d view 
In those blue eyes divine! 


Blest notes from Paradise afar, 

Or strains from some benignant star 
Enchant my ravish’d ear ; 

My muse feels then the shepherd’s hour 

When silv’ry tones of magic power 
Escape those lips so dear! 


Se et 


| Young loves around thee fan their wings— 
Behind, the madden’d fir-tree springs, 
As when by Orpheus fir’d ; 
The poles whirl round with swifter motion, 
When in the dance, like waves o’er ocean, 
Thy footsteps float untir’d ! 


Thy look, if it but beam with love, 
Could make the lifeless marble move, 
And hearts in rocks enshrine ; 
My visions to reality 
Will turn, if, Laura, in thine eye 
I read—that thou art mine! 








THE SECRET~ OF “REMINISCENCE: 





TO* LAURA: 


HAT unveils to me the yearning | 
\ \ / glow 

Fix’d for ever to thy lips to grow? 
What the longing wish thy breath to drink,— 
In thy being blest, in death to sink 
When thy look steals o’er me? 


As when slaves without resistance yield 
To the victor in the battle-field, 
So my senses in the moment fly 
O’er the bridge of life tumultuously 
When thou stand’st before me! 


Speak! why should they from their master 
roam? 
Do my senses yonder seek their home? 
Or do sever’d brethren meet again, 
Casting off the body’s heavy chain, 
Where thy foot hath lighted? 


Io 


Were our beings once together twin’d? 

Was it therefore that our bosoms pin’d? 

Were we in the light of suns now dead, 

In the days of rapture long since fled, 
Into one united? 


Aye! we were so! thou wert link’d with me, 

In AXone that has ceas’d to be; 

On the mournful page of vanish’d time, 

By my muse were read these words sublime: 
Nought thy love can sever! 


And in being closely twin’d and fair, . 

I, too, wondering saw it written there,— 

We were then a life, a Deity,— 

And the world seem’d order’d then to lie 
*Neath our sway for ever. 
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And, to meet us, nectar-fountains still 
Pour’d for ever forth their blissful rill ; 
Forcibly we broke the seal of Things, 
And to Truth’s bright sunny hill our wings 
Joyously were soaring. 


Laura, weep !—this Deity hath flown,— 

Thou and _I his ruins are alone; 

By a thirst unquenchable we’re driven 

Our lost Being to embrace ;—tow’rd Heaven 
Turns our gaze imploring. 


Therefore, Laura, is this yearning glow 
Fix’d for ever to thy lips to grow, 
And the longing wish thy breath to drink, 





In thy Being blest, in death to sink 
When thy look steals o’er me! 


FIRST PERIOD. 


And as Slaves without resistance yield, 
To the Victor in the battle-field, 
Therefore do my ravish’d Senses fly 
O’er the bridge of Life tumultuously, 
When thou stand’st before me! 


Therefore do they from their Master roam! 

Therefore do my Senses seek their home! 

Casting off the Body’s heavy chain, 

Those long-sever’d brethren kiss again, 
Hush’d is all their sighing! 


And thou, too—when on me fell thine eye, 
What disclos’d thy cheek’s deep-purple dye? 
‘Tow’rd each other, like relations dear, 
As an exile to his home draws near, 

Were we not then flying? 


MELANCHOLY. 


—S 


= 

a) 

age AURA,—in thy golden 

pf gaze 

Burns the morning sun- 

IX beam’s.glow, 

\ In thy cheek the red 
blood plays, 

And thy tears, that 
pearl-like flow, 
Rapture as their Mother know— 

He whom those fair drops bedew, 
Who therein a God can view, 

Ah, the youth who thus rewarded sighs, 

Sees new suns begin to rise! 








And thy Spirit, bright and clear, 
As the glassy waves appear, 

Turns to May the Autumn sad ; 
Deserts wild, inspiring fear, 

In thy genial rays are glad. 
Distant Future, gloomy, cold, 
In thy star is turn’d to gold; 

Smil’st thou at the Graces’ harmony? 

I must weep those charms to see! 


Have not Night’s all-dreaded Powers 
Undermin’d Earth’s fastness long? 

Yes! our proudly-soaring towers, 
And our cities, stately, strong, 





TOSCAURA: 


All on mould’ring bones repose ; 
From Decay their fragrant bloom 

Drink thy flowers; thy current flows 
From the hollow of a—tomb! 


Laura, yonder floating planets see! 

Let them of their Worlds discourse to thee! 
’Neath their magic Circle’s sway, 
Thousand springs have pass’d away, 
Thousand thrones the skies have sought, 
Thousand fearful fights been fought. 
Wouldst thou find their trace again, 
Seek it on the iron plain! 

Earlier, later, ripe to pass 
To the grave,—the wheels, alas, 
Of the Planets clogg’d remain! 


Thrice look round,—and lo! the sun’s bright 
rays 
In the. death-night’s Ocean quench their 
blaze ; 
Ask me how Zhy beams are fann’d to flame! 
Dost thou boast thy sparkling eye, 
Or thy cheek’s fresh purple dye, 
That from crumbling Mould first came? 
For the hues he lent to thee, 
Maiden, Death with usury 
Heavy interest soon will claim! 


II 


POEMS OF THE FIRST PERIOD. 


Maiden, do not scorn that mighty one! 
On the cheek a fairer, brighter dye 
alas! but Death’s more beauteous 
throne ; 
From behind that flow’ry tapestry 
Marks his prey the Spoiler for his own. 
Laura—in thy Worshipper confide ! 
’Tis tow’rd Death alone thine eyes now 
strain ; 
And thy beaming glances only drain 
Life’s frail lamp so niggardly supplied. 
«Yet my pulses,’’ boastest thou, 
«Throb in joyous youthful play’’— 
Ah! the Tyrant’s creatures now 
Are but hast’ning tow’rds Decay. 


Is, 


And this smile the blast of Death 
Scatters, as the zephyr’s breath 
Scatters rainbow-colored foam. 
Vain thou seek’st to find its trace, 
E’en from Nature’s spring-like grace, 
E’en from Life, as from his home, 
Sallies the Destroyer base! 


Stripp’d of leaves I see thy lifeless roses, 
Pale and dead thy mouth so sweet of yore, 
And thy cheek, that dimples soft discloses, 
By the wintry tempest furrow’d o’er. 
Gloomy years will, gathering blacker, stronger, 
Cloud the silver-spring of Infancy— 
Then will Laura—Laura love no longer, 
Then will Laura iovely cease to be! 


Maiden! as an oak thy Bard still rears his 
head ; 
Blunt against my rock-like youthful might 
Falls the death-spear’s shaft, its vigor fled ; 
And my glances,—burning as the light 
Of yon Heaven,—my Soul more fiercely 
glowing 
Than the light of yon eternal Heaven, 
O’er its own World’s heaving Ocean driven, 
Piling rocks and overthrowing ; 
Boldly through the world my thoughts are 
steering, 
Nothing save their barriers fearing ! 





Glow’st thou, Laura?—Swells thy haughty 
breast? 

Learn then, Maiden, that this drink so blest, 
That this cup of god-like seeming, 
Laura, is with Poison teeming! 

Hapless they who ever trust 
Sparks divine to forge from dust! 
Ah! the boldest Harmony 
’Mongst the notes but discord breeds, 
Genius, glowing Spark from high, 
On Life’s glimm’ring lamp but feeds. 


Lur’d from Life’s bright throne away, 
Ev’ry Gaoler marks him as his prey! 
Ah! e’en now, with shameless passion fir’d, 
’Gainst me all my Spirits have conspir’d! 
Let—I feel it—two short springs fleet by, 
Laura—and this tott’ring house of clay 
Will with fearful ruin on me lie, 
Quenching me in my self-kindled ray !— 


Weep’st thou, Laura?—Be that tear denied 
Which as Age’s penance is supplied! 


Hence! away! thou tear, thou sinner 
mean ! 

Wouldst thou, Laura, that my strength should 
sink >— 

That I trembling from that Sun should 
shrink 


Who the stripling’s eagle-course hath seen? 

That my bosom’s heav’nly flame so bright 
*Neath a frozen heart’s cold touch should 

perish ?— 

That my Spirit should be reft of sight >— 
Must I curse the Sins that most I cherish? 
No! away! thou tear, thou sinner mean! 

Break the flow’ ret in its fairest bloom! 

Quench, O Youth, with that deep look of 

gloom, 

Quench with bitter tears my torch’s ray! 

As when o’er the scene that most enthrals 

On the tragic stage, the curtain falls 
Though each shadow flies,—the crowds all- 

breathless stay! 
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THE INFANTICIDE. 


ARK !—the bells are tolling mourn- 
fully, 
And the dial’s hand hath run its 
race. 
In the name of God, so let it be! 
Grave-attendants,—to the fatal place! 
Take, O World, this last departing kiss! 
Take, O World, these bitter tears away! 
Yet thy poison had a taste of bliss !— 
Bosom-poisoner, we are quit to-day! 


Fare thee well, thou happiness of Earth, 


Now to be exchang’d for crumbling mould! 


Fare ye well, ye days of rosy birth, 
That the maiden revell’d in of old! 
Fare ye well, ye gold-embroider’d dreams, 
Heaven-descended Phantasies so bright ! 
Ah, they perish’d in their morning beams, 
Ne’er again to blossom to the light! 


I was deck’d with rosy ribbons fair, 
_ Clad in Innocence’s swan-like dress, 
And my bright and loosely flowing hair 
Rosebuds sweet then carelessly did press. 
| Woe, oh woe! though garments white still 
grace 

Her who now is Hell’s sad sacrifice, 
Yet, alas, those rosy ribbons’ place 

Now the fillet black of Death supplies! 


| Weep for me, oh, ye who never fell! 
Ye for whom the guileless lily blows,— 
On whose gentle bosoms as they swell 
Nature her heroic strength bestows ! 
Woe!—this heart has felt frail passion’s 
charms, 
Feeling now my judgment-sword must be! 
Woe !—encircl’d in the False One’s arms, 
Slept my Virtue,—ah, too easily! 





a3 
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Ah, forgetting me, that serpent heart 
Makes Another now perchance its prey,— 
Overflows, when I to Death depart, 
At her toilet in some amorous play !— 
Sports, it may be, with his Maiden’s hair, 
Drinks the kiss that she responsive brings, 
When upon the death-block spurting there, 
From my body, high the life-blood springs! 


Joseph! Joseph! many a weary mile 
May Louisa’s death-song follow thee! 
And the belfry’s hollow peal the while 
On thy startled ear strike fearfully ! 
When Love’s soft and murmuring tones may 
swell 
Tow’rd thee from some Maiden’s tender 
lips, 
Sudden let them plant a Wound from Hell, 
Where Joy’s rosy form its Being sips! 


Traitor! heed’st thou not Louisa’s smart ?— 
Not, thou Cruel one, a Woman’s shame ?P— 

Not the unborn Life beneath my heart >— 
Not what e’en the tiger fierce would tame? 

See! his sails now proudly leave this land, 
Sadly after them is turn’d mine eye, 

While around the Maids on Seine’s far strand, 
Breathes he forth his false and treach’rous 

sigh! 


And my baby,—wrapp’d in soft repose— 
Calmly lay it on its mother’s breast ; 
In the beauty of the morning rose 
Sweetly on me smil’d the infant blest. 
Deadly-lovely was each feature fair 
Of its blissful image tow’rd me bent; 
While by Love and visions of Despair 
Was its mother’s tortured bosom rent. 


‘“Woman, where’s my Father?’’—Thusit spoke 
In its innocent mute thunder-tone ; 
‘“Woman, where’s thy Spouse?’’—responsive 
broke 
From my inmost heart, with heavy groan. 
Him who now may other children kiss, 
Orphan, thou, alas, wilt seek in vain! 
Thou wilt curse the moment of our bliss, 
When the Bastard’s name infliéts its stain. 


And thy mother—in her heart is Hell! 
Lonely sits she in wide Nature’s All, 
Thirsting ever at the blissful well, 
Which thy sight converts to bitter gall. 





FIRST PERIOD. 


| Ah! with ev’ry sound from thee arise 


Madden’d feelings of departed joy, 
And Death’s bitter arrow ’gainst me flies, 
From the smiling glances of my Boy. 


Hell surrounds me when thy form I miss ; 
Hell, whene’er mine eyes thy form behold! 
And the Furies’ lash is now thy kiss, 
That from /zs lips ravish’d me of old! 
From the Grave his Oath still thunders back, 
Ever does his Perjury kill on— 
Here around me twined the Hydra black, 
And the work of Murder soon was done! 


Joseph! Joseph! many a weary mile 

May the phantom dread thy steps pursue, 
Catch thee in its ice-cold arms the while, 

From thy dream of rapture wake thee, too! 
May thine infant’s dying gaze so sad 

Glare down from the softly glimm’ ring star, 
Meet thee in its bloody vesture clad, 

Scourge thee back from Paradise afar! 


See! there lay it lifeless at my feet,— 
Coldly staring-with a mind confus’d 
Saw I then its Life-blood’s current fleet, 
And my own Life with that current 
ooz’d ;— 
Fearfully the messengers of doom 
Knock e’en now,—more fearfully my heart! 
Gladly haste I, in the chilly tomb 
Evermore to quench my burning smart. 


Joseph! thou may’st pardon’d be by Heaven, 
Thou art pardon’d by the Sinner, too! 
To the Earth my wrongs be henceforth given! 
Rake, ye Flames, the Death-pile thro’ and 
thro’! 
Joy! oh, Joy! His letters burn on high, 
And a conquering flame his oath devours, 
While his kisses upwards blazing fly !— 
Yet was aught so dear in happier hours! 


Sisters, trust your youthful roses ne’er, 
Trust them ne’er to false Man’s treach’rous 
vow! 
Beauty for my Virtue laid its snare,— 
On the Place of Death I curse it now! 
Tears?—From stranglers’ eyes can tears, then, 
gush? 
Let my face the bandage quickly veil. 
Hangman, canst not thou a lily crush? 
Do not tremble, Hangman pale! 


KEV 
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Hib UN ESS) OF THE WORLD: 


creative and kind 
First form’d out of Chaos, I fly like the 
wind, 
Until on the strand 
Of its billows I land, 
My anchor cast forth where the breeze blows 
no more, 
And Creation’s last boundary stands on the 
shore. 


[cei the world which the Spirit 


I saw infant stars into Being arise, 
For thousands of years to roll on through the 
skies ; * 
I saw them in play 
Seek their goal far away,— 
For a moment my fugitive gaze wander’d on, 
I look’d round me, and lo!—all those bright 
stars had flown! 


‘Stay, thou sailest in vain! 





Madly yearning to reach the dark Kingdom 
of Night, 
I boldly steer on with the speed of the light ; 
All misty and drear 
The dim Heavens appear, 
While embryo systems and seas at their source 
Are whirling around the Sun - Wanderer’s 
course, 


When sudden a Pilgrim I see drawing near 
Along the lone path,—‘‘ Stay! What seekest 
thou here?’”’ 
‘« My bark, tempest-tost, 
“‘ Seeks the world’s distant coast, 
“‘T sail tow’rd the land where the breeze 
blows no more, 
‘¢And Creation’s last boundary stands on the 
shore.”’ 


*Tis INFINITY yonder !’’— 


‘‘Tis INFINITY, too, where chou, Pilgrim, wouldst wander! 
es Eagle thoughts that aspire, 
“‘Let your proud pinions tire! 

‘‘For ’tis here that sweet Phantasy, bold to the last, 

‘‘ Her anchor in hopeless dejection must cast !”’ 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG MAN. 





OURNFUL groans, as when a Tem- 
M pest lowers, 
Echo from the dreary house of Woe; 
Death-notes rise from yonder Minster’s towers! 
Bearing out a youth, they slowly go; 
Yes! a youth—unripe yet for the Bier, 
Gather’d in the spring-time of his days, 
Thrilling yet with pulses strong and clear, 
With the flame that in his bright eye plays— 
Yes! a Son—the Idol of his Mother, 
(Oh, her mournful sigh shows that too 
well!) 
Yes! my Bosom-friend,—alas, my Brother !— 
Up! each AZan, the sad Procession swell! 


Do ye boast, ye Pines, so grey and old, 
Storms to brave, with thunderbolts to sport ? 
And, ye Hills, that ye the Heavens uphold? 
And, ye Heavens, that ye the Suns support? 
Boasts the greybeard, who on haughty Deeds 
As on billows, seeks Perfection’s height? 
Boasts the Hero, whom his Prowess leads 
Up to future Glory’s Temple bright? 
If the gnawing worms the flow’ ret blast, 
Who can madly think he’ll ne’er decay? 
Who above, below, can hope to last, 
If the young man’s life thus fleets away? 


Joyously his days of youth so glad 
Danced along, in rosy garb beclad, 
And the world, the world was then so sweet ! 
And how kindly, how enchantingly 
Smiled the Future,—with what golden eye 
Did Life’s Paradise his moments greet! 
While the tear his Mother’s eye escap’d, 
Under him the Realm of Shadows gap’d, 
And the Fates his thread began to sever,— 
Earth and Heaven then yanish’d from his 
sight, 
From the Grave-Thought shrank he in af- 
fright— 
Sweet the World is to the Dying ever! 


Dumb and deaf ’tis in that narrow place, 
Deep the Slumbers of the Buried One! 
Brother! Ah, in ever-slack’ning race 
All thy hopes their circuit cease to run! 
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Sunbeams oft thy native hill still lave, 
But their glow thou never more canst feel ; 
O’er its flowers the Zephyr’s pinions wave, 
O’er thine ear its murmur ne’er can steal ; 
Love will never tinge thine eye with gold, 
Ne’er wilt thou embrace thy blooming 
bride, 
Not e’en though our tears in torrents roll’d— 
Death must now thine eye for ever hide! 


Yet ’tis well!—for precious is thy Rest; 
In that narrow house the Sleep is calm; 
There, with Rapture, Sorrow leaves the 
breast ,— 
Man’s afflictions there no longer harm. 
Slander now may wildly rave o’er thee, 
And Temptation vomit Poison Fell, 
O’er thee wrangle on the Pharisee, 
Murd’rous bigots banish thee to Hell! 
Rogues beneath Apostle-masks may leer, 
And the Bastard Child of Justice play, 
As it were with dice, with mankind here, 
And so on, until the Judgment Day! 


O’er thee Fortune still may juggle on, 
For her minions blindly look around,— 
Man now totter on his staggering throne, 
And in dreary puddles now be found! 
Blest art thou, within thy narrow cell! 
To this stir of tragi-comedy, 
To these Fortune-Waves that madly swell, 
To this vain and childish Lottery, 
To this busy crowd effecting naught, 
To this rest with labour teeming o’er, 
Brother !—to this Heaven with Devils fraught, 
Now thine eyes have closed for evermore. 


Fare thee well, oh, thou to memory dear, 
By our blessings lull’d to slumbers sweet ! 
Sleep on calmly in thy prison drear,— 
Sleep on calmly till again we meet! 
Till the loud Almighty trumpet sounds, 
Echoing through these corpse-encumber’d 
hills,— 
Till God’s storm-wind, bursting through the 
bounds 
Placed by Death, with Life those Corpses 
fills— 





Till, impregnate with Jehovah’s blast, 
Graves bring forth, and at His menace 
dread, 
In the smoke of Planets melting fast, 
Once again the tombs give up their Dead! 


Not in Worlds, as dreamt of by the Wise, 
Not in Heavens, as sung in Poets’ song, 
Not in e’en the People’s Paradise— 
Yet we shad/ o’ertake thee, and ere long. 





Is that true which cheer’d the Pilgrims’ 
gloom? 
Is it true that Thoughts can yonder Je? 
True, that Virtue guides us o’er the tomb? 
That ’tis more than empty Phantasy? 
All these riddles are to thee unveil’d! 
Truth thy Soul ecstatic now drinks up, 
Truth in radiance thousandfold exhal’d 
From the Mighty Father’s blissful cup. 





Dark and silent Bearers draw, then, nigh! 
To the Slayer serve the Feast the while! 
Cease, ye Mourners, cease your wailing cry! 

Dust on dust upon the Body pile! 
Where’s the Man who God to tempt pre- 

sumes ? 

Where the eye that thro’ the Gulf can see? 
Holy, holy, holy art Thou, God of Tombs! 

We, with awful trembling, worship Thee! 
Dust may back to native dust be ground, 

From its crumbling house the Spirit fly, 
And the storm its ashes strew around,— 

But its Love, its Love shall never die! 
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THE BATTLE. 


TORM-CLOUD like, overhead, 

. With a dull, heavy tread, 

© Moves the march through the wide plain so green; 
And the field for the strife, 

Where the stake is man’s life, 

\ In its boundless expanse is now seen. 


jj Tow’rd the ground every eye is uneasily cast, 
And each warrior’s heart ’gainst his ribs beateth fast. 


To the front now the Major with thundering pace 

Gallops on past each pallid and death-lighted face— 
Halt ! 

And the regiments obey that stern word of command, 

While in silence unbroken the front takes its stand. 





Glittering in the morning beam, 
See ye on yon hill the gleam ? 
Is’t the banner of the foe? 

Yes, their waving flag we know! 


Wife and children of my love, 
God proteét ye from above! 


Now merrily, merrily rise on the ear 
The roll of the drum and the fife’s note so 
clear ; 
Oh! hark to the wildly harmonious tone, 
How it thrills through the marrow and thrills 
through the bone! 


God be with ye, comrades brave,— 
We shall meet beyond the grave! 


Soon the vivid lightning flashes, 

Soon the rolling thunder crashes 
From the fierce artillery ; 

Eyelids quiver,—loud are heard 

Fearful sounds,—the signal word 
Through each rank runs rapidly. 

In God’s name, so let it be !— 

Every breast now breathes more free. 


Death is loose, the din grows louder,— 
Sharper rings the musketry ; 

Driven by the deadly powder 
Iron bullets fill the sky. 


Almost touching each other the armies now 
stand,— 
From platoon to platoon runs the word of 
command : 
“Make ready !’’ with thundering roar; 
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And sudden the foremost on knee sinking low, 
Their death-laden weapons discharge on the 
foe; 
But many, alas! rise no more. 
By the grapeshot resistless whole ranks are 
o’erthrown ; 
But as fast as the ranks in the front are mown 
down, 
O’er their bodies the hinder ranks pour. 


Devastation spreads around, 
Whole battalions bite the ground. 


The sun now sinks to rest,—hot burns the 
fight, 
While o’er the armies broods the murky night. 


God be with ye, comrades brave,— 
We shall meet beyond the grave! 


The life-blood in torrents spurts high as the 
head, 
The living confusedly mix with the dead; 
The foot as it moves stumbles over the slain, 
While the conflict ’gins raging more wildly 
again. 
“What, Frank! And thou, too?’’—‘‘Kiss my 
Charlotte for me!”’ 
“Aye, Friend, that I will! . 
Comrades, see, see, 
‘How the grapeshot bursts full on our rear! 
‘*,.. I will kiss her for thee! Now in peace 
slumber on, 
‘While I, left, alas! in the world all-alone, 
‘* Seek the fast-falling balls without fear.”’ 


. . Good God! 
















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Now hither, and now thither bends the fight, 
Still murkier o’er the armies broods the night. 


God be with ye comrades brave— 
We shall meet beyond the grave. 


What means this sudden trampling sound ? 
The Adjutants are flying round, 
Dragoons are rattling ’gainst the foe, 
Whose thund’ring guns are lying low, 
While they in all directions fly,— 
Hurrah, my Comrades, Victory! 




































































































































































Their coward limbs in terror shrink, 
And down their boasting banners sink! 


Decided is the fearful fight, 
The day gleams brightly through the 
night ! « 
And hark, how triumphantly rise on the ear, 
The roll of the drum and the fife’s note so 
clear ! 


Farewell, ye perish’d comrades brave— 
Oh, we shall meet beyond the grave! 





ROUSSEAU. 


ONUMENT of our own Age’s shame, 
On thy Country casting endless 
blame, 
Rousseau’s Grave, how dear thou art to me! 
Calm repose be to thy ashes blest! 
In thy life thou vainly sought’st for rest, 
But at length ’twas here obtain’d by thee! 


When will ancient wounds be cover’d o’er? 
Wise men died in heathen days of yore; 
Now ’tis lighter—yet they die again. 
Socrates was kill’d by Sophists vile, 
Rousseau meets his death through Christians’ 
wile,— 
Rousseau—who would fain make Christians 
men! 
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From THE ‘“‘ LETTERS OF JULIUS TO RAPHAEL;’’ AN UNPUBLISHED ROMANCE. 


EMPERATE is the Being - Ruler, 
| Friend !— 
On those Thinkers mean let Shame 
attend 
Who so anxiously seek Laws to solve! 
Living-Worlds, and Regions of the Soul 


On one Flywheel, tow’rd their limit roll; 
Here tray Newton saw that Wheel revolve! 


Spheres,—the slaves of but ove rein,—it tells 
Round the mighty World’s heart, as it swells, 
Labyrinthine paths to cause to rise— 
Spirits, in entwining Systems laced, 
Tow’rd the mighty Spirit-Sun to haste, 
As the stream to join the ocean flies. 


Was’t not this Machinery divine, 
That compell’d our Bosoms to entwine 

In the blest and endless bonds of Love? 
Raphael, on “ize Arm—oh, ecstasy ! 
Tow’rd that mighty Spirit-Sun, e’en I 

On Perfeétion’s path would gladly rove. 


Joy, oh, Joy! Thou now art found by me! 
I, of millions, have embraced but thee, 
And, of millions, mine art thou alone— 
Let this World in Chaos still be lost, 
Atoms in confusion wild be tost, 
Into one our Hearts for aye have flown! 


Must not I, from out thy flaming gaze, 

Of my Rapture seek the answering rays? 
Tis in ¢hee alone myself I view— 

Fairer still appears the earth so fair, 

Brighter in the Loved One’s features there . 
Heaven is mirror’d,—of more dazzling hue. 





Sweeter from the Passions’ storm to rest, 
Melancholy casts upon Love’s breast 
All the burden of her tearful gloom ; 
Does not e’en tormenting Rapture seek, 
In thine eyes that eloquently speak, 
Eagerly to find a blissful tomb? 


Stood I in Creation all alone, 
Spirits I would dream into each stone, 
And their forms with kisses then would 
greet,— 
When my wailings echoed far and wide, 
Would be happy, if the Rocks replied, 
Fool, enough! to Sympathy so sweet. 


Lifeless groups are we, if hate we prove, 
Gods—if we embrace in kindly love! 
While we languish for the Fetters blest— 
Upwards through the thousand-varying scale 
Of unnumber’d Souls that nought avail, 
Does this godlike impulse raise the breast. 


Arm in arm, tow’rd some still higher sphere, 
From the Mongol to the Grecian seer, 

Who is with the last of seraphs bound, 
Roam we on, in dancing orbit bright, 
Till in yonder Sea of endless light 

Time and Measure evermore are drown’d! 


Friendless was the Mighty Lord of Earth, 
Felt a Want—so gave the Spirit birth, 

Mirror blest where His own glories shine !— 
Ne’er his Like has found that Being high,— 
Nought.e’er gushes—save Infinity— 

From the Spirit-Region’s Cup Divine! 
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GROUP FROM TARTARUS. 





ARK! Like the sea in wrath the 
Heav’ns assailing, 


Or like a brook through rocky basin 
wailing, 
Comes from below, in groaning agony, 
A heavy, vacant, torment-breathing sigh! 


Their faces marks of bitter torture wear, 
While from their lips burst curses of despair ; 
Their eyes are hollow, and full of woe, 
And their looks with heartfelt anguish 


Seek Cocytus’ stream that runs wailing 
below, 

For the bridge o’er its waters they lan- 
guish. 


And they say to each other in accents of fear, 

‘©Oh, when will the time of Fulfilment ap- 
peare 7 

High over them boundless Eternity quivers, 

And the scythe of Saturnus all- ruthlessly 
shivers ! 


r 
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resound, 
Each accent of sorrow, each sigh, is 
now drown’d 
In Elysium’s banquets so bright ; 
In bliss never-ending, in rapturous song, 
As when thro’ the meadows a brook sings 
along, 
Elysium’s days take their flight. 


alee groans of deep anguish no longer 


A May-day enduring, a ne’er changing 
spring 
All gently its youthful and balm-laden wing 
Waves over the sweet smiling plain ; 
In visions ecstatic the days fleet apace, 
The Spirit expands through the wide realms 
of space, 
And Truth rends the Cov’ring in twain. 


’Tis here that the bosom is swelling alone, 
With rapture eternal and free from alloy; 
The name of affliction is here e’er unknown, 

And sorrow means nought but a more tran- 


quil joy. 





The pilgrim beneath these cool shades lays to 
rest 
His feverish limbs by long wand’ring opprest, 
His burden behind him forever he leaves ; 
The sickle escapes from the hand of the 


reaper, 

And, lull’d by the harp’s strains seraphic, the 
sleeper 

Beholds in his vision the harvest’s ripe 
sheaves. 


He whose banner war’s fierce thunder woke, 
On whose ears the din of slaughter broke, 
’Neath whose foot the mountain quak’d in 
fear, 
Slumbers calmly by the streamlet’s side, 
While its silv’ry waters onward glide, 
And forgets his wildly-clanging spear. 


Here all faithful lovers meet again, - 
Kiss each other on the verdant plain, 
Scented by the balmy zephyr’s breath ; 
Love here finds once more his crown of gold, 
’Gins his endless marriage-feast to hold, 
Safe for ever from the stroke of Death! 


21 





TPH ES Es avers 


—_——— 


fresh breeze, 
From the bush peer the sunbeams. all 
purple and bright, 


: | ‘HE air is perfum’d with the morning’s 


While they gleam through the clefts of the | 


dark-waving trees, 
And the cloud-crested mountains are golden 
with light. 


With joyful, melodious, ravishing strain, 

The lark, as he wakens, salutes the glad sun, 
Who glows in the arms of Aurora again, 

And blissfully smiling, his race ’gins to run. 


All hail, light of day! 
Thy sweet gushing ray 
Pours down its soft warmth over pasture and 
field ; 
With hues silver-tinged 
The Meadows are fringed, 
And numberless suns in the dewdrop reveal’d. 


Young Nature invades 
The whispering shades, 
Displaying each ravishing charm; 
The soft zephyr blows, 
And kisses the rose, 
The plain is sweet-scented with balm. 


How high from yon city the smoke-clouds 
ascend ! 

Their neighing, and snorting, and bellowing 
blend 





The horses and cattle; 
The chariot-wheels rattle 
As down to the valley they take their mad 
way ; 
And even the forest with life seems to move, 
The eagle, and falcon, and hawk soar above, 
And flutter their pinions in Heaven’s bright 
ray. 


In search of repose 

From my heart-rending woes, 
Oh, where shall my sad spirit flee? 

The earth’s smiling face, 

With its sweet youthful grace, 
A tomb must, alas, be for me! 


Arise, then, thou sunlight of morning, and 
fling 
O’er plain and o’er forest thy purple-dyed 
beams! 
Thou twilight of evening, all noiselessly sing 
In melody soft to the world as it dreams! 


Ah, sunlight of morning, to me thou but 
flingest 

Thy purple-dyed beams o’er the grave of 

the past! 

Ah, twilight of evening, thy strains thou but 
singest 

To one whose deep slumbers for ever must 
last ! 
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ARTIST; EDMUND KANOLDT, 


THE FUGITIVE: 

















(ea PoE LOW ERS: 


E offspring of the morning sun, 
Ye flowers that deck the smiling plain, 
Your lives, in joy and bliss begun, 
In Nature’s love unchanged remain. 
With hues of bright and godlike splendor 
. Sweet Flora graced your forms so tender, 
And clothed ye in a garb of light ; 
Spring’s lovely children, weep for ever, 
For living Souls she gave ye never, 
And ye must dwell in endless night! 


The nightingale and lark still sing 
In your tranced ears the bliss of love ; 
The toying sylphs, on airy wing, 
Around your fragrant bosoms rove. 
Of yore, Dione’s daughter twining 





In garlands sweet your cup so shining, 

A pillow form’d where Love might rest! 
Spring’s gentle children, mourn for ever, 
The joys of Love she gave ye never, 

Ne’er let ye know that feeling blest! 


| But when ye’re gather’d by my hand, 


A token of my love to be, 


| Now that her mother’s harsh command 


From Nanny’s sight has banish’d me,— 
E’en from that passing touch ye borrow 
Those heralds mute of pleasing sorrow, 

Life, language, hearts, and souls divine ; 
And to your silent leaves ’tis given, 

By him who mightiest is in Heaven, 
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His glorious Godhead to enshrine. 





@ pee Oss PRING: 


HOU’RT welcome, lovely stripling! 
Thou Nature’s fond delight! 
With thy basket fill’d with flowers, 
Thou’rt welcome to my sight ! 


Huzza! once more we greet thee! 
How fair and sweet thou art! 
To usher in thy presence 
We haste with joyful heart! 


Remember’st thou my Maiden? 
Thou never canst forget! 

My Maiden lov’d me dearly,— 
My Maiden loves me yet! 


For my Maiden many a flow’ret 

I begg’d of yore from thee— 
Once more I make entreaty, 

And thou2—thou giv’st them me! 


Thou’rt welcome, lovely stripling! 
Thou Nature’s fond delight! 

With thy basket fill’d with flowers, 

Thou’rt welcome to my sight! 
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TO MINNA. 


M I dreaming? Is mine eye 
Dimm’d by some deceiving ray? 
Is’t my Minna passing by, 

Turning her cold look away? 

She, who vain of each fair charm, 
Fans herself so haughtily, 

Leaning on some fopling’s arm,— 
Is’t my Minna?—’ Tis not she! 


On her light hat, feathers proud, 
Once my gift, are waving yet; 
While her breast-knots cry aloud, 
Saying: ‘‘ Minna, ne’er forget !’’ 
Flowers still grace her breast, her brow, 
Foster’d by my loving care; 
Ah, that breast is faithless now,— 
Yet those flowers still blossom there ! 


Go! Ador’d by empty wits, 
Go! Without a thought of me! 
Prey to venal hypocrites— 
Scorn is all I feel for thee! 
Go! for thee once throbb’d a heart 
Fill’d with stainless purity, 
Great enough to bear the smart 
That it throbb’d for such as thee! 





’Tis by beauty thou’rt betray’ d— 

By thy features, shameless one! 
But their roses soon will fade, 

Soon their transient charms be gone! 
Swallows that in spring-time play, 

Fly when north winds cold return ; 
Age will scare thy wooers gay, 

Yet a friend thou now canst spurn! 


Ah! methinks I hear thee sigh, 
Wreck of what thou once hast been, 
Looking back with streaming eye 
To thy May-day’s flowery scene. 
They who once thy kisses sought, 
On the wings of rapture borne, 
Make thy vanish’d youth their sport, 
Laugh thy winter sad to scorn. 


*Tis by beauty thou’rt betray’d— 

By thy features, shameless one! 
But their roses soon will fade, 

Soon thy transient charms be gone! 
How I then will scoff and jeer !— 

Scoff! Great Heavens! oh, pardon me! 
I will weep full many a tear— 

Tears of anguish weep for thee! 
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ie ERIOMPH OF SEOVE, 


A HYMN. 


URE Love doth bless the 
Gods on high! 
Frail man becomes a Deity 
When love to him is 
given ; 
Tis Love that makes the 
Heavens shine 
With hues more radiant, 
more divine, 
And turns dull Earth to 
Heaven! 





In Pyrrha’s rear (so poets sang 
In ages past and gone), 

The world from rocky fragments sprang— 
Mankind from lifeless stone. 


Their soul was but a thing of night, 
Like stone and rock their heart ; 
The flaming torch of Heav’n so bright 

Its glow could ne’er impart. 


Young Loves, all gently hov’ring round, 
Their souls as yet had never bound 





In soft and rosy chains ; 
No feeling Muse had sought to raise 
Their bosoms with ennobling lays, 
Or sweet, harmonious strains. 


Around each other lovingly 

No garlands then entwin’d; 
The sorrowing Springs fled tow’rd the sky, 
_ And left the Earth behind. 


From out the sea Aurora rose 
With none to hail her then; 

The sun unhail’d, at daylight’s close, 
In ocean sank again. 


_ In forests wild, man went astray, 
Misled by Luna’s cloudy ray,— 
He bore an iron yoke; 
He pin’d not for the stars on high, 
With yearning for a Deity 
No tears in torrents broke. 


* *% * * * 





But see! from out the deep-blue Ocean 
Fair Venus springs with gentle motion ; 
The graceful Naiad’s smiling band 

Conveys her to the gladden’d strand. 


A May-like, youthful, Magic power 
Entwines, like morning’s twilight hour, 
Around that form of godlike birth, 
‘The charms of air, sea, heaven and earth. 


The day’s sweet eye begins to bloom 
Across the forest’s midnight gloom ; 
Narcissuses, their balm distilling, 
The path her footstep treads are filling. 


’ A song of Love sweet Philomel 


Soon caroll’d through the grove; 
The streamlet, as it murmuring fell, 
Discours’d of nought but Love. 


Pygmalion! Happy one! Behold! 

Life’s glow pervades thy marble cold! 
Oh, Love, thou conqueror all-divine, 
Embrace each happy child of thine! 


*k *k * *k * 


By Love are blest the Gods on high,— 
Frail man becomes a Deity 
When Love to him is given; 
’Tis Love that makes the Heavens shine 
With hues more radiant, more divine, 
And turns dull Earth to Heaven! 


* * * * * 


The Gods their days forever spend 

In banquets bright that have no end,— 
In one voluptuous morning-dream, 
And quaff the Nectar’s golden stream. 


Enthron’d in awful majesty, 
Kronion wields the bolt on high: 
In abject fear Olympus rocks 
When wrathfully he shakes his locks. 
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POEMS OF THE FIRST PERIOD. 


To other Gods he leaves his throne, 
And fills, disguis’d as Earth’s frail son, 
The grove with mournful numbers ; 
The thunders rest beneath his feet, 
And lull’d by Leda’s kisses sweet, 

The Giant-Slayer slumbers. 


Through the boundless realms of light 
Phcebus’ golden reins so bright, 
Guide his horses white as snow, 
While his darts lay Nations low. 
But when Love and Harmony 
Fill his breast, how willingly 
Ceases Phoebus then to heed 
Rattling dart and snow-white steed ! 


See! Before Kronion’s spouse 
Every great Immortal bows; 

Proudly soar the peacock pair 

As her chariot throne they bear, 
While she decks with crown of might 
Her ambrosial tresses bright. 


Beauteous Princess, ah! with fear 
Quakes, before thy splendor, Love, 
Seeking, as he ventures near, 
With his power thy breast to move! 


Soon from her immortal throne 

Heaven’s great Queen must fain descend, 
And in prayer for Beauty’s zone, 

To the Heart-Enchainer bend! 


* * * * * 


By Love are blest the Gods on high, 
Frail man becomes a Deity 
When Love to him is given; 
’Tis Love that makes the Heavens shine 
With hues more radiant, more divine, 
And turns dull Earth to Heaven! 


ok * * * * 


’Tis Love illumes the realms of Night, 
For Orcus dark obeys his might, 
And bows before his magic spell: 
All-kindly looks the King of Hell 
At Ceres’ daughter’s smile so bright, — 
Yes—Love illumes the realms of Night! 


In Hell were heard, with heavenly sound, 
Holding in chains its warder bound, 

Thy lays, O Thracian one ! 
A gentler doom dread Minos pass’d, 
While down his cheeks the tears cours’d fast, 
And e’en around Megeera’s face 
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The serpents twin’d in fond embrace, 
The lashes’ work seemed done. 

Driven by Orpheus’ lyre away, 

The Vulture left his Giant-prey ; 

With gentler motion roll’d along 
Dark Lethe and Cocytus’ River, 
Enraptur’d, Thracian, by thy song,— 
And Love its burden was for ever! 


* *% * * SS 


By Love are blest the Gods on high, 
Frail man becomes a Deity 
When Love to him is given ; 
’Tis Love that makes the Heavens shine 
With hues more radiant, more divine, 
And turns dull Earth to Heaven! 


* x * - * 


Wherever Nature’s sway extends, 

The fragrant balm of Love descends, 
His golden pinions quiver ; 

If ’twere not Venus’ eye that gleams 

Upon me in the moon’s soft beams, 
In sun-lit hill or river,— 

If ’twere not Venus smiles on me 

From yonder bright and starry sea, 

Not stars, not sun, not moonbeams sweet 

Could make my heart with rapture beat. 

Tis Love alone that smilingly 

Peers forth from Nature’s blissful eye, 
As from a mirror ever! 


Love bids the silv’ry streamlet roll 
More gently as it sighs along, 
And breathes a-living, feeling Soul 
In Philomel’s sweet plaintive song ; 
*Tis Love alone that fills the air 
With strains from Nature’s lute so fair. 


Thou Wisdom with the glance of fire, 

Thou mighty Goddess, now retire, 
Love’s power thou now must feel! 

To victor proud, to monarch high, 

Thou ne’er hast knelt in slavery,— 
To Love thou now must kneel! 


Who taught thee boldly how to climb 
The steep, but starry path sublime, 
And reach the seats Immortal? . 
Who rent the mystic Veil in twain, 
And showed thee the Elysian plain 
Beyond Death’s gloomy portal? 


POLMS OF THE FIRST PERIOD. 


If Love had beckon’d not from high, 
Had we gain’d Immortality? 

If Love had not inflam’d each thought, 
Had we the Master Spirit sought? 

Tis Love that guides the Soul alone 
To Nature’s Father’s heavenly throne! 


By Love are blest the Gods on high, 
Frail man becomes a Deity 
When Love to him is given; 
Tis Love that makes the Heavens shine 
With hues more radiant, more divine, 
And turns dull Earth to Heaven! 


Se 


FORTUNE AND WISDOM. 


To Wisdom once proud Fortune said: 
‘<T’ll give thee treasures without end, 
‘< Tf thou wilt be my friend instead. 


Fut ws against a quondam friend, 


‘« My choicest gifts to him I gave, 

«<’ And ever blest him with my smile; 
«« And yet he ceases not to crave, 

«< And calls me niggard all the while. 





Tis well that I both dare and can! 
When I a maiden see, 

A voice exclaims: thou art a man! 
I kiss her tenderly. 


And redder then the maiden grows, 
Her bodice seems too tight— 
That I’m a man the maiden knows, 

Her bodice therefore’s tight. 





«Come, Sister, let us friendship vow! 
‘So take the money, nothing loth ; 

‘«‘ Why always labor at the plough? 
‘< Here is enough, I’m sure, for both!”’ 


Sage Wisdom laugh’d,—the prudent elf!— 
And wip’d her brow, with moisture hot; 

‘There runs thy friend to hang himself,— 
‘< Be reconcil’d—I need thee not!”’ 


MAN’S DIGNITY. 


AM a man!—Let ev’ry one 
Who is a man too, spring 
With joy beneath God’s shining sun, 
And leap on high, and sing! 


To God’s own image fair on earth 
Its stamp I’ve power to show; 

Down to the font, where heaven has birth 
With boldness I dare go. 


Will she, perchance, for pity cry, 
If unawares she’s caught? — 

She finds that I’m a man—then, why 
By her is pity sought? 


I am a man; and if alone 
She sees me drawing near, 

I make the emperor’s daughter run, 
Though ragged I appear. 
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POEMS OF THE HifST FERIOCL, 


This golden watchword wins the smile Thus speaks the son of Rome with pride, 
Of many a princess fair ; Still mighty in his fall; 

They call—ye’d best look out the while, He is a man, and nought beside,— 
Ye gold-laced fellows there! Before him tremble all. 


His grandsons afterwards began 
Their portions to o’erthrow, 

And thought it well that ev’ry man 
Should learn with grace to crow. 


That I’m a man is fully shown 
Whene’er my lyre I sweep; 

It thunders out a glorious tone— 
It otherwise would creep. 


For shame, for shame,—once more for 
shame ! 
The wretched ones !—they’ve even 
Squander’d the tokens of their fame, 
The choicest gifts of Heaven. 


The spirit that my veins.now hold, 
My manhood calls its brother! 
.And both command, like lions bold, 

And fondly greet each other. 


From out this same creative flood 
From which we men have birth, 

Both godlike strength and genius bud, 
And ey’ry thing of worth. 


God’s counterfeit has sinfully 
Disgrac’d his form divine, 
And in his vile humanity 
Has wallow’d like the swine. 





My talisman all tyrants hates, The face of earth each vainly treads, 
And strikes them to the ground ; Like gourds, that boys in sport 

Or guides us gladly through life’s gates Have hollow’d out to human heads, 
To where the dead are found. With skulls, whose brains are—nought. 

E’en Pompey, at Pharsalia’s fight, ’ Like wine that by a chemist’s art 
My talisman o’erthrew ; Is through retorts refin’d, 

On German sand it hurl’d with might Their spirits to the deuce depart, 
Rome’s sensual children too. The phlegma’s left behind. 

Didst see the Roman, proud and stern, From ev’ry woman’s face they fly, 
Sitting on Afric’s shore? Its very aspect dread,— 

His eyes like Hecla seem to burn, And if they dar’d—and could not—why, 
And fiery flames outpour. *T were better they were dead. 

“Then comes a frank and merry knave, They shun all worthies when they can, 
And spreads it through the land: Grief at their joy they prove— 

“Yell them that thou on Carthage’ grave The man who cannot make a man 
Hast seen great Marius stand! ”’ A man can never love! 4 


The world I proudly wander o’er, 
And plume myself and sing: 

I am a man!—Whoe’er is more? 
Then leap on high and spring! 
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ARTIST: ALEXANDER WAGNER, 


COUNT EBERHARD, THE GROANER OF WURTEMBURG. 












TO A MORALIST. 


HY teach that Love is nought but 
Trifling vain ?— 
Why cavil at our youthful joyous 


lay ? 
Thou art benumb’d in Winter’s icy chain, 
And yet canst view with scorn the golden 
May! 


When erst thou didst assail the Nymph’s bright 
charms, 
A Hero of the Carnival,—didst trip 
In German Waltz,—held’st Heaven within 
thine arms, 
And from the lips of Maidens balm didst 
sip,— 


Ha, Seladon! if then Earth’s pond’rous ball 
Had from its axis slipp’d with mighty 
groan, 





Thine ears would not have heard the heavy 
fall; 
In Love-knot twin’d with Julia into one! 


Oh, look back now upon thy rosy days! 
Learn that Philosophy degenerates, 

E’en as the pulse with feebler motion plays ; 
Thy knowledge, man Immortal ne’er creates. 


’Tis well when, through the ice of Sense refin’d 
The fervent blood more fiercely can expand ! 

What ne’er can be accomplish’d by mankind, 
Leave to the inmates of a better Land! 


And yet in prison walls the Guide of Earth 
Confines the Soul whose life in Heaven 
began ; 
He will not let me rise to Angel-worth,— 
I fain would follow him, to be a Man! 


—=<S 
——_—_—— —————— 
~ 


COUNT EBERHARD, 


THE GROANER OF 


WURTEMBURG. 


A WAR SONG. 





In boasting of your worth! 
To many a man, to many a knight, 
Belov’d in peace and brave in fight; 
The Swabian land gives birth. 


N OW hearken, ye who take delight 


Of Charles and Edward, Louis, Guy, 

And Frederick, ye may boast ; 
Charles, Edward, Louis, Frederick, Guy,— 
None with Sir Eberhard can vie— 

Himself a mighty host! 


And then young Ulerick, his son, 
Ha! how he lov’d the fray! 
Young Ulerick, the Count’s bold son, 
When once the battle had begun, 
No foot’s-breadth e’er gave way. 





The Reutlingers, with gnashing teeth, 
Saw our bright ranks reveal’d: 

And, panting for the victor’s wreath, . 

They drew the sword from out the sheath, 
And sought the battle-field. 


He charged the foe,—but fruitlessly,— 
Then, mail-clad, homeward sped; 

Stern anger fill’d his father’s eye, 

And made the youthful warrior fly, 
And tears of anguish shed. 


Now, rascals, quake !—This griev’d him sore, 
And rankled in his brain ; 


‘And by his father’s beard he swore, 


With many a craven townsman’s gore 
To wash out this foul stain. 
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POEMS OF THE 


Ere long the feud raged fierce and loud,— 
Then hasten’d steed and man 

To Dé6ffingen in thronging crowd, 

While joy inspir’d the youngster proud,— 
And soon the strife began. 


Our army’s signal-word that day 
Was the disastrous fight ; 

It spurr’d us on like lightning’s ray, 

And plunged us deep in bloody fray, 
And in the spears’ black night. 


The youthful Count his pond’rous mace 
With lion’s rage swung round ; 

Destruction stalk’d before his face, 

While groans and howlings fill’d the place, 
And hundreds bit the ground. 





FIRST PERIOD; 


Woe! Woe! A heavy sabre-stroke 
Upon his neck descended ; 

The sight each warrior’s pity woke,— 

In vain! In vain! No word he spoke— 
His course on earth was ended. 


Loud wept both friend and foeman then, 
Check’d was the victor’s glow; 
The Count cheer’d thus his Knights again— 
‘* My Son is like all other men,— 
‘‘March, children, ’gainst the Foe!”’ 


With greater fury whizz’d each lance, 
Revenge inflam’d the blood; 

O’er corpses mov’d the fearful dance— 

The townsmen fled in random chance 
O’er mountain, vale and flood. 





Then back to camp, with trumpets’ bray, 
We hied in joyful haste ; 
And wife and child, with roundelay, 
With clanging cup and waltzes gay, 
Our glorious triumph graced. 


And our old Count,—what now does he? 
His son lies dead before him; 

Within his tent all woefully 

He sits alone in agony, 
And drops ove hot tear o’er him. 
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And so, with true affeCtion warm, 
The Count our Lord we love; 

Himself a mighty hero-swarm— 

The thunders rest within his arm— 
He shines like star above! 


Farewell, then, ye who take delight 
In boasting of your worth! | 

To many a man, to many a knight, 

Belov’d in peace, and brave in fight, 
The Swabian land gives birth! 








CHORUS. 


All who nature’s tribes are swelling 


Homage pay to Sympathy ;- 
For she guides us up on high, 


Where THE UNKNOWN has his dwelling. 


* OK * 


From the breasts of kindly Nature 
All of Joy imbibe the dew; 

Good and bad alike, each creature 
Would her roseate path pursue. 


One 


ILLED with rapture, to the portal 


Of thy holy fane we come, 

Joy, thou Goddess, fair, immortal, 
Offspring of Elysium! 

Fashion’s laws, indeed, may sever, 
But thy magic joins again ; 

All mankind are brethren ever 
*Neath thy mild and gentle reign. 


CHORUS. 


Welcome, all ye myriad creatures! 
Brethren, take the kiss of love! 
Yes, the starry realms above 


Hide a father’s smiling features! 


* OK OK 


He, that noble prize possessing— 
He that boasts a friend that’s true, 
He whom woman’s love is blessing, 
Let him join the chorus too! 
Aye, and he who but oxe spirit 
On this earth can call his own !-—— 
He who no such bliss can merit, 
Let him mourn his fate alone! 


’Tis through er the wine-cup maddens 
Love and friends to man she gives! 

Bliss the meanest reptile gladdens,— 
Near God’s throne the Cherub lives! 


CHORUS. 


Bow before him, all creation! 
Mortals, own the God of love! 
Seek him high the stars above,— 

Yonder is his habitation ! 


* OK 
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POEMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


Joy, in Nature’s wide dominion, 
Mightiest cause of all is found ; 
And ’tis Joy that moves the pinion, 
When the wheel of time goes round ; 
From the bud she lures the flower— 
Suns from out their orbs of light ; 
Distant spheres obey her power, 
Far beyond all mortal sight. 


CHORUS. 


As through Heaven’s expanse so glorious, 
In their orbits suns roll on, 
Brethren, thus your proud race run, 
Glad as warriors all-viétorious ! 


OK OK 


Joy from Truth’s own glass of fire 
Sweetly on the Searcher smiles ; 
Lest on Virtue’s steeps he tire, 
Joy the tedious path beguiles. 
High on Faith’s bright hill before us, 
See her banner proudly wave! 
Joy, too, swells the Angels’ chorus,— 
Bursts the bondage of the grave! 


CHORUS. 


Mortals, meekly wait for Heaven! 
Suffer on in patient love! 
In the starry realms above, 
Bright rewards by God are given. 


a 


To the Gods we ne’er can render 
Praise for every good they grant; 
Let us, with devotion tender, 
Minister to Grief and Want. 
Quench’d be hate and wrath for ever, 
Pardon’d be our mortal foe— 
May our tears upbraid him never, 
No repentance bring him low! 


CHORUS. 


Sense of wrongs forget to treasure— 
Brethren, live in perfect love! 
In the starry realms above, 

God will mete as we may measure. 


* KO 








Joy within the goblet flushes, 

For the golden nectar, wine, 
Ev’ ry fierce emotion hushes,— 

Fills the breast with fire divine. 
Brethren, thus in rapture meeting, 

Send ye round the brimming cup,— 
Yonder kindly Spirit greeting, 

While the foam to Heaven mounts up! 


CHORUS. 


He whom Seraphs worship ever, 
Whom the stars praise as they roll, 
Yes—to Him now drain the bowl— 

Mortal eye can see Him never! 


*k OK 


Courage, ne’er by sorrow broken! 
Aid where tears of virtue flow; 
Faith to keep each promise spoken! 
Truth alike to friend and foe! 
Neath kings’ frowns a manly spirit !— 
Brethren, noble is the prize— 
Honor due to ev’ry merit! 
Death to all the brood of lies! 


CHORUS. 


Draw the sacred circle closer! 
By this bright wine plight your troth 
To be faithful to your oath! 

Swear it by the Star-Disposer ! 


*k OK OX 


Safety from the Tyrant’s power! 
Mercy e’en to traitors base! 
Hope in death’s last solemn hour! 
Pardon when before His face! 
Lo, the dead shall rise to Heaven! 
Brethren hail the blest decree: 
Ey’ ry sin shall be forgiven, 
Hell forever cease to be! 


CHORUS. 


When the golden bowl is broken, 
Gentle sleep within the tomb! 
Brethren, may a gracious doom 

By the Judge of Man be spoken! 
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THE INVINCIBLE ARMADA. 


HE comes, she comes—lIberia’s proud 
Armada— 
The waves beneath the heavy burden 
sigh ; 
Laden with bigotry and chains, the invader, 
Charged with a thousand thunders, now 
draws nigh; 
And as she sweeps along in stately motion, 
With trembling awe is fill’d the startled Ocean. 
Each ship a floating citadel, 
en call her ‘‘ The Invincible! ”’ 
Why should she boast that haughty name? 
The fear she spreads allows her claim. 


With silent and majestic step advancing, 
Affrighted Neptune bears her on his breast ; 
From ey’ry port-hole fierce destruction glanc- 
ing, 
She comes, and lo! the tempest sinks to rest. 


And now at length the proud fleet stands 
before thee, 
Thrice-happy Island, Mistress of the Sea! 
Mighty Britannia, danger hovers o’er thee, 
Those countless galleons threaten slavery ! 
Woe to thy freedom-nurtur’d nation ! 
Yon cloud is big with desolation ! 


How came that priceless gem in thy possession, 
Which raised thee high above each other 
State? 





Thyself it was, who, struggling ’gainst op- 


pression, 
Earn’d for thy sons that statute wise and 
great— 
The Macna Cuarta—’neath whose shelt’ring 
wings 


| Monarchs but subjects are, and subjects kings! 


To rule the waves, thy ships have prov’d their 
right, 

Defeating each brave foe in ocean-fight. 

All this thou ow’st,—ye nations, blush to hear 
it !— 

To thy good sword alone, and dauntless 
spirit ! 


See where the monster comes—unhappy one! 
Alas, thy glorious race is well-nigh run! 
Alarm and terror fill this earthly ball, 
The hearts of all free men are beating madly, 
And ey’ ry virtuous soul is waiting sadly 
The hour when thy great name is doom’d 
to fall. 


God the Almighty look’d down from his 
throne, 
And saw thy foe’s proud ‘‘Lion-Banner”’ 


flying, 
And saw the yawning grave before thee 


lying,— 
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POEMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


«<What!”’ 
Albion, 

And all her race of heroes, now so free, 

Pine in the galling bonds of slavery? 

Shall she, whose name with dread all tyrants 
hear, 

Be swept for ever from this hemisphere ?’’ 


He exclaim’d, ‘‘shall my lov’d 


‘‘Never,’’ he cried, ‘‘shall Freedom’s Eden 
true, 
That bulwark of all human rights, be shat- 
ter’d!?’— 
God the Almighty blew, 
And to the winds of heaven the fleet was 
scatter’ d ! 


sag Pere 


Pe EG Orn Fels ia 





The giant fight that Duty bids me 
wage ; 
Why, Virtue, ask a sacrifice so dreary, 
If thou my bosom’s pangs canst not assuage? 


N O longer will I fight this conflict weary, 


I’ve sworn it,—yes! I solemnly have sworn it, 
Upon my passions to impose a rein ; 
Behold thy garland!—yet, though long I’ve 
worn it, 
Take it back now, and let me sin again! 


Dissolv’d be ev’ry vow between us spoken— 
She loves me!—What is now thy crown to 
me? 


Happy the man who, wrapp’d in Dliss un- 


broken, 
His deep, deep fall can view so tranquilly ! 





She sees the worm my youthful bloom assailing, 
She sees my days in sorrow fleeting on; 
And my heroic efforts gently hailing, 
Awards the prize she deems me to have 
won. 


Fair soul! mistrust this virtue angel-seeming, 
For on to crime thy pity hurries me. 

In the unbounded realms where life is beaming, 
Is there another, fairer prize than shee ? 


| Or than that sin so dreaded by my spirit ?— 


Oh cruel, all-relentless tyranny! 
The only prize my virtue e’er can merit 
Must, in the moment, see that virtue die! 


re 09 Be 


RESIGNATION. 





ES! even I was in Arcadia born, 
And in mine infant ears, 
A vow of Rapture was by Nature sworn ; 
Yes! even I was in Arcadia born, 


And yet my short Spring gave me only— 
tears ! 


Once blooms, and only once, Life’s youthful 
May ; 
For me its bloom hath gone. 
The Silent God—O Brethren, weep to-day— 
The Silent God hath quench’d my Torch’s ray, 
And the vain dream hath flown. 


Upon thy darksome bridge, Eternity, 
I stand e’en now, dread thought! 
Take, then, these Joy-Credentials back from 
me! 
Unopen’d I return them now to thee, 
Of Happiness, alas, know nought! 
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Before thy throne my mournful cries I vent, 
Thou Judge, conceal’d from view! 

To yonder Star a joyous Saying went: 

With Judgment’s scales to rule us thou art sent, 
And call’st thyself REQUITED, too! 


Here,—say they,—terrors on the Bad alight, 
And joys to greet the Virtuous spring. 
The bosom’s windings thou’ lt expose to sight, 
Riddle of Providence wilt solve aright, 
And reckon with the Suffering! 


Here to the Exile be a home outspread, 
Here end the meek man’s thorny path of 
strife ! 
A god-like child, whose name was Truth, they 
said, 
Known but to few, from whom the many fled, 
Restrain’d the ardent bridle of my life. 


FORMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


‘Tt shall be thine another Life to live,— 
Thy youth to me surrender! 
To thee this surety only can I give ’’— 
I took the surety in that Life to live; 
And gave to her each youthful joy so tender. 
‘«Give me the woman precious to thy heart, 
Give up to me thy Laura! 
Beyond the grave will usury pay the smart’’— 
I wept aloud, and from my bleeding heart 
With resignation tore her. 


‘The obligation’s drawn upon the Dead!”’ 
Thus laugh’d the World in scorn; 
“<The Lying One, in league with Despots dread, 
For Truth, a Phantom palm’d on thee instead, 
Thou’lt be no more, when once this Dream 
has gone!’’ 


Shamelessly scoff’d the Mockers’ serpent-band : 
*¢A Dream that but Prescription can admit 
Dost dread? Where now thy God’s protect- 
ing hand 
(The sick world’s Saviours with such cunning 
plann’d), 
Borrow’d by Human need of Human wit? 


‘¢What Future is’t that graves to us reveal? 
What the Eternity of thy discourse? 

Honor’d because dark veils its form conceal, 

The giant-shadows of the awe we feel, 
View’d in the hollow mirror of Remorse! 


«« An Image false of shapes of living mould, 
(Time’s very mummy, she!) 
Whom only Hope’s sweet balm hath power to 
hold 
Within the chambers of the grave so cold,— 
Thy fever calls ##¢s Immortality! 


‘For empty hopes,—corruption gives the lie— 
Didst thou exchange what thou hadst surely 
done? — 
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Six thousand years sped Death in silence by,— 

Has corpse from out the grave e’er mounted 
high, 

‘That mention made of the Requiting One?”’ 


I saw Time fly to reach thy distant shore, 
I saw fair Nature lie 
A shrivell’d corpse behind him evermore,— 
No dead from out the grave then sought to soar 
Yet in that Oath divine still trusted I. 


My ev'ry joy to thee I’ve sacrific’d, 

I throw me now before thy Judgment-throne! 
The Many’s scorn with boldness I’ve despis’d, 
Only hy gifts by me were ever priz’d,— 

I ask my wages now, Requiting One! 


““With equal love I love each child of mine!”’ 
A Genius hid from sight exclaim’d. 
““Two flowers,’’ he cried, ‘‘ ye Mortals, mark 
the sign,— 
Two flowers to greet the Searcher wise en- 
twine,— 
Hope and Enjoyment they are nam’d. 


‘““Who of these flowers plucks one, let him 
ne’er yearn 
To touch the other sister’s bloom. 
Let him enjoy, who has no faith; eterne 
As earth, this truth!— Abstain; who faith can 
learn ! 
The World’s long story is the world’s own 
doom. 


‘‘Hopr thou hast felt,—thy wages, then, are 
paid ; 
Thy Fair ’twas form’d the rapture pledg’d 
to thee. 
Thou might’st have of the Wise inquiry 
made,— 
The minutes thou negle¢test, as they fade, 
Are given back by no Eternity !”’ 
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HE GODS® ORS GREG 


rs 


\ 7 HILST the smiling earth ye govern’d | Gloomy sternness and denial sad 
still, Ne’er were in your service blest descried ; 
And with Rapture’s soft and guid- | Each heart throbb’d then with emotions glad, 
ing hand | For the Happy were with you allied. 
Let the happy Nations at your will, | Nothing then was Holy, save the Fair; 
Beauteous Beings from the Fable-land ! | Ofno rapture was the God asham’d, 
Whilst your blissful worship smil’d around, || When the modest Muse was blushing there,— 
Ah, how diff’rent was it in that day! _ When their sway the Graces claim’d! 


When the people still thy temples crown’d, | 


ia! 
SO Raita Palace-like, then smil’d your Temples all, 


3 ; Ye were honor’d in the hero-sport 
When the magic veil of Poesy ee ; At the Isthmus’ crown-clad festival, 
Still round Truth entwin’d its loving | And the goal the thund’ring chariots sought. 
chain seemaeear Beauteous dances that a Spirit breath’d 
Through creation pour'd Life’s fulness free, Circled round your altars bright and fair; 
Things then /e/¢, which ne’er can feel again. | Round your brows the crown of triumph 
Then to press her ’gainst the breast of Love, wreath’ a 
They on Nature nobler power bestow’d,— Garlands graced your fragrant hair. 
All, to eyes enlighten’d from above, 


Of a God the traces show’d. : 
Thyrsus-swingers’ loud Evoé then, 


And the panther-team that shone afar, 
Welcom’d Him who Rapture brought to men; 
Fauns and Satyrs reel’d before his Car! 
Round him sprang the Mzenads’ raving crew, 
While their dances show’d his wine’s great 
worth, 
And the Host’s full cheeks of tawny hue 
Pointed to the cup with mirth. 


There, where now, as we’re by Sages told, 
Whirls on high a soulless fiery ball, 
Helios guided then his car of gold, 
In his silent majesty, o’er all. 
Oreads then these heights around us fill’d, 
Then a Dryad dwelt in yonder tree, 
From the Urn of loving Naiads rill’d 
Silver streamlets foamingly. 








Yonder Laurel once imploring wound, In those days, before the bed of Death 
Tantal’s daughter slumbers in this stone; Stood no ghastly form. Then took away 
From yon rush rose Syrinx’ mournful sound, | From the lips a kiss the parting breath, 
From this thicket, Philomela’s moan. And a Genius quench’d his torch’s ray. 
Yonder brook Demeter’s tears receiv’ d, Even Orcus’ rigid judgment-scales 
That she wept for her Persephone, By a Mortal’s offspring once were held, 
From this hill, of her lov’d friend bereav’d, And the Thracian’s spirit-breathing wails 
Cried Cythere, fruitlessly ! E’en the angry Furies quell’d. 
To Deucalion’s race from realms of air Once again within Elysium’s grove 
Then the great Immortals still came down; Met the happy Shade his joys so dear; 
And to vanquish Pyrrha’s daughter fair, Lover faithful found his faithful Love, 
Then a shepherd’s staff took Leto’s son. And his path regain’d the charioteer ;. 
Then ’tween Heroes, Deities and Men, Linus’ lute gave back each wonted strain, 
Was a beauteous bond by Eros twin’d, Admet clasp’d Alcestis to his heart, 
And with Deities and Heroes then And Orestes found his friend again, 
Knelt in Cyprus’ Isle, mankind. | Philoctetes found his dart. 
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POEMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


Nobler prizes then the wrestler crown’d, 
Who the arduous path of Virtue press’ d ; 

Glorious workers then of deeds renown’d 
Clamber’d up to join the Spirits blest. 

All the Band of Silent Gods the while 
Bow’d to Him who summon’d back the 

Dead ; 

From Olympus’ height the twin-stars’ smile 

O’er the waves the Pilot led. 


Beauteous World, where art thou gone? Oh, 
thou, 

Nature’s blooming youth, return once more! 
Ah, but in Song’s fairy region now 

Lives thy fabled trace so dear of yore! 
Cold and perish’d, sorrow now the plains, 

Not one Godhead greets my longing sight; 
Ah, the Shadow only now-remains 

Of yon living Image bright! 


All those lovely blossoms now are gone, 
Scatter’d by the North-wind’s piercing 
breath ; 
To enrich, amongst the whole, but ong, 
All this God-like world was doom’d to 
death. 
Sadly turn I to the stars on high— 
Thou, Selene, canst not there be found! 
Through the forest, through the waves I cry— 
Ah, they echo back no sound! 





Feeling not the joy she bids me share, 
Ne’er entranced by her own majesty, 
Knowing her own guiding spirit ne’ er, 
Ne’er made happy by my ecstasy, 
Senseless even to her Maker’s praise, 
Like the pendule-clock’s dead, hollow tone, 
Nature Gravitation’s law obeys 
Servilely,—her Godhead flown. 


That to-morrow she herself may free, 
She prepares her sepulchre to-day ; 
And on spindle balanced equally, 
Up and down the Moons alternate play. 
Idly homeward to the Poet-land 
Go the Gods—a world they’d serve in vain, 
That’s upheld by its own motive hand, 
Casting off the guiding-rein. 


Aye! they homeward go,—and they have 
flown, 
All that’s bright and fair they’ve taken too, 
Ev’ry color, ev’ry living tone,— 
And a soulless world is all we view. 
Borne off by the Time-flood’s current strong, 
They on Pindus’ height have safety found: 
All that is to live in endless song, 
Must in Life-time first be drown’d! 


—_:_2 exs a a 


THE CELEBRATED WOMAN. 


A LETTER FROM ONE HUSBAND TO ANOTHER. 


HALL I lament thy lot? 
marriage vows, 


Dost curse thy 


With tears of grief and rage combin’d? | 


And why? Because thy faithless Spouse 
Seeks in another’s arms to find 

What she no more obtains from thee ?— 
Friend, hearken to Another’s cares, 

And bear thine own more easily! 


It pains thee that a Second shares 
Thy rights?—How truly enviable thy case! 
My wife belongs to the whole human race. 
E’en from the Belt to the Moselle, 
To Apennine’s high walls as well, 

Even in fashion’s native city, 
She is exposed for sale in ev’ry shop, — 

And may be handled (more’s the pity!) 
By ev’ry pedant, ev’ry silly fop 

On board the packet, on the coach’s top,— 


Beneath the cockney’s stare must patient be, 
And, as each dirty critic may desire, 
Must walk on flowers or coals of fire 
To the Pantheon or the pillory. 
A Leipzig fellow—may the rascal meet his 
due !— 
As of a fortress, takes her topographic 
measure, 
And parts for sale he offers to the public view, 
Which none but I should know about, had I 
my pleasure! 


Thy wife,—thanks to the canon law, ’tis 
true,— ; 
The name of consort holds all-duly priz’d; 
She knows its meaning and its practice too. 
As Ninon’s husband I’m but recogniz’d. 
Thou’rt grieved that at the Faro-table, in the 
Pit; 
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When thou appear’st, each tongue exerts its 
wit? 

Oh, happy man! How fortunate is he 

Who can say that! Good brother, as for me, 

A whey-cure purchased me, at length, the 
honor 

At her left side to humbly wait upon her. 

Me no one sees, and ey’ry look is thrown 

Upon my haughty spouse alone. 


The veil of night is scarcely rent, 
When lo! the staircase swarms with blue and 
yellow coats, 
With unpaid letters, packages and notes, 
To ‘The Illustrious Lady’’ sent. 


How sweet her sleep!—to wake her though’s 
my duty: 
‘‘ Madam, the last Berlin and Jena News!’’ 
Sudden her eyelids opes the sleeping Beauty ; 
The first thing that they meet are—the Re- 
views. 
Her fair blue eye for me has not one look, 
A trump’ry Paper’s all that it can brook. 
Soon from the nursery comes a roaring cry, 
And, asking for her little ones, she lays it by. 


Her dressing-table now is set, 

But half-looks only on her glass she flings ; 
A grumbling and impatient threat 

To her affrighted Maid gives wings. 
The Graces all have fled from her toilette, 
And in the place of Cupids young and fair, 
Furies upon her wait to dress her hair. 


The sound of carriage-wheels has now begun, 
And nimble lacqueys from behind dismount, 

To crave an audience with the Famous One: 
First for the scented Abbé, then the Count, 

Or Englishman, who German scorns to know, 
Grossing and Son, or Messrs. So and So. 

rN te that in the corner meekly takes its 

ace,— 
A Husband call’d,—is star’d at in the face. 


Here may the dullest fool, the poorest wight 
(And this zy rival surely would not do), 

Express his admiration at her sight, — 
Express it in my presence, too! 

And I, for fear of being thought uncivil, 

Must beg he’ll stop to dine—(the devil !) 


At table, Friend, begins my misery, 
Quickly each flask’s contents are dried ! 
With Burgundy, that Doétors stri¢tly keep from 
me, 
Her flatterers’ throats I needs must keep 
supplied. 
The meat that I so hardly earn’d at first 
Her hungry parasites’ lean-paunches lines ; 
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This fatal immortality accurs’d 
Has been the death of all my choicest 


wines— 

The plague take every hand that dares to 
print! 

What, think’st thou, are my thanks? A scorn- 
ful hint, 


A gesture or a rude and vulgar sneer,— 
Dost guess the meaning? Oh, ’tis very clear! 
That any woman, who is such a jewel, 
Should be possess’d by such a clown, seems 
cruel! 
The spring-time comes. O’er meadow and 
o’er plain 
Nature now throws her carpet, many-hued ; 
The flowers are clothed in smiling green 
again— 
Sweet sings the lark, with life teems ev’ry 
wood. 
—To her no joy does spring impart, 
The songstress of the feelings blest of love, 
The witness of our sports—the beauteous 
grove,— E 
Appeal no longer to her heart. 
The nightingales have never learned to read— 
The lilies never to admire. 
The joyous choruses all creatures lead, 
In her—an Epigram inspire! 
But no!—The season’s fine for travelling— 
How very crowded Pyrmont now must be! 
And all in Carlsbad’s praises, too, agree. 


Presto, she’s there!—Amongst that honor’d 
ring, 
Where lords and sages are combining,— 
All kinds of folk, in fact, of note, 
Lovingly pair’d, as if in Charon’s boat, 
All at one board together dining ; 
Where, from a distance thither lur’d, 
The bleeding virtues of their wounds are cur’d, 
And others—for temptation praying are, 
That they may ward it off with more éclat. 
There, Friend,—Oh, bless thy happier lot in 
life! 
Leaving me seven young Orphans,—goes my 
wife. 


Oh, happy golden time of love’s young day! 
How soon,—alas, how soon thou’rt flown 
away ! 

A Woman who no equal has, or had— 

A very Goddess, in her graces glad, 

With radiant spirit, with a mind clear-sighted, 
And feelings soft, to pity open wide,— 

I saw her thus, while each heart she delighted, 
Like a fair May-day sporting by my side; 

Her beauteous eyes appear’d to falter” 
The blissful words: I love thee well! 
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ARTIST: HOFFMAN: 


° 


CELEBRATED WOMAN 


THE 





PaO NM SmOL TIT. 


And so I led her to the altar; 

My rapture then, oh, who could tell! 

Of enviable years a blooming field 
From out this mirror sweetly on me smil’d; 

A perfect heaven was then to me reveal’d. 
Soon round me sported many a lovely child ; 

Amongst them all, the fairest She; 

The happiest, Se, amid the throng ; 

And Jfine by spirit-harmony, 

By heart-alliance, firm and strong. 

But now,—Oh, may he be accurs’d !—appear’d 
A Great Man, aye, a Shining Spirit, too. 
The Great Man did a deed !—and overthrew 

The house of cards that I tow’rd heaven had 

rear’d. 





SECOND PERIOD. 





What have I now?—What sad exchange is 
this >— 
Awaken’d from my madd’ning dream of bliss, 
What of this Angel now remains to me? 
A spirit strong within a body weak, 
Hermaphroditic, so to speak ; 
Alike unfit for love or mystery— 
A child, who with a giant’s weapons rages, 
A cross between baboons and sages! 
One that has fled the fazrer race, 
To gain among the s¢vonger a vain place, 
Hurl’d headlong from a throne eternal, 
Flying the mysteries by Charm controll’ d— 
Eras’d from Cytherea’s Book of Gold, 
To gain a corner—in.a Journal. 


er 


VERSES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A 
Ni NGL AD Y: 
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Pe 


#’EN yet, the world, like some fair infant blest, 
H Radiant with sportive grace, around thee plays ; 
F Still ’tis not as depicted in thy breast— 
. Not as within thy soul’s fair glass, its rays 
Are mirror’d. The respectful fealty 
£) That my heart’s nobleness hath won for thee, 
The miracles thou workest ev’rywhere, 
be The charms thy being to this life first lent,—- 
” To 7t, mere charms to reckon thou’rt content, 
To us, they seem humanity so fair. 
The witchery sweet of ne’er-polluted youth, 
The talisman of innocence and truth— 
Him I would see, who é#ese to scorn can dare! 


Thou revellest joyously in telling o’er 
The blooming flowers that round thy path are strown,— 
The glad, whom thou hast made so evermore,— 
The souls that thou hast conquer’d for thine own. 
In thy deceit so blissful be thou glad! 
Ne’er let a waking disenchantment sad 
Hurl thee despairing from thy dream’s proud flight ! 
Like the fair flow’rets that thy beds perfume, 
Observe them, but ne’er touch them as they bloom,— 
Plant them, but only for the distant sight. 
Created only to enchant the eye, 
In faded beauty at thy feet they’ll hie, 
The nearer thee, the nearer 


their long night! 
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DH Be A RalelSalse 


Upon the waning Century standest thou, 
In proud and noble manhood’s prime, 
With unlock’d Senses, with a Spirit freed, 
Of Firmness mild,—though silent, rich in deed, 





The ripest son of Time; 
Through meekness great, through precepts strong, 
Through treasures rich, that time had long 
Hid in thy bosom, and through Reason free,— 
Master of Nature, who thy fetters loves, 
And who thy strength in thousand conflicts proves, 
And from the Desert soar’d in pride with thee! 


Flush’d with the glow of Victory, 
Never forget to prize the hand 
That found the weeping Orphan child 
Deserted on Life’s barren strand, 
And left a prey to hazard wild,— 
That, ere thy Spirit-honor saw the day, 
Thy youthful heart watch’d over silently, 
And from thy tender bosom turn’d away 
Each thought that might have stain’d its purity ; 


That kind One ne’er forget who, as in sport, 
Thy youth to noble aspirations train’d, 
And who to thee in easy riddles taught 
The secret how each Virtue might be 
gain’d; 
Who, to receive him back more perfect still, 
E’en into strangers’ arms her favorite 
gave— 
Oh, may’st thou never with degenerate will, 
Humble thyself to be her abject slave! 
In Industry, the Bee the palm may bear; 
In Skill, the Worm a lesson may impart ; 
With Spirits blest thy Knowledge thou dost 
share, 
But thou, O Man, alone hast Art! 


40 





Only through Beauty’s morning gate 
Didst thou the land of Knowledge find. 
To merit a more glorious fate, 
In Graces trains itself the Mind. 
What thrill’d thee through with trembling 
blest, 
When erst the Muses swept the chord, 
That Power created in thy breast, 
Which to the mighty Spirit soar’d. 


What first was seen by doting Reason’s ken, 
When many a thousand years had pass’d 
away, 
A Symbol of the Fair and Great e’en then, 
Before the childlike Mind uncovered lay. 
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ARTIST: WOLDEMAR FRIEDRICH, 
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POEMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


Its blest form bade us honor Virtue’s cause,— 
The honest Sense ’gainst Vice put forth its 
powers, 
Before a Solon had devis’d the Laws 
That slowly bring to light their languid 
flowers. 
Before Eternity’s vast scheme 
Was to the Thinker’s mind reveal’d, 
Was’t not foreshadow’d in /zs dream, 
Whose eyes explor’d yon starry field? 
Urania,—the majestic dreaded One, 
Who wears a Glory of Orions twin’d 
Around her brow, and who is seen by none 
Save purest Spirits, when, in splendor 
shrin’d, 
She soars above the Stars in pride, 
Ascending to her sunny throne,—- 
Her fiery chaplet lays aside, 

And now, as Beauty, stands alone ; | 
While, with the Graces’ girdle round her cast, | 
She seems a Child, by children understood ; 
For we shall recognize as TRUTH at last, | 

What here as BEAUTY only we have view’d. 


When the Creator banish’d from his sight 
Frail Man to dark Mortality’s abode, 

And granted him a late return to Light, 
Only by treading Reason’s arduous road,— 

When each Immortal turn’d his face away, 
She, the Compassionate, alone 

Took up her dwelling in that house of clay, 
With the deserted, banish’d One. 

With drooping wing she hovers here 
Around her darling, near the Senses’ land, 

And on his prison wall so drear 
Elysium paints with fond deceptive hand. 


While soft Humanity still lay at rest, 
Within her tender arms extended, 
No flame was stirr’d by Bigot’s murderous 
zest, 
No guiltless blood on high ascended. 
The heart that she in gentle fetters binds, 
Views Duty’s slavish escort scornfully ! 
Her path of Light, though fairer far it winds, 
Sinks in the Sun-track of Morality. 
Those who in her chaste service still remain, 
No grovelling thought can tempt, no Fate 
affright ; 
The Spiritual Life, so free from stain, 
Freedom’s sweet birthright, they receive again, 
Under the mystic sway of holy Might. 


The purest among millions, happy they 
Whom to her service she has san¢tified, 
Whose mouths the Mighty One’s commands 
convey, 
Within whose breasts she deigneth to abide; 
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Whom she ordain’d to feed her holy fire 
Upon her altar’s ever-flaming pyre,— 
Whose eyes alone her unveil’d Graces meet, 
And whom she gathers round in union sweet 
In the much-honor’d place be glad 

Where noble Order bade ye climb, 

For in the Spirit-world sublime, 
Man’s loftiest rank ye’ve ever had! 


Ere to the world Proportion ye reveal’d, 
That ev’ry Being joyfully obeys,— 
A boundless structure, in Night’s veil con- 
ceal’d, 
Illum’d by nought but faint and languid 
rays, 
A band of Phantoms, struggling ceaselessly, 
Holding his mind in slavish fetters bound, 
Unsociable and rude as he, 
Assailing him on every side around,— 
Thus seem’d to Man Creation in that day! 
United to surrounding forms alone 
By the blind chains the Passions had put on, 
Whilst Nature’s beauteous Spirit fled away, 
Unfelt, untasted, and unknown. 


And, as it hover’d o’er with parting ray, 
Ye seiz’d the shades so neighborly, 
With silent hand, with feeling mind, 
And taught how they might be combin’d 
In one firm bond of Harmony. 
The gaze, light-soaring, felt uplifted then, 
When first the Cedar’s slender trunk it 
view’ d, 
And pleasingly the Ocean’s crystal flood 
Reflected back the dancing form again. 
Could ye mistake the look, with beauty 
fraught, 
That Nature gave to help ye on your way? 
The Image floating on the billows taught 
The art the fleeting shadow to portray. 
From her own Being torn apart, 
Her Phantom, beauteous as a dream, 
She plung’d into the silv’ry stream, 
Surrendering to her spoiler’s art. 
Creative power soon in your breast unfolded ; 
Too noble far, not idly to conceive, 
The Shadow’s form in sand, in clay ye 
moulded, 
And made it in the sketch its Being leave. 
The longing thirst for Action then awoke,— 
And from your breast the first Creation broke. 


By Contemplation captive made, 
Ensnar’d by your discerning eye, 
The friendly Phantom’s soon betray’d. 
The talisman that rous’d your ecstasy, 
The laws of wonder-working might, 
The stores by Beauty brought to light, 
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Inventive Reason in soft union plann’d 
To blend together ’neath your forming hand. 
The Obelisk, the Pyramid ascended, 
The Hermes stood, the Column sprang on 
high, 
The reed pour’d forth the woodland me- 
lody, 
Pos Song on Vi¢tor’s deeds attended. 


The fairest flowers that deck’d the Earth, 
Into a nosegay with wise choice com- 

bin’d,— 

Thus the first Art from Nature had its birth; 
Into a garland then were nosegays twin’d, 
And from the works that mortal hands had 

made, 

A second, nobler Art was now display’d. 

The Child of Beauty, self-sufficient now, 

That issued from your hands to perfect day, 

Loses the chaplet that adorn’d its brow, 

Soon as Reality asserts its sway. 

The Column, yielding to Proportion’s chains, 
Must with its sisters join in friendly link, 
The Hero in the Hero-band must sink, 

The Muses’ harp peals forth its tuneful strains. 


The wond’ring savages soon came 
To view the new Creation’s plan: 
‘Behold !’’—the joyous crowds exclaim,— 
‘* Behold, all this is done by Man!’’— 
With jocund and more social aim, 
The minstrel’s lyre their awe awoke, 
Telling of Titans, and of Giant’s-frays, 
And Lion-slayers, turning, as he spoke, 
E’en into Heroes those who heard his lays. 
For the first time the soul feels joy, 
By raptures bless’d that calmer are, 
That only greet it from afar, 
That passions wild can ne’er destroy, 
And that, when tasted, do not cloy. 


And now the Spirit, free and fair, 
Awoke from out its sensual sleep ; 
By you unchain’d, the Slave of Care 
Into the arms of Joy could leap. 
Each brutish barrier soon was set at nought, 
Humanity first graced the cloudless brow, 
And the majestic, noble stranger, THOUGHT, 
From. out the wond’ring brain sprang 
boldly now; 
Man in his glory stood upright, 
And show’d the stars his kingly face ; 
His speaking glance the Sun’s bright light 
Bless’d in the realms sublime of space. 
Upon the cheek now bloom’d the smile, 
The voice’s soulful Harmony 
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Expanded into Song the while, 
And Feeling swam in the moist eye; 
| And from the mouth, with Spirit teeming o’er, 
Jest, sweetly link’d with Grace, began to 
pour. 


Sunk in the instinéts of the worm, 
By nought but sensual lusts possess’d, 
Ye recognis’d within his breast 
Love-Spiritual’s noble germ ; 
And that this germ of Love so blest 
Escap’d the senses’ abject load, 
_ To the first pastoral song he ow’d. 
Rais’d to the dignity of Thought, 
Passions more calm to flow were taught 
From the Bard’s mouth with melody. 
The cheeks with dewy softness burn’d ; 
The longing that, though quench’d, still 
yearn’d, 
Proclaim’d the Spirit-Harmony. 


The Wisest’s wisdom, and the Strongest’s 
vigor,— ; 
The Meekest’s meekness, and the Noblest’s 
grace, 
By you were knit together in ove Figure, 
Wreathing a radiant Glory round the place. 
Man at the Unknown’s sight must tremble, 
Yet its refulgence needs must love; 
That mighty Being to resemble, 
Each glorious Hero madly strove; 
The prototype of Beauty’s earliest strain 
Ye made resound through Nature’s wide 
domain. 





The Passions’ wild and headlong course, 
The ever-varying plan of Fate, 
Duty and Instin¢t’s twofold force, 
With proving mind and guidance straight 
Ye then conduc¢ted to their ends. 
What Nature, as she moves along, 
Far from each other ever rends, 
Become upon the stage, in song, 
Members of Order, firmly bound. 
Awed by the Furies’ chorus dread, 
Murder draws down upon its head 
The doom of Death from their wild sound. 
Long ere the wise to give a verdiét dar’d, 
An Iliad had Fate’s mysteries declar’d 
To early Ages from afar ; 
While Providence in silence far’d 
Into the world from Thespis’ car. 








Yet into that world’s current so sublime 
Your Symmetry was borne before its time. 
When the dark hand of Destiny 

Fail’d in your sight to part by force 
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In darkness Life made haste to die, 
Ere it fulfill’d its beauteous course. 
Then ye with bold and self-sufficient might 
Led the arch further thro’ the Future’s | 
night ; | 


What it had fashion’d ’neath your eye, | 


Then, too, ye plung’d, without a fear, 
Into Avernus’ ocean black, 
And found the vanish’d life so dear 
Beyond the Urn, and brought it back. 
A blooming Pollux-form appear’d now soon, 
On Castor leaning, and enshrin’d in light— | 
The shadow that is seen upon the moon, 
Ere she has fill’d her silv’ry circle bright! 


Yet higher,—higher still above the Earth 
Inventive Genius never ceas’d to rise: 
Creations from creations had their birth, 
And harmonies from harmonies. 
What ere alone enchants the ravish’d sight, 
A nobler Beauty yonder must obey ; 
The graceful charms that in the Nymph 
unite, 
In the divine Athené melt away ; 
The strength with which the Wrestler is en- | 
dow’d, 
In the God’s beauty we no longer find: 
The wonder of his time—Jove’s image proud— 
In the Olympian temple is enshrin’d. 


The world, transform’d by Industry’s bold 


hand, 

The human heart, by newborn instinéts 
moy’d, 

That have in burning fights been fully 
prov’d, 





Your circle of Creation now expand. 
Advancing Man bears on his soaring pinions, 
In gratitude, Art with him in his flight, 
And out of Nature’s now-enrich’d dominions, 
New worlds of beauty issue forth to light, 
The barriers upon knowledge are o’erthrown ; 
' The Spirit that, with pleasure soon-matur’d, 
Has in your easy triumphs been inur’d 
To hasten through an Artist-whole of graces, 
Nature’s more distant columns duly places, 
And overtakes her on her pathway lone. 
He weighs her now with weights that human 
are 
Metes her with measures that s/e lent of old; 
While in her beauty’s rites more practis’d 
far, 
She now must let his eye her form behold. 
With youthful and self-pleasing bliss, . 
He lends the spheres his harmony, 
And, if he praise earth’s edifice, 
’Tis for its wondrous symmetry. 





In all that now around him breathes, 
Proportion sweet is ever rife; 
And Beauty’s golden girdle wreathes 
With mildness round his path through life ; 
Perfection blest, triumphantly, 
Before him in your works soars high ; 
Wherever boisterous Rapture swells, 
Wherever silent Sorrow flees, 
Where pensive Contemplation dwells, 
Where he the tears of Anguish sees, 


_ Where thousand terrors on him glare, 


Harmonious streams are yet behind— 
He sees the Graces sporting there, 

With feelings silent and refin’d. 
Gentle as Beauty’s lines together linking, 

As the Appearances that round him play, 
In tender outline in each other sinking, 

The soft breath. of his life thus fleets away. 
His Spirit melts in the harmonious Sea, 

That, rich in rapture, round his senses flows, 


, And the dissolving Thought all silently 


To omnipresent Cytherea grows. 
Joining in lofty union with the Fates, 
On Graces and on Muses calm relying, 


| With freely-offer’d bosom he awaits 


The shaft that soon against him will be flying 
From the soft bow Necessity creates. 


Fay’ rites belov’d of blissful Harmony, 
Welcome attendants on Life’s dreary road, 
The noblest and the dearest far that she, 
Who gave us Life, to bless that life be- 
stow’d! 
That unyok’d Man his duties bears in mind, 
And loves the fetters that his motions bind, __ 
That Chance with brazen sceptre rules him 
not,— 
For ¢Ais, Eternity is now your lot, 


| Your heart has won a bright reward for hes. 


That round the cup where Freedom flows, 
Merrily sport the Gods of bliss,— 

The beauteous dream its fragrance throws,—" 
For “his, receive a loving kiss! 


The Spirit, glorious and serene, 
Who round Necessity the Graces trains,— 
Who bids his ether and his starry plains 
Upon us wait with pleasing mien,— 


| Who, ’mid his terrors, by his majesty gives joy, 


And who is beauteous e’en when seeking to 
destroy,— 
Him imitate, the Artist good ! 
As o’er the streamlet’s crystal flood 
The banks with chequer’d dances hover, 
The flowery mead, the sunset’s light,— 


-| Thus gleams, life’s barren pathway over, 


Poesy’s shadowy world so bright. 
In bridal dress ye led us on 
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Before the terrible Unknown, 
Before inexorable Fate. 
As in your urns the bones are laid, 
With beauteous Magic veil ye shade 
The chorus dread that cares create. 
Thousands of years I hasten’d through 
The boundless realm of vanish’d time ; 
How sad it seems when left by you— 
But where ye linger, how sublime! 


She who, with fleeting wing, of yore 
From your creating hand arose in might, 
Within your arms was found once more, 
When, vanquish’d by Time’s silent flight, 
Life’s blossoms faded from the cheek, 
And from the limbs all vigor went, 
And mournfully, with footstep weak, 
Upon his staff the greybeard leant. 
Then gave ye to the languishing, 
Life’s waters from a new-born spring ; 
Twice was the youth of Time renew’d, 
Twice, from the seeds that ye had strew’d. 


When chas’d by fierce barbarian hordes away, 
The last remaining votive brand ye tore 
From Orient’s altars, now pollution’s prey, 
And to these Western lands in safety bore. 
The fugitive from yonder Eastern shore, 
The youthful day, the West her dwelling made ; 
And on Hesperia’s plains sprang up once more 
Ionia’s flowers, in pristine bloom array’d. 
Over the Spirit fairer Nature shed, 

With soft refulgence, a reflection bright, 
And through the graceful Soul with stately 

tread 

Advanced the mighty Deity of light. 
Millions of chains were burst asunder then, 

And to the Slave then human laws applied, 
And mildly rose the younger race of men, 

As brethren, gently wand’ring side by side. 
With noble inward ecstasy, 

The bliss imparted ye receive, 
And in the veil of modesty, 

With silent merit take your leave. 


If on the paths of Thought, so freely given, 
The Searcher now with daring fortune 
stands, 
And, by triumphant Pzeans onward driven, 
Would seize upon the crown with dauntless 
hands— 
If he with grovelling hireling’s pay 
Thinks to dismiss his glorious guide— 
Or, with the first slave’s-place array 
Art near the throne his dream supplied— 
Forgive him !—O’er your head to-day 
Hoyers Perfe¢tion’s crown in pride. 
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With you the earliest plant Spring had, 
Soul-forming Nature first began ; 

With you, the harvest-chaplet glad, 
Perfected Nature ends her plan. 


The Art Creative, that all-modestly arose 
From clay and stone, with silent triumph 
throws 
Its arms around the Spirit’s vast domain. 
What in the land of knowledge the Discoverer 
knows, 
He knows, discovers, only for your gain! 
The treasures that the Thinker has amass’d, 
He will enjoy within your arms alone, 
Soon as his knowledge, beauty-ripe at last, 
To Art ennobl’d shall have grown,— 
Soon as with you he scales a mountain-height, 
And there, illumin’d by the setting sun, 
The smiling valley bursts upon his sight. 
The richer ye reward the eager gaze— 
The higher, fairer orders that the mind 
May traverse with its magic rays, 
Or compass with enjoyment unconfin’d— 
The wider thoughts and feelings open le 
To more luxuriant floods of Harmony, 


| To Beauty’s richer, more majestic stream,— 


The fair members of the world’s vast scheme, 
That, maim’d, disgrace on his Creation bring, 
He sees the lofty forms then perfe¢éting— 
The fairer riddles come from out the night— 
The richer is the world his arms enclose, 
The broader stream the sea with which he 
flows— 
The weaker, too, is Destiny’s blind might— 
The nobler instinéts does he prove— 
The smaller he himself, the greater grows his 
love. 
Thus is he led, in still and hidden race, 
By Poetry, who strews his path with flowers, 
Through ever-purer Forms, and purer 
Powers, 
Through ever higher heights, and fairer grace. 
At length, arriv’d at the ripe goal of Time,— 
Yet one more inspiration all-sublime, 
Poetic outburst of Man’s latest youth, 
And—he will glide into the arms of Truth! 


Herself, the gentle Cypria, 
Illumin’d by her fiery crown, 
Then stands before her full-grown Son 
Unveil’d—as great Urania; 
The sooner only by him caught, 
The fairer he had fled away! 
Thus stood, in wonder rapture-fraught, 
Ulysses’ noble Son that day, 
When the sage Mentor who his youth beguil’d, 
Herself transfigur’d as Jove’s glorious Child! 


POLMS OF THE SECOND PERIOD. 


Man’s honor is confided to your hand,— 
There let it well-protected be! 

It sinks with you! with you it will expand! 
Poesy’s sacred sorcery 

Obeys a world-plan wise and good; 

In silence let it swell the flood 
Of mighty-rolling Harmony! 


By her own time view’d with disdain, 

Let solemn Truth in song remain, 

And let the Muses’ band defend her! 

In all the fulness of her splendor, 

Let her survive in numbers glorious, 
More dread, when veil’d her charms ap- 

pear, 

And vengeance take, with strains victorious, 

On her tormentor’s ear! 


The freest Mother’s Children free, 
With steadfast countenance then rise 





To highest Beauty’s radiancy, 
And ev’ry other crown despise! 
The Sisters who escap’d you here, 
Within your Mother’s arms ye’ll meet ; 
What noble Spirits may revere, 
Must be deserving and complete. 
High over your own course of time 
Exalt yourselves with pinion bold, 
And dimly let your glass sublime 
The coming century unfold! 
On thousand roads advancing fast 
Of ever-rich variety, 
With fond embraces meet at last 
Before the throne of Harmony! 
As into seven mild rays we view 
With softness break the glimmer white, 
As rainbow-beams of sevenfold hue 
Dissolve again in that soft light, 
In clearness thousandfold thus throw 
Your magic round the ravish’d gaze,— 
Into one stream of light thus flow,— 
One bond of truth that ne’er decays! 
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SEE her still—by her fair train sur- 
| rounded, 

The fairest of them all, she took her 
place ; 


Afar I stood, by her bright charms con- 
founded, 
For, oh! they dazzl’d with their heavenly 
grace. 
With awe my soul was fill’d—with bliss un- 
bounded, 
While gazing on her softly radiant face; 
But soon, as if up-borne on wings of fire, 
My fingers ’gan to sweep the sounding lyre. 


The thoughts that rush’d across me in that 
hour, 
The words I sang, I’d fain once more in- 
voke; 
Within, I felt a new-awaken’d power, 
That each emotion of my bosom spoke. 
My soul, long time enchain’d in sloth’s dull 
bower, 
Through all its fetters now triumphant 
broke, 





And brought to light unknown, harmonious 
numbers, 

Which, in its deepest depths, had liv’d in 
slumbers. 


And when the chords had ceas’d their gentle 
sighing, 
And when my soul rejoin’d its mortal frame, 
I look’d upon her face and saw love vieing, 
In ev’ry feature, with her maiden shame. 
And soon my ravish’d heart seem’d heaven- 
ward flying, 
When her soft whisper o’er my senses came. 
The blissful seraphs’ choral strains alone 
Can glad mine ear again with that sweet tone. 


Of that fond heart, which, pining silently, 
Ne’er ventures to express its feelings lowly, 

The real and modest worth is known to me— 
’Gainst cruel fate I’ll guard its cause so holy. 

Most blest of all, the meek one’s lot shall be— 
Love’s flowers by Love’s own hand are 

gather’d solely— 
The fairest prize to that fond heart is due, 
That feels it, and that beats responsive too! 


Tn Grete 


TO EMMA. 


AR away, where darkness reigneth, 
All my dreams of bliss are flown; 
Yet with love my gazé remaineth 
Fix’d on one fair star alone. 
But, alas! that star so bright 
Sheds no lustre save by night. 


If in slumbers ending never, 
Gloomy Death had seal’d thine eyes, 
Thou hadst liv’d in memory ever— 
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Thou hadst liv’d still-in my sighs; 
But, alas! in light thou livest— 
To my love no answer givest! 


Can the sweet hopes love once cherish’d— 
Emma, can they transient prove? - 

What has pass’d away and perish’d— 
Emma, say, can shat be love? 

That bright flame of heavenly birth— 

Can it die like things of earth? 
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HOES EGRET, 





HE sought to breathe one word, but 


vainly— 
Too many listeners were nigh; 

And yet my timid glance read plainly 

The language of her speaking eye. 
Thy silent glades my footstep presses, 

Thou fair and leaf-embosom’d grove! 
Conceal within thy green recesses 

From mortal eye our sacred love! 


Afar with strange discordant noises, 
The busy day is echoing ; 
And ’mid the hollow hum of voices, 
I hear the heavy hammer ring. 
’Tis thus that man, with toil ne’er-ending, 
Extorts from Heaven his daily bread ; 
Yet oft unseen the Gods are sending 
The gifts of fortune on his head! 


Oh, let mankind discover never 
How true love fills with bliss our hearts! 
They would but crush our joy for ever, 
For joy to ¢hem no glow imparts. 
Thou ne’er wilt from the world obtain it— 
Tis never captur’d save as prey ; 
Thou needs must strain each nerve to gain it, 
Ere Envy dark asserts her sway. 


The hours of night and stillness loving, 
It comes upon us silently— 

Away with hasty footstep moving 
Soon as it sees a treach’rous eye. 

Thou gentle stream, soft circlets weaving, 
A wat’ry barrier cast around, 

And, with thy waves in anger heaving, 
Guard from each foe this holy ground! 
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EAR I the portal not flying? 
Hear I the latchet not fall? 

No, ’tis but the Zephyr sighing 
Gently through the poplars tall. 


H 


Put on thy fairest dress, thou leafy grove, 
To welcome her sweet face its charms dis- 
playing ! 
Ye branches, weave a shady roof above, 
When she, at eve’s soft hour, is hither 
straying ! 
And all ye balmy winds, that sportive rove, 
Awake, and round her blushing cheeks ’ gin 
playing, 
Soon as her foot, all-gently moving on, 
Its beauteous burden bears to Love’s own 
throne! 


Hark to yon sound that seems parting 
The bushes, and hastening near !— 
No, ’tis but the bird upstarting 
From the copse, in sudden fear! 
Oh, quench thy torch, bright Day! And 
thou, pale Night, 
With thy propitious silence o’er us hover! 
Around us spread a veil of purple light! 
Let mystic boughs our blissful meeting 
cover ! 
From listener’s ears, Love’s raptures take their 
flight, 
They fly when Phcebus’ beams the world 
rule over, 
For Hesperus alone, who silently 
Casts down his rays, their confidant can be! 


Hear I not soft whispers cleaving 
The air as the echoes they wake? 

No, ’tis but the cygnet weaving 
Circlets in the silv’ry lake! 


A flood of harmony mine ear assails,— 
The fountain’s gush with murmur sweet is 
falling— 
The west wind’s balmy kiss the flow’ret 
hails,— 
And all creation smiles with joy enthraling ; 
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The purple grape, the luscious peach that veils, 
’Neath shelt’ring leaves, its charms, seem 
softly calling ; 
The incense-bearing Zephyrs, as they blow, 
Drink from my burning cheeks their fiery 
glow! 


Down through yon laurel-walk rushing, 
Hear not I footsteps resound? 

No, ’tis but the fruit all-blushing, 
Falling ripen’d to the ground! 


In gentle death now sinks day’s flaming eye, 
And all his gorgeous hues are fast declining ; 
The flowers, that ’neath his fiery ardor sigh, 
Open their cups, when twilight soft ’gins 
shining ; 
The moon her silver beams sheds silently,— 
The world in shadows dim its form is shrin- 
Ing ; 
Each charm its circling girdle lays aside, 
And Beauty stands disclos’d in modest pride! 


Is’t not a white form advancing? 
Gleams not its soft-rustling train? 

No, ’tis but the yew-trees glancing 
Yon dim columns back again! 


With sweet but airy dreams like these to play, 
No longer be content, thou bosom panting ! 
No shadowy bliss my heart’s mad thirst can 
stay— 
She whom this arm would clasp, alas, is 
wanting ! 
Oh, guide her living, breathing charms this 
way! 
Oh, let me press her hand, with joy en- 
chanting! 
The very shadow of her mantle’s seam— 
But lo!—a form of life assumes my dream! 


And as, from the Heavens descending, 
Appears the sweet moment of bliss, 

In silence her steps thither bending, 
She waken’d her love with a kiss! 
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EVENING? 


AFTER A PICTURE. 


thou bright-beaming God, the 


H! 
() plains are thirsting, 
Thirsting for freshening dew, and man 
is pining ; 
Wearily move on thy horses— 
Let, then, thy chariot descend! 


Seest thou her who, from Ocean’s crystal 
billows, 
Lovingly nods and smiles?—Thy heart must 
know her! 
Joyously speed on thy horses,— 
Tethys, the Goddess, ’tis nods! 





Swiftly from out his flaming chariot leaping, 
Into her arms he springs,—the reins takes 
Cupid,— 
Quietly stand the horses, 
Drinking the cooling flood. 


Now, from the Heavens with gentle step de- 
scending, 
Balmy Night appears, by sweet Love follow’d ; 
Mortals, rest ye and love ye,— 
Pheebus, the loving one, rests! 


Uses 


LONGING. 


OULD I from this valley dear, 
Where the mist hangs heavily, 
Soar to some more blissful sphere, 

Ah! how happy should I be! 
Distant hills enchant my sight, 

Ever young and ever fair ; 
To those hills I’d take my flight 

Had I wings to scale the air. 


Harmonies mine ear assail, 
Tones that breathe a heavenly calm; 
And the gently-sighing gale 
Greets me with its fragrant balm. 
Peeping through the shady bowers, 
Golden fruits their charms display, 
And those sweetly-blooming flowers 
Ne’er become cold winter’s prey. 





In yon endless sunshine bright, 
Oh! what bliss ’twould be to dwell ! 
How the breeze on yonder height 
Must the heart with rapture swell! 
Yet the stream that hems my path 
Checks me with its angry frown, 
While its waves, in rising wrath, 
Weigh my weary spirit down. 


See—a bark is drawing near, 
But, alas, the pilot fails! 
Enter boldly—wherefore fear? 
Inspiration fills its sails, 
Faith and courage make thine own,— 
Gods ne’er lend a helping hand ; 
’Tis by magic power alone 
Thou canst reach the magic land! 
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ES! ’twas in life’s happy morning But the rest my bosom needed 
That I first began to roam, Ever from me seem’d to fly. 
And, Youth’s transient pleasures scorn- 


ing, ; In my path lay mountain ridges, 
Left for aye my native home. Streams to hem my progress roll’d; 
Yet I spann’d their gulfs with bridges— 


All the wealth by fate imparted Cross’d each flood with courage bold. 


To the winds with joy I hurl’d; 
Then with conscience single-hearted, 


Grasp’d my staff, and sought the world, Till at length I reach’d a torrent— 


Eastward ran its waters clear ; 
Trusting fondly to the current, 


ee a In I plunged without a fear. 


By a voice of mystic strength— 
“Gol” )it-eried, <*to thee “tis given 





Happiness to reach at length. Soon into a mighty ocean 
PP 5 I was carried by the stream ; 
‘When thou seest a golden portal Vain now prov’d my self-devotion,— 
Near thee lying, enter in; All was but an empty dream! 
There, each thing that earth made mortal, P 
Heavenly is, and free from sin.”’ | Nought, alas, can lead me thither !— 
Yon bright realms of Heaven so clear 
Evening came, and morn succeeded, Ne’er can send their brightness hither— 
On I went unweariedly ; And the There is never Here! 
Mh. 
tP 


P 


yO, then, Faithless, wilt thou leave me, 
With all thy magic phantasy,— 
With all the thoughts that joy or grieve me, 
Wilt thou with all for ever fly? 
Can nought delay thine onward motion, 
Thou golden time of life’s young dream? 
In vain! Eternity’s wide ocean 
Ceaselessly drowns thy rolling stream. 





The glorious suns my youth enchanting 
Have set in never-ending night ; 

Those blest Ideals now are wanting 
That swell’d my heart with mad delight. 

The offspring of my dream hath perish’d, 
My faith in Being pass’d away ; 

The godlike hopes that once I cherish’d 
Are now Reality’s sad prey. 
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As once Pygmalion, fondly yearning, 
Embrac’d the statue form’d by him, 
Till the cold marble’s cheeks were burning, 
And life diffus’d through ev’ry limb,— 
So I, with youthful passion fired, 
My longing arms round Nature threw, 
Till, clinging to my breast inspired, 
She ’gan to breathe, to kindle, too. 


And all my fiery ardor proving, 
Though mute, her tale she soon could tell, 
Return’d each kiss I gave her loving, 
The throbbings of my heart read well. 
Then living seem’d each tree, each flower, 
Then sweetly sang the waterfall, 
And e’en the soulless in that hour 
Shar’d in the heav’nly bliss of all. 


For then a circling World was bursting 
My bosom’s narrow prison-cell, 
To enter into Being thirsting, 
In deed, word, shape and sound as well. 
This world, how wondrous great I deem'd it, 
Ere yet its blossoms could unfold! 
When open, oh, how little seem’d it! 
That little, oh, how mean and cold! 


How happy, winged by courage daring, 

The youth Life’s mazy path first press’d— 
No care his manly strength impairing, 

And in his dream’s sweet vision blest ! 
The dimmest star in air’s dominion 

Seem’d not too distant for his flight ; 
His young and ever-eager pinion 

Soar’d far beyond all mortal sight. 


Thus joyously tow’rd Heaven ascending, 
Was aught for his bright hopes too far? 
The airy guides his steps attending, 
How danced they round Life’s radiant car! 





LAIRD PERSOD, 


Soft Love was there, her guerdon bearing, 
And Fortune, with her crown of gold, 

And Fame, her starry chaplet wearing, 
And Truth, in majesty untold. 


But while the goal was yet before them, 
The faithless guides began to stray ; 
Impatience of their task came o’er them, 
Then one by one they dropp’d away. 
Light-footed Fortune first retreating, 
Then Wisdom’s thirst remain’d unstill’d, 
While heavy storms of doubt were beating 
Upon the path Truth’s radiance fill’d. 


I saw Fame’s sacred wreath adorning 
The brows of an unworthy crew ; 
And, ah! how soon Love’s happy morning, 
When spring had vanish’d vanish’d too! 
More silent yet, and yet more weary, 
Became the desert path I trod; 
And even Hope a glimmer dreary 
Scarce cast upon the gloomy road. 


Of all that train, so bright with gladness, 
Oh, who is faithful to the end? 

Who how will seek to cheer my sadness, 
And to the grave my steps attend? 

Thou, Friendship, of all guides the fairest, 
Who gently healest ev’ry wound ; 

Who all Life’s heavy burdens sharest, 
Thou, whom I early sought and found! 


Employment too, thy loving neighbor, 
Who quells the bosom’s rising storms ; 
Who ne’er grows weary of her labor, 
And ne’er destroys, though slow she forms ; 
Who, though but grains of sand she places 
To swell Eternity sublime, 
Yet minutes, days, aye! years effaces 
From the dread reckoning kept by Time! 


ee 
THE MAIDEN’S LAMENT. 


‘ | ‘HE clouds fast gather, 
The forest-oaks roar,— 
A maiden is sitting 
Beside the green shore,— 
The billows are breaking with might, with 
might, 
And she sighs aloud in the darkling night, 
Her eyelid heavy with weeping. 


«My heart’s dead within me, 
The world is a void; 


To the wish, it gives nothing, 
Each hope is destroy’d. 
I have tasted the fulness of bliss below 
I have liv’d, I have lov’d,—thy child, oh take 
now, 
Thou Holy One, into thy keeping!”’ 


“‘Tn vain is thy sorrow, 
In vain thy tears fall, 

For the Dead from their slumbers 
They ne’er can recall; 
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Yet if aught can pour comfort and balm in | ‘Though in vain is my sorrow, 
thy heart Though in vain my tears fall, 
y ; Though the Dead from their slumbers 


its ures no more can 
Now that love its sweet pleas They ne’er can recall, 


impart, Yet no balm is so sweet to the desolate heart, 
Speak thy wish, and thou granted shall | When love its soft pleasures no more can 
find it!”? -  Impart, 


As the torments that love leaves behind it!’’ 


RHE YOUDHSAT THES orook 


EAR a brook a boy is sitting, 
N Twining many a garland gay; 

But, alas! he sees them ever 
Hurried by the stream away. 

‘« Restless as those dancing waters, 

My sad days are fleeting on; 

Transient as those fragrant garlands, 
Lo! my youth will soon be gone. 


‘‘Ask me not why I am sorrowing 
In the spring-time of my years! 
Joy and hope fill every creature 
Soon as smiling Spring appears ; 
But the thousand voices hailing 
Nature wak’ning from her sleep, 
In my bosom waken only 
Anguish bitter, torments deep. 





‘‘What avail to me the pleasures 
Spring is able to convey? 
There is only one I sigh for, 

Yet, though near, ’tis far away. 
Fain I'd seize the flattering vision, 
Fain I’d clasp it to my breast ; 

But, alas! it ever flies me, 
And my heart remains oppress’d. 


‘‘Leave thy castle proud behind thee, 
Hither, maiden, wend thy way; 
And I'll fill thy lap with flowers, 
Offspring of all-bounteous May. 
Hark! the streamlet softly murmurs, 
Joyous carols fill the air; 
E’en a cottage is a palace 
To a happy, loving pair!’’ 


OSG OSB 


THE FAVOR 


In the Muses’ glad domain! 
Let us twine a garland sweet, 
Fit to grace their brows again! 


. O, at length, once more we meet 


To what God shall we now bring 
Earliest tribute of our lays? 
Let us first 7s glory sing, 
Who with bliss our toil repays. 


What avails it that a Soul 
Ceres breathes into the shrine? 
That great Bacchus brims the bowl 
With the red blood of the vine? 
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OF THE-MOMENT: 


If that spark which set on fire 

Mortal hearths, comes not from high, 
Joy will ne’er the soul inspire, 

And the heart will vainly sigh. 


From the clouds must fortune fall, 
From the lap of Deities; 

And the mightiest Lord of all 
Is the moment as it flies. 


’Mongst the things that have their birth 
"Neath eternal Nature’s sway, 

Nought is god-like here on earth, 

- Save the thought’s all-piercing ray, 


POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


Slowly stone and stone unite, 
As the circling seasons roll ; 

But our work will see the light 
Soon as fashion’d by the soul. 


As the sunlight’s radiant glow 
Weaves a golden tapestry— 

As upon her gorgeous bow 
Iris quivers in the sky, 


So each gift that joys the heart 
Fleeteth as a gleam of light; 
Soon for aye it must depart 
To the darksome tomb of night. 


MOUNTAIN SONG. 


condué¢t, 
From life unto death ’tis the portal ; 
But figures gigantic the lone way obstruct, 
And threaten to crush thee, frail mortal! 
And, wouldst thou not waken the avalanche 
dread, 
The terrible path thou must noiselessly tread. 


: JON bridge o’er the giddy abyss will 


High over the brink of the chasm profound 
An arch is in triumph suspended ; 
*Twas rais’d not by science of man from the 
ground, 
ffs thoughts to such height ne’er ascended, 
Below, late and early, the fierce torrent boils— 
Assails it in fury, but fruitlessly toils. 


A dark and mysterious gate opens wide, 
Beyond seem the shadow-realms dreaded ; 
But sudden a region of bliss is descried, 
Where autumn and spring-time are wedded; 
Oh, would I could fly to that vale of repose 
From the labors of life, and its ne’er-ending 
woes ! 





Four streams to the plain with wild roar issue 
forth, 
Their source remains hidden for ever; 
They flow to the East, to the West, South, 
and North, 
The world’s four great highways they sever. 
And fast as their mother with groans gives 
them birth, 
They fly away swiftly and vanish from earth. 


Two peaks, far above the weak gaze of man- 
kind, 
From Ether’s blue vault seem advancing ; 
Upon them, in vapor all-golden enshrin’d, 
The clouds, Heaven’s daughters, are dancing. 
Their course all alone they unceasing pursue, 
The eye of no mortal their progress can view. 


The Queen, on a throne that no time can e’er 
change, 
In glory and brightness is sitting ;— 
She weareth a chaplet of diamonds strange 
To grace her fair forehead befitting ; 
The sun shoots his arrows of light at her ever— 
They gild her, ’tis true, but their warmth they 
give never ! 
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Diet Hyena be 


——_— 


EVER,—believe me,— 
See we the Deities— 
Never alone. 


No sooner does Bacchus the Jovial greet me, 
Than Love, smiling urchin, comes bounding 
to meet me, 
Phoebus the radiant—he, too, is one! 
See them advancing, 
Crowding the portal! 
Soon in my dwelling 
Stands each immortal! 


Say, ye Divine Ones, 
How I, a frail creature, 
Due homage can pay? 
Bright immortality send down from Heaven! 
Yet what requital by me can be given? 





Oh, to Olympus guide upward my way! 
Bliss dwelleth only 

In Jupiter’s Palace ; 
Brimming with nectar, 

Oh, give me the chalice! 


Give him the chalice! 
Brim for the Poet, 
Hebe, the bowl! 
Moisten his eyes with the dew we quaff ever, 
Let Styx, the dark torrent, be seen by him 
never, 
Let visions celestial brighten his soul ! 
The heavenly fountain 
Sparkles-and bubbles, 
Gladd’ning the bosom, 
And banishing troubles! 


—00 0-0 


THE ALPINE HUNTER, 


ILT thon not the lambkins guard? 
\ \ / Oh, how soft and meek they look, 
Feeding on the grassy sward, 
Sporting round the silv’ry brook! 
‘‘Mother, mother, let me go 


On yon heights to chase the roe!”’ 


Wilt thou not the flock compel 
With the horn’s inspiring notes? 
Sweet the echo of yon bell, 
As across the wood it floats! 
‘Mother, mother, let me go 
On yon heights to hunt the roe!’’ 


Wilt thou not fhe flow’ rets bind, 
Smiling gently in their bed? 
For no garden thou wilt find 
On yon heights so wild and dread. 
‘‘ Leave the flow’rets,—let them blow! 
Mother, mother, let me go!”’ 


And the youth then sought the chase, 
Onward press’d with headlong speed 

To the mountain’s gloomiest place,— 
Nought his progress could impede; 

And before him, like the wind, 

Swiftly flies the trembling hind. 








Up the naked precipice 

Clambers she, with footstep light ; 
O’er the chasm’s dark abyss 

Leaps with spring of daring might; 
But behind, unweari’dly, 
With his death-blow follows he. 


Now upon the rugged top 

Stands she,—on the loftiest height, 
Where the cliffs abruptly stop, 

And the path is lost to sight. 
There she views the steeps below,— 
Close behind, her mortal foe. 


She, with silent woeful gaze, 
Seeks the cruel boy to move; 
But, alas! in vain she prays— 
To the string he fits the groove. 
When from out the clefts, behold! 
Steps the Mountain Genius old. 


With his hand the Deity 
Shields the beast that trembling sighs ; 
‘«Must thou, even up to me, ; 
Death and anguish send?’’ he cries,— 
‘Earth has room for all to dwell,— 
Why pursue my lov’d gazelle?’ 
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THE ALPINE HUNTER 











FOUR AGES 


OPS EireeWORLD: 





HE goblet is sparkling with purple- 
ting’d wine, | 


Bright glistens the eye of each guest, 
When into the hall comes the Minstrel divine, 
To the good he now brings what is best ; 
For when from Elysium is absent the lyre, 
No joy can the banquets of ne¢tar inspire. 


He is blest by the Gods with an intelle¢t clear, 
That mirrors the world as it glides; 
He has seen all that ever has taken place here, 
And all that the future still hides. 
He sat in the God’s secret councils of old, 
And heard the command for each thing to 
unfold. 


He opens in splendor, with gladness and 
mirth, 
That life which was hid from our eyes; 
Adorns as a temple the dwelling of earth, 
That the Muse has bestow’d as his prize. 
No roof is so humble, no hut is so low, 
But he with Divinities bids it o’erflow. 


And as the inventive descendant of Zeus, 
On the unadorn’d round of the shield, 
With knowledge divine could, reflected, pro- 
duce 
Earth, sea, and the stars’ shining field,— 
So he, on the moments, as onward they roll, 
The image can stamp of the infinite Whole. 


From the earliest age of the world he has 
come, 
When nations rejoic’d in their prime ; 
A wanderer glad, he has still found a home 
With every race through all time. 
Four ages of man in his lifetime have died, 
And the place they once held by the Fifth is 
suppli’d. 


Saturnus first govern’d, with fatherly smile, 
Each day then resembl’d the last ; 
Then flourish’d the Shepherds, a race without 
guile— 
Their bliss by no care was o’ercast. 
They lov’d,—and no other employment they 
had, 
And Earth gave her treasures with willingness 
glad. 





Then Labor came next, and the conflict began 
With monsters and beasts fam’d in song ; 
And heroes upstarted, as rulers of man, 
And the weak sought the aid of the strong. 
And strife o’er the field of Scamander now 
reign’d, 
But Beauty the God of the world still re- 
main’d. 


At length from the conflict bright Victory 
sprang, 
And gentleness blossom’d from might ; 
In heavenly chorus the Muses then sang, 
And figures divine saw the light ;— 
The Age that acknowledg’d sweet Phantasy’s 
sway 
Can never return, it has fleeted away. 


The Gods from their seats in the Heavens 
were hurl’d, 
And their pillars of glory o’ erthrown ; 
And the Son of the Virgin appear’d in the 
world 
For the sins of mankind to atone. 
The fugitive lusts of the sense were suppress’ d, 
And man now first grappled with Thought in 
his breast. 


Each vain and voluptuous charm vanish’d now, 
Wherein the young world took delight ; 
The monk and the nun made of penance a vow, 
And the tourney was sought by the knight. 
Though the aspect of life was now dreary and 
wild, 
Yet Love remain’d ever both lovely and mild. 


An altar of holiness, free from all stain, 
The Muses in silence uprear’d ; 
And all that was noble and worthy, again 
In woman’s chaste bosom appear’ d ; 
The bright flame of song was soon kindl’d 
anew 
By the minstrel’s soft lays, and his love, pure 
and true. 


And so, in a gentle and ne’er-changing band, 
Let woman and minstrel unite ; 
They weave and they fashion, with hand 
join’d to hand, 
The girdle of Beauty and Right. 
When love blends with music, in unison sweet, 
The lustre of life’s youthful days ne’ er can fleet. 


ON SS 
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coe elements join’din 

Harmonious strife, 
Shadow the world forth, 
And typify life 


Into the goblet 

The lemon’s juice pour; 
Acid is ever 

Life’s innermost core. 


Now, with the sugar’s 
All-softening juice, 

The strength of the acid 
So burning reduce. 


The bright sparkling wa- 
ter 

Now pour in the bowl; 

Water, all-gently, 

Encircles the whole. 


erat 





Let drops of the spirit 
To join them now flow; 
Life to the living 
Nought else can bestow. 


Hl Drain it off quickly 
Sq Before it exhales; 
Save when ’tis glowing, 
The draught nought a- 


1 On MY ERTENDS: 


have been 


This, the land wherein we’re doom’d to dwell, 


Nee my friends!—that happier times | Brighter zones, my friends, no doubt excel 


Than the present, none can contravene}; | 


That a race once liv’d of nobler worth; 
And if ancient chronicles were dumb, 
Countless stones in witness forth would come 

From the deepest entrails of the earth. 

But this highly-favor’d race has gone, 

Gone forever to the realms of night. 

We, we Zve/ The moments are our own, 

And the living judge the right. 


56 


As the hardy travellers proclaim ; 
_ But if ature has denied us much, 
| Art is yet responsive to our touch, 
And our hearts can kindle at her flame. 
If the laurel will not flourish here— 
If the myrtle is cold winter’s prey, 
Yet the vine, to crown us, year by year, 
Still puts forth his foliage gay. 


POEMS OF THE 


Of a busier life ’tis well to speak, 
Where four worlds their wealth to barter seek, 
On the world’s great market, Thames’ 
broad stream ; 
Ships in thousands go there and depart— 
There are seen the costliest works of art, 
And the earth-god, Mammon, reigns su- 
preme: 
But the sun his image only graves 
On the silent streamlet’s level plain, 
Not upon the torrent’s muddy waves, 
Swollen by the heavy rain. 
















that’s new ; 


stage 


Greater actions elsewhere may be rife 
Than with us, in our contracted life— 
But beneath the sun there’s nought 


Yet we see the great of ev’ry age _ 
, Pass before us on the world’s wide \% 


Thoughtfully and calmly in review: 
All in life repeats itself for ever, 
Young for aye is phantasy alone; 
What has happen’d nowhere,—hap- 
pen’d never,— 
That has never older grown! 


THIRD PHRLIOD, 


Far more bless’d than we, in northern States, 
Dwells the beggar at the Angel-gates, 

For he sees the peerless city—Rome! 
Beauty’s glorious charms around him lie, 
And a second Heaven up tow’rd the sky 

Mounts St. Peter’s proud and wondrous 

dome. 
But, with all the charms that splendor grants, 

Rome is but the tomb of ages past ; 

Life but smiles upon the blooming plants 

That the seasons round her cast. 


PUNCH SONG. 


(TO BE SUNG IN NORTHERN COUNTRIES. ) 


N the mountain’s breezy summit, — 
Where the Southern sunbeams shine, 
Aided by their warming vigor, 
Nature yields the golden wine. 


How the wondrous mother formeth, 
None have ever read aright ; 

Hid for ever is her working, 
And inscrutable her might. 


Sparkling as a son of Phoebus, 
As the fiery source of light, 
From the vat it bubbling springeth, 
Purple, and as crystal bright ; 


And rejoiceth all the senses, 
And in ev’ry sorrowing breast 
Poureth Hope’s refreshing balsam, 
And on life bestows new zest. 
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POEMS OF THE 


But their slanting rays all feebly 
On our zone the sunbeams shoot ; 

They can only tinge the foliage, 
But they ripen ne’er the fruit. 


Yet the North insists on living, 
And what lives, will merry be; 
So, although the grape is wanting, 

We invent wine cleverly. 


Pale the drink we now are off’ ring 
On the household altar here ; 

But what living Nature maketh, 
Sparkling is and ever clear. 


Let us, from the brimming goblet, 
Drain the troubled flood with mirth ; 
Art is but a gift of Heaven, 
Borrow’d from the glow of earth. 





THIRD PERIO. 


Even strength’s dominions boundless 
’Neath her rule obedient lie; 

From the old the new she fashions 
With creative energy. 


She the element’s close union 
Severs with her sovereign nod ; 

With the flame upon the altar, 
Emulates the great Sun-God. 


For the distant, happy islands 
Now the vessel sallies forth, 

And the Southern fruits, all-golden, 
Pours upon the eager North. 


As a type, then,—as an image, 
Be to us this fiery juice, 

Of the wonders that frail mortals 
Can with steadfast will produce! 


NADOWESSIAN DEATH-LAMENT. 


Sitteth there upright, 
With the grace with which he sat 
While he saw the light. 


Sis he sitteth on his mat, 


Where is now the sturdy gripe,— 
Where the breath sedate, 

That so lately whiff’d the pipe 
Tow’rd the Spirit Great? 


Where the bright and falcon eye, 
That the reindeer’s tread 

On the waving’ grass could spy, 
Thick with dew-drops spread ? 


Where the limbs that used to dart 
Swifter through the snow 

Than the twenty-member’d hart, 
Than the mountain roe? 
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Where the arm that sturdily 
Bent the deadly bow? 

See, its life hath fleeted by,— 
See, it hangeth low! 


Happy he !—He now has gone 
Where no snow is found: 

Where with maize the fields are sown, 
Self-sprung from the ground ; 


Where with birds each bush is fill’d, 
Where with game the wood; 

Where the fish, with joy unstill’d, 
Wanton in the flood. 


With the spirits blest he feeds, — 
Leaves us here in gloom; 

We can only praise his deeds, 
And his corpse entomb. 
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THES SOLDIER 





POEMS] OFRTHE THIRD PERTOD: 


Farewell gifts, then, hither bring, 
Sound the death-note sad! 
Bury with him ev’ rything 
That can make him glad! 


*Neath his head the hatchet hide 
That he boldly swung ; 

And the bear’s fat haunch beside, 
For the road is long ; 


And the knife, well sharpenéd, 
‘That, with slashes three, 

Scalp and skin from foeman’s head 
Tore off skilfully. 


And to paint his body, place 
Dyes within his hand ; 

Let him shine with ruddy grace 
In the Spirit-Land! 
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Now freedom appears from the world to have 
flown, 
None but lords and their vassals one traces ; 
While falsehood and cunning are ruling alone 
O’er the living cowardly races. 
The man who can look upon death without 
fear— : 
The soldier,—is now the sole freeman left here. 


The cares of this life, he casts them away, 
Untroubl’d by fear or by sorrow ; 

He rides to his fate with a countenance gay, 
And finds it to-day or to-morrow ; 

And if ’tis to-morrow, to-day we’ll employ 

To drink full deep of the goblet of joy. 


The skies o’er him shower his lot fill’d with 
mirth, 
He gains, without toil, its full measure ; 
The peasant, who grubs in the womb of the 
earth, 

Believes that he’ll find there the treasure. 
Through lifetime he shovels and digs like a 
slave, 

And digs—till at length he has dug his own 

grave. 





AKE up, my brave comrades! to horse! to horse! 
Let us haste to the field and to freedom ! 
To the field, for ’tis “ere that is prov’d our hearts’ force, 
"Tis ¢here that in earnest we need ’em! 
None other can /Aere our places supply, 
Each must stand alone,—on himself must rely. 


The horseman, as well as his swift- footed 
beast, 
Are guests by whom all are affrighted. 
When glimmer the lamps at the wedding feast, 
In the banquet he joins uninvited ; 
He woos not long, and with gold he ne’er 
buys, 
But carries by storm love’s blissful prize. 


Why weeps the maiden? Why sorrows she so? 
Let me hence, let me hence, girl, I pray 
thee! 
The soldier on earth no sure quarters can 
know; 
With ¢vwe love he ne’er can repay thee. 
Fate hurries him onward with fury blind, 
His peace he never can leave behind. 


Away, then, my comrades, our chargers let’s 
mount! 
In the battle the bosom bounds lightly ! 
Youth boils, and life’s goblet still foams at the 
fount, 
Away! while the spirit glows brightly ! 
Unless ye have courage your life to stake, 
That life ye never your own can make! 


ie 
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THE FEAST OF ViGiG@kae 


‘Troy in dust and ashes lay, 

And each Greek, with triumph drunk, 

Richly laden with his prey, 
Sat upon his ship’s high prow, 

On the Hellespontic strand, 
Starting on his journey now, 

Bound for Greece, his own fair land. 
Raise the glad exulting shout! 

Tow’rd the land that gave them birth 
Turn they now the ships about, 

As they seek their native earth. 


Pp RIAM’S castle-walls had sunk, 


And in rows, all mournfully, 
Sat the Trojan women there,— 
Beat their breasts in agony, 
Pallid, with dishevell’d hair. 
In the feast of joy so glad 
Mingl’d they the song of woe, 
Weeping o’er their fortunes sad, 
In their country’s overthrow. 
‘‘Land belov’d, oh, fare thee well! ~ 
By our foreign masters led, 
Far from home we’re doom’d to dwel!l— 
Ah, how happy are the dead!”’ 


Soon the blood by Calchas spilt 
On the altar heav’nward smokes; 
Pallas, by whom towns are built 
And destroy’d, the priest invokes ; 
Neptune, too, who all the earth 
With his billowy girdle laves,— 
Zeus, who gives to Terror birth, 
Who the dreaded Aigis waves. 
Now the weary fight is done, 
Ne’er again to be renew’d; 
Time’s wide circuit now is run, 
And the mighty town subdued ! 


Atreus’ son, the army’s head, 

Told the people’s numbers o’er, 
Whom he, as their captain, led 

To Scamander’s vale of yore. 
Sorrow’s black and heavy clouds 

Pass’d across the monarch’s brow: 
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Of those vast and valiant crowds, 
Oh, how few were left him now! 

Joyful songs let each one raise, 
Who will see his home again, 

In whose veins the life-blood plays, 
For, alas! not all remain! 


«All who homeward wend their way, 
Will not there find peace of mind ; 
On their household altars, they 
Murder foul perchance may find. 
Many fall by false friend’s stroke, 
Who in fight immortal prov’d:’’— 
So Ulysses warning spoke, 
By Athene’s spirit mov’d. 
Happy he, whose faithful spouse 
* Guards his home with honor true! 
Woman ofttimes breaks her vows, 
Ever loves she what is new. 


And Atrides glories there 

In the prize he won in fight, 
And around her body fair 

Twines his arms with fond delight. 
Evil works must punish’d be, 

Vengeance follows after crime, 
For Kronion’s just decree 

Rules the heav’nly courts sublime. 
Evil must in evil end; 

Zeus will on the impious band 
Woe for broken guest-rights send, 

Weighing with impartial hand. 


“Tt may well the glad befit,’’ 
Cried Oileus’ valiant son, 
“To extol the Gods who sit 
On Olympus’ lofty throne! 
Fortune all her gifts supplies, 
Blindly, and no justice knows, 
For Patroclus buried lies, 
And Thersites homeward goes! - 
Since she blindly throws away 
Each lot in her wheel contain’d, 
Let him shout with joy to-day 
Who the prize of life has gain’d. 
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‘‘Aye, the wars the best devour! 
Brother, we will think of thee, 
In the fight a very tower, 
When we join in revelry! 
When the Grecian ships were fir’d, 
By thine arm was safety brought ; 
Yet the man by craft inspir’d 
Won the spoils thy valor sought. 
Peace be to thine ashes blest! 
Thou wert vanquish’d not in fight: 
Anger ’tis destroys the best,— 
Ajax fell by Ajax’s might!”’ 





Neoptolemus pour’d, then, 

To his sire renown’d the wine— 
‘*«’?Mongst the lots of earthly men, 
Mighty father, prize I thine! 

Of the goods that life supplies, 
Greatest far of all is fame; 
Though to dust the body flies, 
Yet still lives a noble name. 
Valiant one, thy glory’s ray 
Will immortal be in song ; 
For, though life may pass away, 
To all time the dead belong!” 
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POEMS OF THE 


««Since the voice of minstrelsy 

Speaks not of the vanquish’d man, 
I will Heétor’s witness be,’’— 

Tydeus’ noble son began: 
‘Fighting bravely in defence 

Of his household-gods he fell.— 
Great the victor’s glory thence, 

He in purpose did excel! 
Battling for his altars dear, 

Sank that rock, no more to rise; 
E’en the foeman will revere 

One whose honor’d name ne’er dies.”’ 


Nestor, joyous reveller old, 
Who three generations saw, 
Now the leaf-crown’d cup of gold 
Gave to weeping Hecuba. 
‘Drain the goblet’s draught so cool, 
And forget each painful smart! 
Bacchus’ gifts are wonderful,— 
Balsam for a broken heart. 
Drain the goblet’s draught so cool, 
And forget each painful smart! 
Bacchus’ gifts are wonderful,— 
Balsam for a broken heart.’’ 





THIRD PERIOD. 


‘¢E’en to Niobe, whom Heaven 
Lov’d in wrath to persecute, 
Respite from her pangs was given, 

Tasting of the corn’s ripe fruit. 
Whilst the thirsty lip we lave 

In the foaming, living spring, 
Buried deep in Lethe’s wave 

Lies all grief, all sorrowing ! 

’ Whilst the thirsty lip we lave 

In the foaming, living spring, 
Swallow’d up in Lethe’s wave 

Is all grief, all sorrowing!”’ 


And the Prophetess inspir’d 

By her God, upstarted now,— 
Tow’rd the smoke of homesteads fir’d, 

Looking from the lofty prow. 
««Smoke is each thing here below; 

Ev’ry worldly greatness dies, 
As the vapory columns go,— 

None are fix’d but Deities! 
Cares behind the horseman sit— 

Round about the vessel play ; 
Lest the morrow hinder it, 

Let us, therefore, live to-day.”’ 
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THE “LAMENT OF CERES: 


S’T the beauteous spring I see? 
Has the earth grown young again? 
Sun-lit hills glow verdantly, 
Bursting through their icy chain. 
From the streamlet’s mirror blue 
Smiles the now unclouded sky, 
Zephyr’s wings wave milder, too,— 
Youthful blossoms ope their eye. 
In the grove, sweet songs resound, 
Speaks the Oread as of yore ; 
Once again thy flowers are found, 
But thy daughter comes no more. 


| 


Ah, how long ’tis since I went 

First in search o’er earth’s wide face! 
Titan! All thy rays I sent 

Seeking for the lov’d one’s trace; 
Of that form so dear, no ray 

Hath as yet brought news to me, 
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And the all-discerning day 
Cannot yet the lost one see. 
Hast thou, Zeus, her from me torn? 
Or to Oreus’ gloomy streams, 
Is she down by Pluto borne, 
Smitten by her charms’ bright beams? 


Who will to yon dreary strand 

Be the herald of my woe? 
Ever leaves the bark the land, 

Yet but shadows in it go. 
To each bless’d eye evermore 

Clos’d the night-like fields remain ; 
Styx no living form e’er bore, 

Since his stream first wash’d the plain. 
Thousand paths lead downward there, 

None lead up again to light;— 
And her tears no witness e’er 

Brings to her sad mother’s sight. 
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ARTIST? EDMUND KANOLDT. 


THE LAMENT OF CERES. 





POEMS OF THE 


_ Mothers who, from Pyrrha sprung, 
From a mortal race descend, 
May, the tomb’s fierce flames among, 
On their children lov’d attend; 
Denizens of Heaven alone 
Draw not near the gloomy strand,— 
Parcz! save Immortals, none 
E’er are spar’d by your harsh hand. 
Plunge me in the night of nights, 
From the halls of heaven afar! 
Honor not the Goddess’ rights— 
They the mother’s torments are! 


Where she, with her consort stern, 
Joyless reigns, there went I down,— 
With the silent shades, in turn, 
Silent stood before her throne. 
Ah! her eye weigh’d down with tears, 
Seeks in vain the light so fair, 
Wanders tow’rd far distant spheres, 
On her mother falling ne’er! 
Till she wakes to ecstasy, 
Till with joy each bosom throbs, 
And, arous’d to sympathy, 
Even rugged Orcus sobs. 


Fruitless wish! Lamenting vain! 
In its smooth track peacefully 
Ever rolls day’s steady wain, 
Ever fix’d is Jove’s decree. 
He has turn’d his blissful head 
From the gloomy realms away ; 
She to me is ever dead, 
Now that she is Night’s sad prey,— 
Till the waves, that darkly swell, 
With Aurora’s colors glow; . 
Till across the depths of Hell 
Iris draws her beauteous bow. 


Is nought left me now to prove, 
Nought that as pledge may stand, 
That the absent still may love? 
Not a trace of that dear hand? 
Can no loving bond, then, spread 
O’er a mother and her child? 
Of the living and the dead 
Can there be no union mild? 
No, she is not wholly flown! 
We’re not wholly sever’d now! 
For to speak one tongue alone 
The eternal Gods allow. 


THIRD PERIOL. 


When Spring’s children sink in death, 
When the leaf and flower decay, 
Smitten by the North wind’s breath, 
Sadly stands the naked spray: 
Then I take what best can live 

From Vertumnus’ teeming horn, 
Off’ ring it to Styx, to give 

In return the golden corn,— 
Into earth, then, mournfully 

Drop it on my daughter’s heart, 
That it may a language be 

Of my love, my bitter smart. 


When the Hours’ unchanging dance 
Brings with joy the Spring again, 
Waken’d by the sun’s bright glance, 
Will the dead fresh life obtain. 
Germs that perish to the sight 
In the chilly womb of earth, 
In the color-realm so bright 
Free themselves again with mirth. 
When the stalk shoots high in air, 
Shyly lurks the root in night ; 
Equal in their fost’ring care 
Are both Styx’ and Aéther’s might. 


Half they rule the living’s sphere, 
Half the region of the dead ; 
Ah, to me they’re heralds dear, 
Sweet tones from Cocytus dread! 
Though herself be ever dumb 
In the terrible abyss, 
From the Spring’s young blossoms come 
To mine ear these words of bliss, — 
That, e’en far from daylight blest, 
Where the sorrowing shadows go, 
Lovingly may throb the breast, 
Tenderly the heart may glow! 


Oh, be glad, then, evermore, 
Smiling meadows’ children true! 

For your chalice shall run o’er 
With the nectar’s purest dew. 

I will steep your forms in beams 
And with Iris’ fairest light 

Tinge your foliage, till it gleams 
Like Aurora’s features bright. 

In the Spring-time’s radiance blest, 
In the Autumn’s garland dead, 
There may read each tender breast 

Of my griefs—my joys, now fled! 
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When, in her sad wanderings lost, 
Seeking traces of her child, 
Ceres hail’d the dreary coast, 
Ah, no verdant plain then smil’d! 
That she here with trust may stay, 
None vouchsafes a sheltering roof; 
Not a temple’s columns gay 
Give of godlike worship proof. 


Fruit of no propitious ear 
Bids her to the pure feast fly ; 

On the ghastly altars here 
Human bones alone e’er dry. 

Far as she might onward rove, 
Misery found she still in all, 

And within her soul of love, 
Sorrow’d she o’er man’s deep fall. 


‘Js it thus I find the man 

To whom we our Image lend, 
Whose fair limbs of noble span 

Upward tow’rd the Heavens ascend ? 
Laid we not before his feet 

Earth’s unbounded godlike womb! 
Yet upon his kingly seat 

Wanders he without a home? 
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REATHE in a garland the corn’s golden ear! 
With it, the Cydne blue intertwine! 
Rapture must render each glance bright and clear, 
For the great Queen is approaching her shrine,— 
She who compels lawless passions to cease, 
Who to link man with his fellow has come, 
And into firm habitations of peace 
Chang’d the rude tents’ ever-wandering home. 


Shyly in the mountain-cleft 

Was the Troglodyte conceal’d ; 
And the roving Nomad left, 

Desert lying, each broad field. 
With the javelin, with the bow 

Strode the hunter through the land; 
To the hapless stranger, woe, 

Billow-cast on that wild strand! 


“Does no God compassion feel? 
Will none of the blissful race, 
With an arm of miracle, 
Raise him from his deep disgrace? 
In the heights where rapture reigns 
Pangs of others ne’er can move; 
Yet man’s anguish and man’s pains 
My tormented heart must prove. 


‘‘So that a man a man may be, 
Let him make an endless bond 
With the kind earth trustingly, 
Who is ever good and fond— 
To revere the law of time, 
And the moon’s melodious song, 
Who, with silent step sublime, 
Move their sacred course along.’”’ 


And she softly parts the cloud 
That conceals her from the sight ; 
Sudden, in the savage crowd, 
Stands she, as a Goddess bright, 
There she finds the concourse rude - 
In their glad feast revelling, 
And the chalice fill’d with blood . 
As.a sacrifice they bring. 


POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


But she turns her face away, 
Horror-struck, and speaks the while: 
‘« Bloody tiger-feasts ne’er may 
Of a God the lips defile. 
He needs victims free from stain, 
Fruits matur’d by Autumn’s sun; 
With the pure gifts of the plain 
Honor’d is the Holy One!’’ 


And she takes the heavy shaft 
From the hunter’s cruel hand ; 
With the murd’rous weapon’s haft 
Furrowing the light-strown sand,— 
Takes from out her garland’s crown, 
Fill’d with life, one single grain,— 
Sinks it in the furrow down, 
And the germ soon swells amain. 


And the green stalks gracefully 
Shoot, ere long, the ground above, 
And, as far as eye can see, 
Waves it like a golden grove. 
With her smile the earth she cheers, 
Binds the earliest sheaves so fair, 
As her hearth the landmark rears,— 
And the Goddess breathes this prayer: 


' “Father Zeus, who reign’st o’er all 
That in A£ther’s mansions dwell, 
Let a sign from thee now fall 
That thou lov’st this off’ring well! 
And from the unhappy crowd 
That, as yet, has ne’er known thee, 
Take away the eye’s dark cloud, 
Showing them their Deity!”’ 


Zeus, upon his lofty throne, 
Hearkens to his sister’s prayer ; 
From the blue heights thund’ring down, 
Hurls his forkéd lightning there. 
Crackling, it begins to blaze, 
From the altar whirling bounds,— 
And his swift-wing’d eagle plays 
High above in circling rounds. 


Soon at the feet of their mistress are kneeling, 
Fill’d with emotion, the rapturous throng. 
Into humanity’s earliest feeling 


Melt their rude spirits, untutor’d and strong. | 


Each bloody weapon behind them they leave, 
Rays on their senses beclouded soon shine, 
And from the mouth of the Queen they re- 

ceive, 
Gladly and meekly, instruction divine. 





All the Deities advance 
Downwards from their heay’nly seats ; 
Themis’ self ’tis leads the dance, 
And, with staff of justice, metes 
Unto ev’ry one his nghts,— 
Landmarks, too, ’tis hers to fix; 
And in witness she invites 
All the hidden powers of Styx. 


- And the Forge-God, too, is there, 


The inventive Son of Zeus; 
Fashioner of vessels fair 

Skill’d in clay and brass’s use. 
Tis from him the art man knows 

Tongs and bellows how to wield ; 
Neath his hammer’s heavy blows 

Was the ploughshare first reveal’d. 


With projecting, weighty spear, 
Front of all, Minerva stands, 

Lifts her voice so strong and clear, 
And the Godlike host commands. 

Steadfast walls ’tis hers to found, 
Shield and screen for ev’ry one, 

That the scatter’d world around 
Bind in loving unison. 


The Immortals’ steps she guides 
O’er the trackless plains so vast, 
And where’er her foot abides 
Is the Boundary God held fast ; 
And her measuring chain is led 
Round the mountain’s border green,— 
E’en the raging torrent’s bed 
In the holy ring is seen. 


All the Nymphs and Oreads too | 
Who, the mountain pathways o’er, 
Swift foot Artemis pursue, 
All, to swell the concourse, pour, 
Brandishing the hunting-spear,— 
Set to work,—glad shouts uprise,— 
"Neath their axes’ blows so clear 
Crashing down the pine-wooad flies. 


E’en the sedge-crown’d God ascends 
From his verdant spring to light, 
And his raft’s direétion bends 
‘At the Goddess’ word of might,— 
While the Hours, all-gently bound, 
Nimbly to their duty fly ; 
Rugged trunks are fashion’d round 
By her skill’d hand gracefully. 
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POEMS OF THE 


F’en the Sea-God thither fares ;— 
Sudden, with his trident’s blow, 
He the granite columns tears 
From earth’s entrails far below ;— 
In his mighty hands, on high, 
Waves he them, like some light ball, 
And, with nimble Hermes by, 
Raises up the rampart-wall. 


But from out the golden strings 
Lures Apollo harmony, 

Measur’d time’s sweet murmurings, 
And the might of melody. 

The Camene swell the strain 
With their song of ninefold tone: 

Captive bound in music’s chain, 
Softly stone unites to stone. 


Cybélé, with skilful hand, 
Open throws the wide-wing’d door ; 
Locks and bolts by her are plann’d, 
Sure to last for evermore. 
Soon complete the wondrous halls 
By the Gods’ own hands are made, 
And the temple’s glowing walls 
Stand in festal pomp array’ d. 


THIRD PERIOD. 


With a crown of myrtle twin’d, 
Now the Goddess-Queen comes there, 
And she leads the fairest hind 
To the shepherdess most fair. 
Venus, with her beauteous boy, 
That first pair herself attires ; 
All the Gods bring gifts of joy, 
Blessing their love’s sacred fires. 


Guided by the Deities, 

Soon the new-born townsmen pour 
Usher’d in with harmonies, 

Through the friendly open door. 
Holding now the rites divine, 

Ceres at Zeus’ altar stands,— 
Blessing those around the shrine, 

Thus she speaks, with folded hands :— 


‘¢Freedom’s love the beast inflames, 
And the God rules free in air, 
While the law of Nature tames 
Each wild lust that lingers there. 
Yet, when thus together thrown, 
Man with man must fain unite; 
And by his own worth alone 
Can he freedom gain, and might.”’ 


Wreathe in a garland the corn’s golden ear! 
With it, the Cydne blue intertwine! 
Rapture must render each glance bright and clear, 
For the great Queen is approaching her shrine,— 
She who our homesteads so blissful has given, 
She who has man to his fellow-man bound. 
Let our glad numbers extol, then, to Heaven 
Her who the Earth’s kindly mother is found! 
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be NGtOrePOLY GRAVES: 


A BALLAD: 


; PON his battlements he stood, 
And downward gaz’d, in joyous mood, 


On Samos’ Isle, that own’d his sway, 


‘‘All this is subject to my yoke,”’ 
To Egypt’s monarch thus he spoke,— 
‘“That I am truly blest, then, say!’’ 


“<The Immortals’ favor thou hast known! 
Thy sceptre’s might has overthrown 

All those who once were like to thee. 
Yet to avenge them, ove lives still; 
I cannot call thee blest, until 

That dreaded foe has ceas’d to be.’’ 


While to these words the King gave vent, 
A herald, from Miletus sent, 

Appear’d before the Tyrant there: 
“Lord, let thy incense rise to-day, 
And with the laurel’s branches gay 

Thou well may’st crown thy festive hair! 


“«Thy foe has sunk beneath the spear,— 
I’m sent to bring the glad news here, 
By thy true marshal, Polydore—’’ 
Then from a basin black he takes— 
The fearful sight their terror wakes— 
A well-known head, besmear’d with gore. 


The King with horror stepp’d aside, 
_And then, with anxious look, replied: 
‘Thy bliss to Fortune ne’er commit. 
On faithless waves, bethink thee how 
Thy fleet with doubtful fate swims now— 
How soon the storm may scatter it!”’ 


And ere he yet had spoke the word, 

A shout of jubilee is heard 
Resounding from the distant strand. 

With foreign treasures teeming 0o’er, 

The vessels’ mast-rich wood once more 
Returns home to its native land, 





The guest then speaks with startled mind: 
“Fortune to-day, in truth seems kind; 
But thou her fickleness shouldst fear: 
The Cretan hordes, well skill’d in arms, 
Now threaten thee with war’s alarms; 
E’en now they are approaching here.”’ 


And, ere the word has ’scap’d his lips, 
A stir is seen among the ships, 
And thousand voices ‘‘ Vi¢tory!’’ cry: 
‘¢We are deliver’d from our foe, 
The storm has laid the Cretan low, 
The war is ended, is gone by!”’ 


The shout with horror hears the guest: 
“In truth, I must esteem thee blest! 
Yet dread I the decrees of Heaven. 
The envy of the Gods I fear ; 
To taste of unmix’d rapture here 
Is never to a mortal given. 


«<With me, too, everything succeeds ; 
In all my sovereign a¢ts and deeds 
The grace of Heaven is ever by; 
And yet I had a well-lov’d heir— 
I paid my debt to fortune there,— 
God took him hence—I saw him die. 


“‘Wouldst thou from sorrow, then, be free, 
Pray to each unseen Deity, 
For thy well-being, grief to send ; 
The man on whom the Gods bestow 
Their gifts with hands that overflow, 
Comes never to a happy end. 


‘«‘And if the Gods thy prayer resist, 

Then to a friend’s instru¢tion list, — 
Invoke ¢hysedf adversity ; 

And what, of all thy treasures bright, 

Gives to thy heart the most delight— 
That take and cast thou in the sea!”’ 
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ARTIST ; P. GROTJOHANN: 


THE RING OF POLYCRATES. 





On Gods and men for aid he cries, — 
No saviour to his prayer replies ; 
However far his voice he sends, 
Nought living to his cry attends. 
‘‘And must I in a foreign land, 
Unwept, deserted, perish here, 
Falling beneath a murderous hand, 
Where no avenger can appear?’’ 


Deep-wounded, down he sinks at last, 

When lo! the Cranes’ wings rustle past. 

He hears,—though he no more can see,— 

Their voices screaming fearfully. 

“« By you, ye Cranes, that soar on high, 
If not another voice is heard, 

Be borne to Heaven my murder-cry 
He speaks, and dies, too, with the word. 


{?? 


The naked corpse, ere long, is found, 
And, though defac’d by many a wound, 
His host in Corinth soon could tell 
The features that he lov’d so well. 



























































‘‘And is it thus I find thee now, 
Who hop’d the pine’s victorious crown 
To place upon the singer’s brow, 
Illumin’d by his bright renown?’’ 


The news is heard with grief by all 
Met at Poseidon’s festival : 
All Greece is conscious of the smart,— 
He leaves a void in every heart ; 
And to the Prytanis swift hie 

The people, and they urge him on 
The dead man’s manes to pacify, 

And with the murderer’s blood atone. 


But where’s the trace that, from the throng, 
‘The people’s streaming crowds among, 
Allur’d there by the sports so bright, 
Can bring the villain back to light? 
By craven robbers was he slain? 

Or by some envious hidden foe? 
That Helios only can explain, 

Whose rays illume all things below. 
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Perchance, with shameless step and proud, 
He threads e’en now the Grecian crowd,— 
Whilst vengeance follows in pursuit, 
Gloats over his transgression’s fruit. 
The very Gods perchance he braves 

Upon the threshold of their fane,— 
Joins boldly in the human waves 

That haste yon theatre to gain. 


For there the Grecian tribes appear, 
Fast pouring in from far and near ; 
On close-pack’d benches sit they there,— 
The stage the weight can scarcely bear. 
Like ocean-billows’ hollow roar, 

The teeming crowds of living man 
Tow’rd the cerulean Heavens upsoar, 

In bow of ever-widening span. 


Who knows the nation, who the name, 

Of all who there together came? 

From Theseus’ town, from Aulis’ strand, 

From Phocis, from the Spartan land, 

From Asia’s distant coast, they wend, 
From ev’ ry island of the sea, 

And from the stage they hear ascend 
The Chorus’s dread melody, 


Who, sad and solemn, as of old, 
With footstep measur’d and control’d, 
Advancing from the far back-ground, 
Circle the theatre’s wide round. 
Thus, mortal women never move! 

No mortal home to them gave birth! 
Their giant-bodies tower above, 

High o’er the puny sons of earth. 


With loins in mantle black conceal’d, 
Within their fleshless hands they wield 
The torch, that with a dull red glows,— 
While in their cheek no life-blood flows ; 
And where the hair is floating wide 

And loving, round a mortal brow, 
Here, snakes and adders are descried, 

Whose bellies swell with poison now. 


And, standing in a fearful ring, 
The dread and solemn chant they sing, 
That through the bosom thrilling goes, - 
And round the sinner fetters throws. 
Sense-robbing, of heart-madd’ning power, 
The Furies’ strains resound through air; 
The list’ner’s marrow they devour,— 
The lyre can yield such numbers ne’er. 
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THIRD PERIOD. 


‘‘ Happy the man who, blemish-free, 
Preserves a soul of purity! 
Near him we ne’er avenging come, 
He freely o’er life’s path may roam. 
But woe to him who, hid from view, 
Hath done the deed of murder base! 
Upon his heels we close pursue,— 
We, who belong to night’s dark race! 


<‘And if he thinks to ’scape by flight, 
Wing’d we appear, our snare of might 
Around his flying feet to cast, 
So that he needs must fall at last. 
Thus we pursue him, tiring ne’er,— 

Our wrath repentance cannot quell,— 
On to the shadows, and e’en there 

We leave him not in peace to dwell!”’ 


Thus singing, they the dance resume, 
And silence, like that of the tomb, 
O’er the whole house lies heavily, 

As if the Deity were nigh. 

And, staid and solemn, as of old, 
Circling the theatre’s wide round, 
With footstep measur’d and control’d, 

They vanish in the far back-ground. 


Between deceit and truth each breast, 
Now doubting hangs, by awe possess’d, 
And homage pays to that dread might, 
That judges what is hid from sight,— 
That, fathomless, inscrutable, 

The gloomy skein of fate entwines, 
That reads the bosom’s depths full well, 

Yet flies away where sunlight shines. 


When sudden, from the tier most high, 
A voice is heard by all to cry: 
“«See there, see there, Timotheus! 
Behold the Cranes of Ibycus!”’ 
The Heavens become as black as night, 
And o’er the theatre they see, 
Far over-head, a dusky flight 
Of Cranes, approaching hastily. 


‘¢Of Ibycus!’’—That name so blest 
With new-born sorrow fills each breast. 
As waves on waves in ocean rise, 

From mouth to mouth it swiftly flies: 
“Of Ibycus, whom we lament? 


Who fell beneath the murderer’s hand? 


What mean those words that from him went? 


What means this Cranes’ advancing band ?’’ 




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































And louder still become the cries, 
And soon this thought foreboding flies 
Through ev’ry heart, with speed of light— 
“<< Observe in this the Furies’ might! 
The poet’s manes are now appeas’d: 
The murderer seeks his own arrest ! 
Let him who spoke the word be seiz’d, 
And him to whom it was address’d!’’ 


That word he had no sooner spoke, 

Than he its sound would fain revoke ; 

In vain! his mouth, with terror pale, 

Tells of his guilt the fearful tale. 

Before the Judge they drag them now, 
The scene becomes the tribunal ; 

Their crimes the villains both avow, 
When ’neath the vengeance-stroke they fall. 
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HERO AND LEANDER. 


Glitt’ring in the sun’s bright ray, 
That arise on either side, 
Where the Hellespont impels 
Through the rocky Dardanelles 
Ceaselessly his angry tide? 
Hear’st thou yonder billows roar, 
As against the cliffs they break ? 
Asia they from Europe tore— 
Love alone they ne’er could shake. 


G ici thou yonder castles grey, 


Hero and Leander’s hearts 

With his fierce but pleasing smarts 
Cupid’s might immortal movy’d. 

Hero rivall’d Hebe’s grace, 

While Leander, in the chase, 
O’er the mountains boldly rov’d. 

But, ere long, parental wrath 
Sever’d the united pair, 

And the fruit by love brought forth 
Hung in mournful peril there. 


See, on Sestos’ rocky tower 
’Gainst whose base with ceaseless power 
Hellespont’s wild waters foam, 
Sits the maid, in sorrow lost, 
Looking tow’rd Abydos’ coast, 
Where the lov’d one has his home. 
Ah, to that far distant strand 
Bridge there was not to convey,— 
Not a bark was near at hand, 
Yet true love soon found the way. 


In the labyrinthine maze 
Love a certain clue can raise, 

E’en the foolish makes he wise,— 
Makes the savage monster bow,— 
To the adamantine plough 

Yokes the steers with flaming eyes. 
Styx, whose waters nine-times flow, 

Cannot bar his daring course; 

For from Pluto’s house of woe 

Orpheus’ bride he tore by force. 


Even through the boiling tide 
He Leander’s mind supplied 

With deep longing’s glowing spark. 
When grew pale the glitt’ring day, 
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Took the swimmer bold his way 
O’er the Pontine ocean dark ; 

Cleft the waves with mighty power, 
Striving for yon strand so dear, 

Where, uprais’d on lofty tower, 
Shone the torch’s radiance clear. . 


Circled in her loving arms, 
Soon the glad Leander warms 
From the weary journey past, 
And receives the godlike prize 
That in her embraces lies 
As his bright reward at last ; 
Till Aurora once again 
Wakes him from his vision blest, 
He must tempt the briny main, 
Driven from love’s gentle breast. 


Thirty suns had sped like this 
In the joys of stolen bliss 
Swiftly o’er the happy pair, 
As a bridal night of love, 
Worthy e’en the Gods above, 
Ever young and ever fair. 
Rapture true he ne’er can know, 
Who with daring hand has never 
Pluck’d the Heavenly fruits that grow 
On the brink of Hell’s dark river. 


Hesper and Aurora bright 
Each, in turns, put forth their light, 
Yet the happy ones saw not 
How the leaves began to fall,— 
How from Northern icy hall 
Winter fierce approach’d the spot. 
Joyfully they saw each day 
More and more its span reduce; 
For the,night’s now-lengthen’d sway, 
In their madness, bless’d they Zeus. 


Nicely-balane’d, day and night, 
Held the scales of Heaven aright,— 
From the tower, with pensive eye, 
Gaz’d the gentle maid alone 
On the coursers of the sun, 
Hastening downwards through the sky. 
Still and calm the ocean lay, 
Like a pure, unsullied glass,— 
Not a zephyr sought, in play, 
O’er the crystal flood to pass. 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ARTIST : FERDINAND KELLER. 


HERO AND LEANDER. 





POEMS OF THE 


Dolphin-shoals, in joyous motion 
Through the clear and silv’ry ocean, 
Wanton’d its cool waves among ; 
And, in darkly-vestur’d train, 

From the bosom of the main 
Tethys’ varied band upsprung. 

None but they e’er saw reveal’d 
Those fond lovers’ blest delight: 

But their silent lips were seal’d 
Evermore by Hecate’s might. 


Gladly on the smiling sea 
Gaz’d she, and caressingly 

To the element exclaim’d: 
“‘Lovely God, canst thou deceive? 
Ne’er the traitor I'll believe, 

Who thee false and faithless nam’d. 
Treach’rous is the human race, 

Cruel is my father’s heart ; 
Thou art mild and full of grace, 

And art mov’d by love’s soft smart. 


‘«Tn these desert walls of stone 
I had mourn’d in grief alone, 
Pin’d in sorrow without end, 
If thou, on thy crested ridge, 
Aided by no bark, no bridge, 
Hadst not hither borne my friend. 
Dreaded though thy depths may be, 
Fierce the fury of thy wave, 
Love can ever soften thee. 
Thou art vanquish’d by the brave. 


“For the mighty dart of Love 
E’en the Ocean God could move, 
When the golden ram of yore, 
Helle, cloth’d in beauty bright, 
With her brother in her flight, 
Over thy deep billows bore— 
Sudden, vanquish’d by her charms, 
Starting from the whirlpool black, 
Thou didst bear her in thine arms 
To thy realms from off his back. 


«¢ As a Goddess,—happy lot !— 

In the deep and wat’ry grot, 
Evermore she now resides ; 

Hapless lovers’ cares dispels, 

All thy raging passions quells, 
Into port the sailor guides. 

Beauteous Helle, Goddess fair, 
Blessed one, to thee I pray: 

Safely trusting to thy care, 
Hither bring my love to-day!” 


THIRD PERIOD. 


Dark the waters soon became, 

And she wav’d the torch’s flame 
From the lofty balcony, 

That the wanderer belov’d, 

As across the deep he rov’d, 
Might the trusty signal see. 

Howling blast approach’d from far, 
Gloomier still the billows curl’d, 

Quench’d was ev’ry glimm’ring star, 
And the storm its might unfurl’d. 


Over Pontus’ boundless plain 
Night now spreads, while heavy rain 

Pours in torrents from each cloud ; 
Lightning quivers through the air, 
While from out its rocky lair 

Bursts the tempest fierce and loud. 
In the waters as they yell, 

Fearful chasms are expos’d; 
Gaping, like the jaws of Hell 

Are the ocean-depths disclos’d. 


‘Woe, oh, woe!’’ she weeping cries; 
“‘Mighty Zeus, regard my sighs! 

Ah, how rash the boon I crav’d! 
If the Gods gave ear. to me, 
If within the treach’rous sea, 

He the raging storm has brav’d! 
Ev’ry bird that loves the tide 

Homeward swiftly wings its way 
Evy’ry ship, in tempest tried, 

Refuge seeks in shelt’ring bay. 


‘Doubtless, ah! the dauntless one 
Has his daring task begun, 
Urg’d by the great Deity ; 
When departing, he his troth 
_ Pledg’d with Love’s most sacred oath; 
Death alone can set him free. 
He, alas, this very hour, 
Wrestles with the tempest’s gloom ; 
And the madden’d billows’ power 
Bears him downwards to their tomb. 


‘< Pontus false !—thy seeming calm 
Serv’d suspicion to disarm ; 

Thou wert like a spotless glass ; 
Basely smooth thy waters lay, 
That they might my love betray 

Into thy false realms to pass. 

In thy middle current now, _ 

Where no hopes of refuge le, 
On the hapless victim thou 

Let’st thy fearful terrors fly!” 
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Fiercer grows the tempest’s might, 

Leaping up to mountain-height 
Swells the sea,—the billows roar 

’Gainst the cliffs with fury mad ; 

E’en the ship with oak beclad 
Breaks to pieces on the shore. 

And the wind puts out the blaze 
That had serv’d to light the track ; 

Terror round the landing plays, 
Terror in the waters black. 


Venus she implores to chain 
The tempestuous hurricane, 

And the angry waves to bind ; 
And a steer with golden horn 
Vows the maid, by anguish torn, 

As a victim to each wind. 
Ev’ry Goddess of the deep, 

Ev’ry heavenly Deity, 

She implores to lull to sleep 

With smooth oil the raging sea. 


‘«To my mournful cry attend! 
Blest Leucothéa, ascend 
Hither from thy sea-green bower! 
Thou who ofttimes com’st to save 
When the fury of the wave 
Threats the sailor to devour! 
O’er him cast thy sacred veil, 
Which, with its mysterious charm, 
E’en when floods his life assail, 
Guards its wearer from all harm 


1? 


And the wild winds cease to blow; 

Brightly through the Heavens now go 
Eos’ coursers, mounting high; 

Gently in its wonted bed 

Flows the ocean, smoothly spread ; 





THIRD VPLRAIOD. 


Sweetly smile both sea and sky. 
Softly now the billows stray 

O’er the peaceful, rock-bound strand, 
And, in calm and eddying play, 

Waft a lifeless corpse to land. 


. Ah, ’tis he who, even now, 
Keeps in death his solemn vow! 
In an instant knows she him; 
Yet she utters not a sigh,— 
Not a tear escapes her eye, 
Cold and rigid is each limb. 
Sadly looks she on the light, 
Sadly on the desert deep ; 
And unearthly flushes bright 
O’er her pallid features creep. 


«Dreaded Gods, I own your force! 
Fearfully, without remorse, 

Ye have urg’d your rights divine. 
Though my race 1s early run, 
Yet I happiness have known, 

And a blissful lot was mine. 
Living, in thy temple, I 

As a priestess deck’d my brow, 
And a joyful victim die, 

Mighty Venus, for thee now 


{?? 


And, with garments flutt’ring round, 
From the tower, with madden’d bound, 
Plung’d she in the distant wave. 
High the God through his domain 
Bears those hallow’d corpses twain,— 
He himself becomes their grave ; 
And, rejoicing in his prize, 
Gladly on his way he goes,— 
From his urn, that never dries, 
Pours his stream, that ceaseless flows. 
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CASSANDRA. 


IRTH the halls of Troy was filling, 
Ere its lofty Ramparts fell ; 
From the golden lute so thrilling 

Hymns of joy were heard to swell. 
From the sad and tearful slaughter 

All had laid their arms aside, 
For Pelides Priam’s daughter 

Claim’d then as his own fair bride. 


Laurel branches with them bearing, 
Troop on troop in bright array 
To the temples were repairing, 
Owning Thymbrius’ sovereign sway. 
Through the streets, with frantic measure, 
Danc’d the bacchanal mad round, 
And, amid the radiant pleasure, 
Only one sad breast was found. 


Joyless in the midst of gladness, 

None to heed her, none to love, 
¢ Roam’d Cassandra, plung’d in sadness, 
To Apollo’s laurel grove. 





To its dark and deep recesses 
Swift the sorrowing priestess hied, 
And from off her flowing tresses 
Tore the sacred band, and cried: 


‘All around with joy is beaming, 
Ev’ry heart is happy now, 
And my sire is fondly dreaming, 
Wreath’d with flowers my sister’s brow. 
I alone am doom’d to wailing, 
That sweet vision flies from me; 
In my mind, these walls assailing, 
Fierce destruction I can see. 


‘‘Though a torch I see all-glowing, 
Yet ’tis not in Hymen’s hand; 
Smoke across the skies is blowing, 
Yet ’tis from no votive brand. 
Yonder see I feasts entrancing, 
But, in my prophetic soul, 
Hear I now the God advancing, 
Who will steep in tears the bowl! 
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«And they blame my lamentation, 
And they laugh my grief to scorn; 
To the haunts of desolation 
I must bear my woes forlorn, 
All who happy are now shun me, 
And my tears with laughter see; 
Heavy lies thy hand upon me, 
Cruel Pythian Deity! 


‘«« Thy divine decrees foretelling, 
Wherefore hast thou thrown me here, 
Where the ever-blind are dwelling, 
With a mind, alas, too clear? 
«Wherefore hast thou power thus given, 
What must needs occur to know? 
Wrought must be the will of Heaven— 
Onward comes the hour of woe! 


««When impending fate strikes terror, 
Why remove the covering? 

Life we have alone in error, 
Knowledge with it death must bring. 

Take away this prescience tearful, 
Take this sight of woe from me: 

Of thy truths, alas! how fearful 
’Tis the mouth-piece frail to be! 


<‘Veil my mind once more in slumbers, 
Let me heedlessly rejoice ; 
Never have I sung glad numbers 
Since I’ve been thy chosen voice. 
Knowledge of the future giving, 
Thou hast stol’n the present day, 
Stol’n the moment’s joyous living,— 
Take thy false gift, then, away! 


‘*Ne’er with bridal train around me, 
Have I wreath’d my radiant brow, 
Since to serve thy fane I bound me, 
Bound me with a solemn vow. 
Evermore in grief I languish— 
All my youth in tears was spent; 
And, with thoughts of bitter anguish 
My too-feeling heart is rent. 


‘‘ Joyously my friends are playing, 
All around are blest and glad, 

In the paths of pleasure straying,— 
My poor heart alone is sad. 





THIRD PERIOD. 


Spring in vain unfolds each treasure, 
Filling all the earth with bliss ; 

Who in life can e’er take pleasure, 
When is seen its dark abyss? 


‘‘With her heart in vision burning, 
Truly blest is Polyxene, 

As a bride to clasp him yearning, 
Him, the noblest, best Hellene? 

And her breast with rapture swelling, 
All its bliss can scarcely know ; 

E’en the Gods in heavenly dwelling 
Envying not, when dreaming so. 


“He to whom my heart is plighted 
Stood before my ravish’d eye, 
And his look, by passion lighted, 
Tow’rd me turn’d imploringly. 
With the lov’d one, oh, how gladly 
Homeward would I take my flight 
But a Stygian shadow sadly 
Steps between us ev’ry night. 


“Cruel Proserpine is sending 
All her spe¢tres pale to me; 
Ever on my steps attending 
Those dread shadowy forms I see. 
Though I seek, in mirth and laughter 
Refuge from that ghastly train, 
Still I see them hast’ ning after,— 
Ne’er shall I know joy again. 


«And I see the death-steel glancing, 
And the eye of murder glare ; 
On, with hasty strides advancing, 
Terror haunts me everywhere. 
Vain I seek alleviation ;— 
Knowing, seeing, suff’ring all, 
I must wait the consummation, 
In a foreign land must fall.”’ 


While her solemn words are ringing, 
Hark! a dull and wailing tone 

From the temple’s gate upspringing,— 
Dead lies Thetis’ mighty son! 

Eris shakes her snake-locks hated, 
Swiftly flies each Deity, 

And o’er Ilion’s walls ill-fated 
Thunder-Clouds loom heavily! 
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O the tyrant Dionys Mceros once hied, 
A dagger his mantle contain’d ; 
They seize him, and soon he is 
chain’d. 
‘¢ What sought’st thou to do with the dirk by 
thy side?’’— 
And Meeros with gloomy fury replied: 
‘The town from the Tyrant to free!’’ 
‘<The cross thy reward then shall be.”’ 


<‘T am,’’ said the other, ‘‘ prepar’d to die, 
Nor seek for permission to live ; 
Yet, prithee, this one favor give: 

A respite I ask till three days have gone by, 
While the marriage-knot of my sister I tie; 
I’ll leave thee my friend as my bail,— 
Thou canst kill him instead, if I fail.’’ 


The monarch then smil’d with a malice- 
fraught sneer 
And after a pause answer’d he: 
“Three days I will give unto thee ; 
But know! if the end of that time shall ap- 
pear, 
And thou shalt not then have surrender’d thee 
here, 
Thy friend in thy place must then bleed, 
And thou, in return, shalt be freed.”’ 


And he went to his friend, and he said: ‘‘ The 
king vows 
That I on the cross must atone 
For the impious thing I have done; 





BALLAD. 


| And yet he a respite of three days allows, 


Till I my sister have join’d to her spouse; 
As bail to the king then remain, 
Till I’m back here to loose thee again !”’ 


In silence embrac’d him his friend dear and 
true, 
Resign’d to the Sovereign’s power ; 
The other went off the same hour: 
And ere the third morning had dawn’d on 
the view, 
His sister he join’d to her spouse, and then 
flew 
With anxious concern tow’rd his home, 
That true to his time he might come. 


Soon the rain in torrents begins to pour, 
The springs down the mountain’s side race, 
The brook and the stream swell apace, 
And he comes with his pilgrim’s staff to the 
shore, 
When the whirlpool tears down the bridge 
with wild roar, 
And the waves, with a thundering crash, 
To atoms the vaulted arch dash. 


| And he wanders along the bank in despair, 


But far as he casts round his eyes, 
And far as re-echo his cries, 
No friendly bark pushing off he sees there, 
By whose aid to the wish’d for land to repair, 
None coming its pilot to be,— 
And the torrent now swells to a sea. 
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Then he sinks on the shore, and he weeps, 
and he prays 
With hands rais’d on high unto Zeus: 
“‘ The torrent’s wild force, oh reduce! 
The hours haste on, and the mid-day rays 
Of the sun now fall, and if quench’d is their 
blaze 
Before at the town I can be, 
My friend must then perish for me.’’ 


Yet the stream into greater fury now wakes, 
And billows on billows dash high, 
And hours on hours fleet by. 

Then driven by anguish, courage he takes, 

And leaps in the flood as it madly breaks, 
And the torrent he cleaves with strong limb, 
And a God has compassion on him. 


And he gains the shore, and then onwards he 
speeds, 

And the God who has sav’d him he blesses ; 
‘When out of the wood’s dark recesses 

A band of robbers sudden proceeds, 

And menaces death, and his progress impedes, 
Obstructing the wanderer’s course, 
And wielding the club with wild force. 


‘What would ye?’’ all pallid with terror | 


cries he, 
‘«Save my life, I have no other thing, 
And shat I must give to the king!”’ 
And the club from the next he tears hastily: 
‘‘For the sake of my friend, here’s mercy for 
thee!’ 
And three, with invincible might, 
He slays, and the rest take to flight. 


And the sun pours down his hot beams on the 
land, 
And, worn by the toil he had pass’d, 
His knees sink beneath him at last. 
‘‘Oh! am I then sav’d from the spoiler’s fierce 
hand, 
And brought safe o’er the flood to the holy 
strand, 
That I here my last moments may see, 
While the friend that I love dies for me?”’ 


And_ hark! 
sound, 
Comes a gush, and as silver it glistens; 
And he pauses, and anxiously listens: 
And lo! from the cliffs, with a rapid bound, 
A murmuring fountain leaps down to the 
ground, 
And stooping to earth in glad mood, 
He laves his hot limbs in the flood. 


close at hand, with a purling 


And thro’ the green foliage shines now the sun, 
And the giant-like shade of each tree 
On the glittering mead pictures he; 
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| And he sees two travelers moving on,— 


With hurried footstep seeks past them to run, 
When thus he o’erhears their discourse : 
‘re this he is nail’d to the cross!’’ 


And anguish gives wings to his hastening feet, 
That, goaded by care, seem to fly ; 
Soon Syracuse bursts on his eye; 

And its battlements glow in the sunset sweet, 

And its glances ere long Philostratus meet, 
The steward of his household so true,— 
But he shudders his master to view. 


‘Back! Back! to rescue thy friend ’tis too 
late ; 

Thyself, then, to save, hasten thou: 

For he suffers death even now. 
From hour to hour, with confidence great, 
For thy return he ceas’d not to wait ; 

His courage and faith were not torn 

By the Tyrant’s contemptuous scorn.”’ 


“‘And if ’tis too late, and I cannot, then, now 
Arrive to receive his last breath, 
I’ll hasten to join him in death. 
Ne’er the bloodthirsty Tyrant to boast I'll 
allow 
That the friend to the friend has broken his 
vow } 
When wo victims have bitten the dust, 
In Love and in Faith let him trust!’ 


And the sun sinks to rest, and he reaches the 
gate, 
And the cross he sees rais’d from the 
ground! 
While the wondering crowd stand around. 
They are hoisting his friend on the rope to 
his fate, 
When through the dense concourse he pushes 
him straight ; 
‘*Now, Hangman!?’’ 
me! ; 
For the one whom he bail’d,—I am he!’’ 


he cries, ‘strangle 


Astonishment seizes on all that stand by, 

While fondly embrace the glad twain, 

And weep with mix’d rapture and pain; 
And a tear is seen glist’ning in every eye,— 
To the king with the wondrous story they fly, 

And he, mov’d by a merciful thought, 

To the foot of the throne has them brought. 


And on them in wonderment long gazes he, 
Then speaks: ‘‘ Ye the victory have won, 
And conquer’d my heart for your own. 

That faith is no empty vision, I see, 

So suffer me, too, your companion to be; 
And let my entreaty be heard, 

To form in your friendship the third!”’ 
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66 HAT knight or what vassal will 
~ be so bold 
As to plunge in the gulf below? 
See! I hurl in its depths a goblet of gold, 
Already the waters over it flow. 


The man who can bring back the goblet to me, 
May keep it henceforward—his own it shall be.”’ 


Thus speaks the King, and he hurls from the 
height 
Of the cliffs that, rugged and steep, 
Hang over the boundless sea, with strong 
might, 
The goblet afar in the bellowing deep. 
«‘And who’ll be so daring, I ask it once more, 
As to plunge in these billows that wildly roar?’’ 


And the vassals and knights of high degree 
Hear his words, but silent remain. 
They cast their eyes on the raging sea, 
And none will attempt the goblet to gain. 
And a third time the question is ask’d by the 
King: 
“‘Ts there none that will dare in the gulf now 
to spring ?”’ 
Yet all as before in silence stand, 
When a page, with a modest pride, 
Steps out of the timorous squirely band, 
And his girdle and mantle soon throws aside, 
And all the knights, and the ladies too, 
The noble stripling with wonderment view. 


And when he draws nigh to the rocky brow, 
And looks in the gulf so black, 
The waters that she had swallow’d but now, 
The howling Charybdis is giving back ; 
And, with the distant thunder’s dull sound, 
From her gloomy womb they all-foaming re- 
bound. 


And it boils and it roars, and it hisses and 
seethes, 
As when water and fire first blend ; 
To the sky spurts the foam in steam-laden 
wreaths, 
And wave presses hard upon wave without 
end. 
And the ocean will never exhausted be, 
As if striving to bring forth another sea. 


But at length the wild tumult seems pacified, 
And blackly amid the white swell 
A gaping chasm its jaws opens wide, 





As if leading down to the depths of Hell: 
And the howling billows were seen by each eye 
Down the whirling funnel all madly to fly. 


Then quickly, before the breakers rebound, 
The stripling commends him to Heaven, 
And—a scream of horror is heard around,— 
And now by the whirlpool away he is driven, 
And secretly over the swimmer brave 
Close the jaws, and he vanishes ’neath the 
dark wave. 


O’er the watery gulf, dread silence now lies, 

But the deep sends up a dull yell, 

And from mouth to mouth with trembling it 
flies : 

“¢ Courageous stripling, oh, fare thee well! ”’ 
And duller and duller the howls recommence, 
While they pause in anxious and fearful 

suspense. 


“If even thy crown in the gulf thou shouldst 
| ing, 
And shouldst say, ‘He who brings it to me 

Shall wear it henceforward, and be the king,’ 
Thou couldst tempt me not e’en with that 

precious fee ; 
What under the howling deep is conceal’d 
To no happy living soul is reveal’d.”’ 


Full many a ship, by the whirlpool held fast, 
Shoots straightway beneath the mad wave, 
And, dash’d to pieces, the hull and the mast 
Emerge from the all-devouring grave,— 
And the roaring approaches still nearer and 
nearer, 
Like the howl of the tempest, still clearer and 
clearer. 


And it boils and it roars, and it hisses and 
seethes, 
As when water and fire first blend ; 
To the sky spurts the foam in steam-laden 
wreaths, 
And wave presses hard upon wave without 
end. 
And, with the distant thunder’s dull sound 
From the ocean-womb they all-bellowing 
bound. 
And lo! from the darkly flowing tide 
Comes a vision white as a swan, 
And an arm and a glistening neck are descried, 
With might and with active zeal steering on ; 
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And ’tis Ae, and behold! his left hand on high | 


Waves the goblet, while beaming with joy is 
his eye. 
Then breathes he deeply, then breathes he 
long, 
And blesses the light of the day ; 
While gladly exclaim to each other the throng, 
‘‘He lives! he is here! he is mot the sea’s 
prey! 
From the tomb, from the eddying waters’ con- 
trol, 
The brave one has rescued his living soul !”’ 


And he comes, and they joyously round him 
stand ; 
At the feet of the monarch he falls,— 
The goblet he, kneeling, puts in his hand, 
And the King to his beauteous daughter calls, 
Who fills it with sparkling wine to the brim; 
The youth turns to the monarch, and speaks 
thus to him:— 


‘‘Long life to the King! Let all those be glad 
Who breathe in the light of the sky! 
For below all is fearful, of moment sad ; 
Let not man to tempt the immortals e’er try, 
Let him never desire the thing to see 
That with terror and night they veil graciously. 


‘“«T was torn below with the speed of light, 
When out of a cavern of rock 
Rush’d tow’rds me a spring of furious might ; 
I was seiz’d by the twofold torrent’s wild 
shock, 
And like a top, with a whirl and a bound, 
Despite all resistance, was whirl’d around. 


‘«Then God pointed out,—for to Him I cried 
In that terrible moment of need,— 
A craggy reef in the gulf’s dark side ; 
I seiz’d it in haste, and from death was then 
freed. 
And there, on sharp corals, was hanging the 
cup,— 
The fathomless pit had else swallow’d it up. 


‘For under me lay it, still mountain-deep, 

In a darkness of purple-ting’d dye, 
And though to the ear all might seem then 

asleep 

With shuddering awe ’twas seen by the eye 
How the salamanders’ and dragons’ dread 
. forms 

Fill’d those terrible jaws of hell with their 
swarms. 


“There crowded, in union fearful and black, 
In a horrible mass entwin’d, 

The rock-fish, the ray with the thorny back, 
And the hammer-fish’s mis-shapen kind, 

And the shark, the hyena dread of the sea, 

With his angry teeth, grinn’d fiercely on me. 
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‘« There hung I, by fulness of terror possess’ d, 
Where all human aid was unknown, 
Amongst phantoms, the only sensitive breast, 
In that fearful solitude all alone, 
Where the voice of mankind could not reach 
to mine ear, 
’Mid the monsters foul of that wilderness drear. 


«Thus shudd’ring methought—when a Some- 
thing crawl’d near, 
And a hundred limbs it out-flung, 
And at me it snapp’d;—in my mortal fear, 
I left hold of the coral to which I had clung ; 
Then the whirlpool seiz’d on me with mad- 
den’d roar, 
Yet ’twas well, for it brought me to light once 
more.”’ 


The story in wonderment hears the King, 
And he says, ‘‘ The cup is thine own, 
And I purpose also to give thee this ring, 
Adorn’d with a costly, a priceless stone, 
If thou’lt try once again, and bring word to 
me 
What thou saw’st in the nethermost depths of 
the sea.”’ 


His daughter hears this with emotions soft, 
And with flattering accent prays she: 
‘« That fearful sport, father, attempt not too oft! 
What none other would dare, he hath ven- 
tur’d for thee: j 
If thy heart’s wild longings thou canst not 
tame, 
Let the knights, if they can, put the squire to 
shame.”’ 
The King then seizes the goblet in haste, 
In the gulf he hurls it with might: 
‘‘When the goblet once more in my hands 
thou hast plac’d, 
Thou shalt rank at my court as the noblest 
knight, 
And her asa bride thou shalt clasp e’en to-day, 
Who for thee with tender compassion doth 
pray.’’ 
Then a force, as from Heaven, descends on 
him there, 
And lightning gleams in his eye, 
And blushes he sees on her features so fair, 
And he sees her turn pale, and swooning lie ; 
Then eager the precious guerdon to win, 
For life or for death, lo! he plunges him in! 


The breakers they hear, and the breakers return, 
Proclaim’d by a thundering sound ; 
They bend o’er the gulf with glances that 
yearn, 
And the waters are pouring in fast around ; 
Though upwards and downwards they rush 
and they rave, 
The youth is brought back by no kindly wave. 
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CHE RATGH TRO TOGGENBURG. 


A BALUAD; 


66 CAN love thee well, believe me, 
As a sister true; 


Other love, Sir Knight, would grieve 


me, 
Sore my heart would rue. 
Calmly would I see thee going, 
Calmly, too, appear ; 
For those tears in silence flowing 
Find no answer here.’’ 


Thus she speaks,—he hears her sadly,— 
How his heartstrings bleed !— 

In his arms he clasps her madly, 
Then he mounts his steed. 

From the Switzer land collects he 
All his warriors brave ;— 

Cross on breast, their course dire¢ts he 
To the Holy Grave. 





In triumphant march advancing, 
Onward moves the host, 

While their morion plumes are dancing 
Where the foes are most. 

Mortal terror strikes the Paynim 
At the chieftain’s name; 

But the knight’s sad thoughts enchain him 
Grief consumes his frame. 


Twelve long months, with courage daring, 
Peace he strives to find ; 
Then at last, of rest despairing, 
Leaves the host behind ; 
Sees a ship, whose sails are swelling, 
Lie on Joppa’s strand ! 
Ships him homeward for her dwelling, 
In his own lov’d land. 
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Now behold the pilgrim weary 
At her castle gate! 

But alas! these accents dreary 
Seal his mournful fate :— 


‘‘She thou seek’st, her troth hath plighted 


To all-gracious Heaven ; 
To her God she was united 
Yesterday at even!”’ 


To his father’s home for ever 
Bids he now adieu; 

Sees no more his arms and beaver, 
Nor his steed so true. 

Then descends he, sadly, slowly,— 
None suspect the sight,— 

For a garb of penance lowly 
Wears the noble knight. 


Soon he now, the tempest braving, 
Builds a humble shed, 

Where, o’er lime-trees darkly waving, 
Peeps the convent’s head. 

From the orb of day’s first gleaming, 
Till his race has run, 

Hope in ev’ry feature beaming, 
There he sits alone. 
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Tow’rd the convent straining ever 
His unwearied eyes,— 

From her casement looking never 
Till it open flies, 

Till the lov’d one, soft advancing, 
Shows her gentle face, 

O’er the vale her sweet eye glancing, 
Full of angel-grace. 


Then he seeks his bed of rushes, 
Still’d all grief and pain, 
Slumbering calm, till morning’s blushes 
Waken life again. 
Days and years fleet on, yet never 
Breathes he plaint or sighs, 
On her casement gazing ever, 
Till it open flies, 


Till the lov’d one, soft advancing, 
Shows her gentle face, 

O’er the vale her sweet eye glancing, 
Full of angel-grace. 

But, at length, the morn returning 
Finds him dead and chill,— 

Pale and wan, his gaze, with yearning, 
Seeks her casement still ! 














DEESTiGHa~ WITH THE DRAGON, 





\ J HY run the crowd? What means the 
throng 
That rushes fast the streets along? 

Can Rhodes a prey to flames, then, be? 
In crowds they gather hastily, 
And, on his steed, a noble knight 
Amid the rabble, meets my sight ; 
Behind him—prodigy unknown !— 
A monster fierce they’re drawing on; 
A dragon seems it by its shape, 

With wide and crocodile-like jaw, 
And on the knight and dragon gape, 
In turns, the people, fill’d with awe. 


And thousand Voices shout with glee :— 
“The fiery dragon come and see, 
Who hind and flock tore limb from limb!— 
The hero see, who vanquish’d him! 
Full many a one before him went, 
To dare the fearful combat bent, 
But none return’d home from the fight ; 
Honor ye, then, the noble knight !”’ 
And tow’rd the convent move they all, 
While met in hasty council there 
The brave knights of the Hospital, - 
St. John the Baptist’s Order, were. 


Up to the noble Master sped 
The youth, with firm but modest tread ; 
The people follow’d with wild shout, 
And stood the landing-place about, 
While thus outspoke that Daring One :— 
*¢My knightly duty I have done. 
The dragon that laid waste the land 
Has fallen ’neath my conquering hand. 
The way is to the wanderer free, 

The shepherd o’er the plains may rove ; 
Across the mountains joyfully 

The pilgrim to the shrine may move.”’ 


But sternly look’d the prince, and said: 

‘¢ The hero’s part thou well hast play’d; 
By courage is the true knight known,— 
A dauntless spirit thou hast shown. 

Yet speak! What duty first should he 
Regard, who would Christ’s champion be, 








Who wears the emblem of the Cross?’’— 
And all turn’d pale at his discourse. 
Yet he replied, with noble grace, 
While blushingly he bent him low: 
““'That he deserves so proud a place 
Obedience best of all can show.’’ 


‘“My son,’’ the Master answering spoke, 
““Thy daring act this duty broke. 
The conflict that the law forbade 
Thou hast with impious mind essay’d.’’— 
‘Lord, judge when all to thee is known,”’ 
The other spake, in steadfast tone,— 
‘*For I the law’s commands and will 
Purpos’d with honor to fulfil. 
I went not out with heedless thought, 
Hoping the monster dread to find; 
To conquer in the fight I sought 
By cunning, and a prudent mind. 


‘< Five of our noble Order, then 
(Our faith could boast no better men), 
Had by their daring lost their life, 
When thou forbadest us the strife. 
And yet my heart I felt a-prey 
To gloom, and panted for the fray ; 
Ay, even in the stilly night, 
In vision gasp’d I in the fight ; 
And when the glimm’ring morning came, 
And of fresh troubles knowledge gave, 
A raging grief consum’d my frame, 
And I resolv’d the thing to brave, 


«And to myself I thus began: 
‘What is’t adorns the youth, the man? 
What actions of the heroes bold, 
Of whom in ancient song we’re told, 
Blind heathendom rais’d up on high 
To god-like fame and dignity? 
The world, by deeds known far and wide, 
From monsters fierce they purified ; 
The lion in the fight they met, 

And wrestled with the Minotaur, 
Unhappy victims free to set, _ 

And were not sparing of their gore. 
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«¢¢ Are none but Saracens to feel 

The prowess of the Christian steel ? 

False idols only shall he brave? 

His mission is the world to save; 

To free it, by his sturdy arm, 

From ev’ry hurt, from ev’ry harm; 

Yet wisdom must his courage bend, 

And cunning must with strength contend. 

Thus spake I oft, and went alone 
The monster’s traces to espy ; 

When on my mind a bright light shone,— 
‘T have it!’ was my joyful cry. 


‘*To thee I went, and thus I spake: 
‘My homeward journey I would take.’ 
Thou, lord, didst grant my prayer to me,— 
Then safely travers’d I the sea; 
And, when I reach’d my native strand, 
I caus’d a skilful artist’s hand 
To make a dragon’s image, true 
To Ais that now so well I knew. 
On feet of measure short was plac’d 
Its lengthy body’s heavy load; 
A scaly coat of mail embrac’d 
The back, on which it fiercely show’d. 
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‘‘Tts stretching neck appear’d to swell, 
And, ghastly as a gate of hell, 
Its fearful jaws were open wide, 
As if to seize the prey it tried ; 
And in its black mouth, rang’d about, 
Its teeth in prickly rows stood out ; 
Its tongue was like a sharp-edg’d sword, 
And lightning from its small eyes pour’d: 
A serpent’s tail of many a fold 
Ended its body’s monstrous span, 
And round itself with fierceness roll’d, 
So as to clasp both steed and man. 


‘<T form’d the whole to nature true, 

In skin of grey and hideous hue; 

Part dragon it appear’d, part snake, 

Engender’d in the poisonous lake. 

And, when the figure was complete, 

A pair of dogs I chose me, fleet, 

Of mighty strength, of nimble pace, 

Inur’d the savage boar to chase ; 

The dragon, then, I made them bait, 
Inflaming them to fury dread, 

With their sharp teeth to seize it straight, 
And with my voice their motions led. 
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«And, where the belly’s tender skin 

Allow’d the tooth to enter in, 

I taught them how to seize it there, 

And, with their fangs, the part to tear. 

I mounted, then, my Arab steed, 

The offspring of a noble breed ; 

My hand a dart on high held forth, 

And, when I had inflam’d his wrath, 

I stuck my sharp spurs in his side, 
And urg’d him on as quick as thought, 

And hurl’d my dart in circles wide, 
As if to pierce the beast I sought. 


«‘And though my steed rear’d high in pain, 
And champ’d and foam’d beneath the rein, 
And though the dogs howl’d fearfully, 
Till they were calm’d ne’er rested I. 
This plan I ceaselessly pursu’d, 
Till thrice the moon had been renew’d ; 
And when they had been duly taught, 
In swift ships here I had them brought ; 
And since my foot these shores has press’d, 
Flown has three morning’s narrow span ; 
I scarce allow’d my limbs to rest 
Ere I the mighty task began. 


‘For hotly was my bosom stirr’d 
When of the land’s fresh grief I heard ; 
Shepherds of late had been his prey, 
When in the marsh they went astray. 
I form’d my plans then hastily,— 
My heart was all that counsel’d me. 
My squires instructing to proceed, 
I sprang upon my well-train’d steed, 
And, follow’d by my noble pair 
Of dogs, by secret pathways rode, 
Where not an eye could witness bear, 
To find the monster’s fell abode. 


“Thou, lord, must know the chapel well, 
Pitch’d on a‘rocky pinnacle, 
That overlooks the distant isle ; 
A daring mind ’twas rais’d the pile. 
Though humble, mean, and small it shows, 
Its walls a miracle enclose,— 
The Virgin and her Infant Son, 
Vow’d by the three Kings of Cologne. 
By three times thirty steps is led 
The pilgrim to the giddy height; 
Yet, when he gains it with bold tread, 
He’s quicken’d by his Saviour’s sight. 


«Deep in the rock to which it clings, 
A cavern dark its arms outflings, : 
Moist with the neighboring moorland’s dew, 








Diino Ph LOD; 


Where heaven’s bright rays can ne’er pierce 
through. 
There dwelt the monster, there he lay, 
His spoil awaiting, night and day; 
Like the hell-dragon, thus he kept 
Watch near the shrine, and never slept ; 
And if a hapless pilgrim chanc’d 
To enter on that fatal way, 
From out his ambush quick advanc’d 
The foe, and seiz’d him as his prey. 


“¢T mounted now the rocky height, 
Ere I commenc’d the fearful fight ; 
There knelt I to the Infant Lord, 
And pardon for my sins implor’d. 
Then in the holy fane I plac’d 
My shining armor round my waist, 
My right hand grasp’d my javelin,— 
The fight then went I to begin; 
Instructions gave my squires among, 
Commanding them to tarry there ; 
Then on my steed I nimbly sprung, 
And gave my spirit to God’s care. 


“Soon as I reach’d the level plain, 
My dogs found out the scent amain ; 
My frighten’d horse soon rear’d on high,— 
His fear I could not pacify, 
For, coil’d up in a circle, lo! 
There lay the fierce and hideous foe, 
Sunning himself upon the ground. 
Straight at him rush’d each nimble hound ; 
Yet thence they turn’d, dismay’d and fast, 
When he his gaping jaws op’d wide, 
Vomited forth his poisonous blast, 
And like the howling jackal cried. 


«< But soon their courage I restor’d; 
They seiz’d with rage the foe abhorr’d, 
While I against the beast’s loins threw 
My spear with sturdy arm and true: 
But, powerless as a bulrush frail, 
It bounded from his coat of mail; 
And ere I could repeat the throw, 
My horse reel’d wildly to and fro 
Before his basilisk-like look, 
And at his poison-teeming breath,— 
Sprang backward, and with terror shook, 
While I seem’d doom’d to certain death. 


‘‘Then from my steed I nimbly sprung, 
My sharp-edg’d sword with vigor swung ; 
Yet all in vain my strokes I plied,— 

I could not pierce his rock-like hide. 
His tail with fury lashing round, 

Sudden he bore me to the ground 
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His jaws then opening fearfully, 
With angry teeth he struck at me; 
But now my dogs, with wrath new-born, 
Rush’d on his belly with fierce bite, 
So that, by dreadful anguish torn, 
He howling stood before my sight. 


‘‘And ere he from their teeth was free, 
I rais’d myself up hastily, 
The weak place of the foe explor’d, 
And in his entrails plung’d my sword, 
Sinking it even to the hilt ; 
Black-gushing forth, his blood was spilt. 
Down sank he, burying in his fall 
Me with his body’s giant ball, 
So that my senses quickly fled ; 
And when I woke with strength renew’d, 
The dragon in his blood lay dead, 
While, round me group’d, my squires all 
stood.”’ 


The joyous shouts, so long suppress’d, 
Now burst from ev’ry hearer’s breast, 
Soon as the knight these words had spoken ; 
And ten times ’gainst the high vault broken, 
The sound of mingl’d voices rang 
Re-echoing back with hollow clang. 
The Order’s sons demand in haste, 
That with a crown his brow be grac’d, 
And gratefully in triumph now 

The mob the youth would bear along— 
When lo! the Master knit his brow, 

And call’d for silence ’mongst the throng. 


And said, ‘‘ The dragon that this land 
Laid waste, thou slew’st with daring hand; 
Although the people’s idol thou, 
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The Order’s foe I deem thee now. 
Thy breast has to a fiend more base 
Than e’en this dragon given place. 
The serpent that the heart most stings, 
And hatred and destruction brings, 
That spirit is, which stubborn hes, 

And impiously casts off the rein, 
Despising order’s sacred ties ; 

Tis chat destroys the world amain. 


‘‘The Mameluke makes of courage boast, 
Obedience decks the Christian most ; 
For where our great and blessed Lord 
As a mere servant walk’d abroad, 
The Fathers, on that holy ground, 
This famous Order chose to found, 
That arduous duty to fulfil 
To overcome one’s own self-will ! 
"Twas idle glory mov’d thee there: 
So take thee hence from out my sight! 
For who the Lord’s yoke cannot bear, 
To wear his cross can have no right.’’ 


A furious shout now raise the crowd, 
The place is fill’d with outcries loud ; 
The Brethren all for pardon cry; 
The youth in silence droops his eye— 
Mutely his garment from him throws, 
Kisses the Master’s hand, and—goes. 
But he pursues him with his gaze, 
Recalls him lovingly, and says: 
‘Let me embrace thee now, my son! 
The harder fight is gain’d by thee. 
Take, then, this cross—the guerdon won 
By self-subdu’d humility.’’ 





86 




















FRIDOLIN: 


OR, 


THE WALK TO THE IRON FOUNDRY. 


GENTLE page was Fridolin, 
And he his mistress dear, 


Savern’s fair Countess, honor’d in 


All truth and godly fear. 
She was so meek, and, ah! so good! 
Yet each wish of her wayward mood, 
He would have studied to fulfil, 
To please his God, with earnest will. 


From the first hour when daylight shone 

Till rang the vesper-chime, 

He liv’d but for her will alone, 

And deem’d e’én shat scarce time. 
And if she said, ‘‘ Less anxious be!’”’ 
His eye then glisten’d tearfully, 

Thinking that he in duty fail’d, 

And so before no toil he quail’d. 








And so, before her serving train, 
The Countess lov’d to raise him; 

While fer fair mouth, in endless strain, 
Was ever wont to praise him. 

She never held him as her slave, 

Her heart a child’s-rights to him gave; 
Her clear eye hung in fond delight 
Upon his well-form’d features bright. 


Soon in the huntsman Robert’s breast 
Was poisonous anger fir’d ; 
His black soul, long by lust possess’d, 
With malice was inspir’d ; 
He sought the Count, whom, quick in deed, 
A traitor might with ease mislead, 
As once from hunting home they rode, 
And in his heart suspicion sow’d. 
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‘Happy art thou, great Count, in truth,” 
Thus cunningly he spoke ; 
‘For ne’er mistrust’s envenom’d tooth 
Thy golden slumbers broke ; 
A noble wife thy love rewards, 
And modesty her person guards. 
The Tempter will be able ne’er 
Her true fidelity to snare.”’ 


A gloomy scowl the Count’s eye fill’d: 
‘‘What’s this thou say’st to me? 

Shall I on woman’s virtue build, 
Inconstant as the sea? 

The flatterer’s mouth with ease may lure ; 

My trust is plac’d on ground more sure. 
No one, methinks, dare ever burn 
To tempt the wife of Count Savern.”’ 


The other spoke: ‘‘ Thou sayest it well; 
The fool deserves thy scorn 

Who ventures on such thoughts to dwell, 
A mere retainer born,— 

Who to the lady he obeys 

Fears not his wishes’ lust to raise.’’— 
‘‘What!’’ tremblingly the Count began, 
‘Dost speak, then, of a living man?’’— 


‘«Ts, then, the thing, to all reveal’d, 
Hid from my master’s view? 

Yet, since with care from thee conceal’d, 
I’d fain conceal it too.’’— 

‘«Speak quickly, villain! speak or die!’’ 

Exclaim’d the other fearfully. 
‘©Who dares to look on Cunigond?”’ 
*«’ Tis the fair page that is so fond.’’ 


“*He’s not ill-shap’d in form, I wot,”’ 
He craftily went on; 

The Count meanwhile felt cold and hot, 
By turns in ev’ry bone. 

‘«Ts’t possible thou seest not, sir, 

How he has eyes for none but her?— 
At table ne’er attends to thee, 
But sighs behind her ceaselessly ? 


‘“Behold the rhymes that from him came 

- His passion to confess’’— 

“Confess !’’—‘‘And for an answering flame,— 
The impious knave !—to press. 

My gracious lady, soft and meek, 

Through pity, doubtless, fear’d to speak ; 
That it has ’scap’d me, sore I rue; 
What, lord, canst thou to help it do?”’ 
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Into the neighboring wood then rode 
The Count, inflam’d with wrath, 

Where, in his iron-foundry, glow’d 
The ore, and bubbl’d forth. 

The workmen here, with busy hand, 

The fire both late and early fann’d. 
The sparks fly out, the bellows ply, 
As if the rock to liquefy. 


The fire and water’s might twofold 
Are here united found ; 

The mill-wheel, by the flood seiz’d hold, 
Is whirling round and round ; 

The works are clatt’ring night and day, 
With measur’d stroke the hammers play, 
And, yielding to the mighty blows, 

The very iron plastic grows. 


Then to two workmen beckons he, 
And speaks thus in his ire: 
‘«'The first who’s hither sent by me 
Thus of ye to inquire: 
‘Have ye obey’d my lord’s word well?’ 
Him cast ye into yonder hell, 
That into ashes he may fly, 
And ne’er again torment mine eye!’’ 


Th’ inhuman pair were overjoy’d, 
With devilish glee possess’d: 

For as the iron, feeling void, 
Their heart was in their breast. 

And brisker with the bellows’ blast, 

The foundry’s womb now heat they fast, 
And with a murderous mind prepare 
To offer up the victim there. 


Then Robert to his comrade spake, 
With false hypocrisy: 

‘‘Up, comrade, up! no tarrying make! 
Our lord has need of thee.’’ 

The lord to Fridolin then said: 

“The pathway tow’rd the foundry tread, 
And of the workmen there inquire, 
If they have done their lord’s desire.’’ 


The other answer’d, ‘‘ Be it so!”’ 
But o’er him came this thought, 
When he was all-prepar’d to go, 
‘Will she command me aught?’’ 
So to the Countess straight he went: 
“I’m to the iron-foundry sent ; 
Then say, can I do aught for thee? 
For thou ’tis who commandest me.’’ 
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To this the Lady of Savern 
Replied in gentle tone: 
‘*To hear the holy mass I yearn, 
For sick now lies my son; 
So go, my child, and when thou’rt there, 
Utter for me a humble prayer, 
And of thy sins think ruefully, 
That grace may also fall on me.”’ 


And in this welcome duty glad, 
He quickly left the place; 

But ere the village bounds he had 
Attain’d with rapid pace, 

The sound of bells struck on his ear, 

From the high belfry ringing clear, 
And ev’ry sinner, mercy-sent, 
Inviting to the sacrament. 


‘Never from praising God refrain 
Where’er by thee He’s found !”’ 
He spoke, and stepp’d into the fane, 

But there he heard no sound ; 

For ’twas the harvest time, and now 
Glow’d in the fields the reaper’s brow; 
No choristers were gather’d there, 

The.duties of the mass to share. 


The matter paus’d he not to weigh, 
But took the sexton’s part ; 
‘«'That thing,’’ he said, ‘‘ makes no delay 
Which heav’nward guides the heart.’’ 
Upon the priest, with helping hand, 
He plac’d the stole and sacred band, 
The vessels he prepar’d beside, 
That for the mass were sanctified. 


And when his duties here were o’er, 
Holding the mass-book, he, : 
Minist’ring to the priest, before 
The altar bow’d his knee, 
And knelt him left, and knelt him right, 
While not a look escap’d his sight, 
And when the holy Sancrus came, 
The bell rang thrice he at the name. 


And when the priest, bow’d humbly too, 
In hand uplifted high, 
Facing the altar, show’d to view 
The Present Deity, 
The sacristan proclaim’d it well, 
Sounding the clearly-tinkling bell, 
While all knelt down, and beat the breast, 
And with a cross the Host confess’ d. 
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The rites thus serv’d he, leaving none, 
With quick and ready wit; 
Each thing that in God’s house is done, 
He also practis’d it. 
Unweariedly he labor’d thus, 
Till the Vopiscum Dominus, 
When tow’rd the people turn’d the priest, 
Bless’d them,—and so the service ceas’d. 


Then he dispos’d each thing again, 
In fair and due array; 

First purified the holy fane, 
And then he went his way, 

And gladly, with a mind at rest, 

On to the iron-foundry press’d, 
Saying the while, complete to be, 
Twelve paternosters silently. 


And when he saw the furnace smoke, 
And saw the workmen stand, 
‘Have ye, ye fellows,’’ thus he spoke, 
‘‘Obey’d the Count’s command ?’’ 
Grinning they ope the orifice, 
And point into the fell abyss: 
‘‘He’s car’d for—all is at an end! 
The Count his servants will commend.’’ 


The answer to his lord he brought, 
Returning hastily, 

Who, when his form his notice caught, 
Could scarcely trust his eye: 

‘‘Unhappy one! whence comest thou?’’— 
‘Back from the foundry ’’—‘‘ Strange, I vow! 
Hast in thy journey, then, delay’d?’’— 

‘‘’Twas only, lord, till I had pray’d. 


‘For when I from thy presence went 
(Oh, pardon me!), to-day, 

As duty bid, my steps I bent 
To her whom I obey. 

She told me, lord, the mass to hear, 

I gladly to her wish gave ear, 
And told four rosaries at the shrine, 
For her salvation and for thine.”’ 


In wonder deep the Count now fell. 

And, shudd’ring, thus spake he: 
«And, at the foundry, quickly tell, 

What answer gave they thee?’”’ 
‘“Obscure the words they answer’d in,— 
Showing the furnace with a grin: 

‘He’s car’d for—all is at an end! 

The Count his servants will commend.’ ”’ 
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«And Robert?’’ interrupted he, 
While deadly pale he stood,— 
‘Did he not, then, fall in with thee! 
I sent him to the wood.’’— 
‘‘Lord, neither in the wood nor field 
Was trace of Robert’s foot reveal’d.’’— 
‘“‘Then,’’ cried the Count, with awe-struck 
mien, 
‘‘Great God in 
been !’’ 


heav’n his judge hath 


With kindness he before ne’er prov’d, 
He led him by the hand 

Up to the Countess,—deeply mov’d,— 
Who nought could understand. 


| «This child, let him be dear to thee, 
| No angel is so pure as he! 


Though we may have been counsel’d ill, 
God and his hosts watch o’er him still.”’ 
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OF HAPSBURG. 


A BALLAD: 


T Aix-la-Chapelle, in imperial array, 
In its halls renown’d in old story, 
At the coronation banquet so gay 
King Rudolf was sitting in glory. 
The meats were serv’d up by the Palsgrave of 
Rhine, 
The Bohemian pour’d out the bright sparkling 
wine, 
And all the Eleétors, the seven, 
Stood waiting around the world-governing 
One, 
As the chorus of stars encircle the sun, 
That honor might duly be given. 


And the people the lofty balcony round 
In a throng exulting were filling ; 
While loudly were blending the trumpets’ 
glad sound, 
And the multitude’s voices so thrilling ; 
For the monarchless period, with horror rife, 
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Has ended now after long baneful strife, 
And the earth had a lord to possess her. 
No longer rul’d blindly the iron-bound spear, 
And the weak and the peaceful no longer 
need fear 
Being crush’d by the cruel oppressor. 


And the emperor speaks with a smile in his eye, 
While the golden goblet he seizes: 
“With this banquet in glory none other can vie, 
And my regal heart well it pleases ; 
Yet the minstrel, the bringer of joy, is not 
here, 
Whose melodious strains to my heart are so 
dear, 

And whose words heav’nly wisdom inspire ; 
Since the days of my youth it hath been my 
delight, . 
And that which I ever have lov’d as a knight, 

As amonarch [also require.”’ 
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And behold! ’mongst the princes who stand | 


round the throne 
Steps the bard, in his robe long and stream- 
ing, 
While, bleach’d by the years that have over 
him flown, 

His silver locks brightly are gleaming ; 
“Sweet harmony sleeps in the golden strings, 
The minstrel of true love reward ever sings, 

And adores what to virtue has tended— 
What the bosom may wish, what the senses 

hold dear ; 
But say, what is worthy the Emperor’s ear 

At this, of all feasts the most splendid ?”’ 


**No restraint would I place on the minstrel’s 
own choice,”’ 
Speaks the monarch, a smile on each feature ; 
«He obeys the swift hour’s imperious voice, 
Of a far greater lord is the creature. 
For, as through the air the storm-wind on- 
speeds,— 
One knows not from whence its wild roaring 
proceeds— 
As the spring from hid sources up-leaping, 
So the lay of the bard from the inner heart 
breaks— 
While the might of sensations unknown it 
awakes, 
That within us were wondrously sleeping.”’ 


Then the bard swept the chords with a finger 
of might, 
Evoking their magical sighing: 
“To the chase once rode forth a valorous 
knight, 
In pursuit of the antelope flying. 
His hunting-spear bearing, there came in his 
train 
His squire; and when o’er a wide-spreading 
plain 
On his stately steed he was riding, 
He heard in the distance a bell tinkling clear, 
And a priest, with the Host, he saw soon 
drawing near, 
While before him the sexton was striding. 


«‘And low to the earth the Count then inclin’d, 
Bar’d his head in humble submission, 
To honor, with trusting and Christian-like 
mind, 
What had sav’d the whole world from per- 
dition. 
But a brook o’er the plain was pursuing its 
course, 
That, swell’d by the mountain stream’s head- 
long force, : 
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Barr’d the wanderer’s steps with its current ; 
So the priest on one side the blest sacrament 


put, 

And his sandal with nimbleness drew from his 
foot, 

_ That he safely might pass through the 
torrent. 


«¢¢ What wouldst thou?’ 
thus began, 
His wond’ring look tow’rd him turning: 
‘My journey is, lord, to a dying man, 
Who for heavenly diet is yearning ; 
But when to the bridge o’er the brook I came 
nigh, 
In the whirl of the stream, as it madly rush’d 
by 
With furious might, ’twas uprooted. 
And so, that the sick the salvation may find 
That he pants for, I haste with resolute mind 
To wade through the waters barefooted.’ 


the Count to him 


“Then the Count made him mount on his 
stately steed, 
And the reins to his hands he confided, 
That he duly might comfort the sick in his 
need, 
And that each holy rite be provided. 
And himself, on the back of the steed of his 
squire, 
Went after the chase to his heart’s full desire, 
While the priest on his journey was speeding; 
And the following morning, with thankful 
look, © 
To the Count once again his charger he took, 
Its bridle with modesty leading. 


«¢¢God forbid that in chase or in battle,’ then 
cried 
The Count with humility lowly, 
‘The steed I henceforward should dare to 
bestride 
That hath borne my Creator so holy! 
And if, as a guerdon, he may not be thine, 
He devoted shall be to the service divine, 
Proclaiming /Z/s infinite merit, 
From whom I each honor and earthly good 
Have receiv’d in fee, and my body and blood, 
And my breath, and my life, and my 
spirit.’ 
“«¢Then may God, the sure rock, whom no 
time can e’er move, ooo 
And who lists to the wéak’s supplication, 
For the honor thou pay’st Him, permit thee 
to prove ; 
Honor here, and hereafter salvation! _ 
Thou’rt a powerful Count, and thy knightly 
command 
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Hath blazon’d thy fame thro’ the Switzer’s 
broad land ; 
Thou art blest with six daughters admir’d ; 
May they each in thy house introduce a bright 
crown, 
Filling ages unborn with their glorious re- 
nown’— 
Thus exclaim’d he in accents inspir’d.”’ 


And the Emperor sat there all-thoughtfully, 
While the dream of the past stood before 
him; 
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And when on the minstrel he turn’d his eye, 
His words’ hidden meaning stole o’er 


him ; 

For seeing the traits of the priest there re- 
veal’d, 

In the folds of his purple-dyed robe he con- 
ceal’d 


His tears as they swiftly cours’d down. 
And all on the Emperor wond’ringly gaz’d, 
And the blest dispensations of Providence 

prais’d, 

For the Count and the Caesar were one. 
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EFORE his lion-court, 
B Impatient for the sport, 
King Francis sat one day: 
The peers of his realm sat around, 


And in balcony high from the ground 
Sat the ladies in beauteous array. 


And when with his finger he beckon’d, 
The gate open’d wide in a second,— 
And in, with deliberate tread, 
Enters a lion dread, 
And looks around 
Yet utters no sound; 
Then long he yawns 
And shakes his mane, 
And, stretching each limb, 
Down lies he again. 


Again signs the king,— 

The next gate open flies, 
And, lo! with wild spring, 

A tiger out hies. 
When the lion he sees, loudly roars he about, 
And a terrible circle his tail traces out. 
Protruding his tongue, past the lion he walks, 
And, snarling with rage,round him warily stalks: 
Then, growling anew, 
On one side lies down too. 
Again signs the king,— 

And two gates open fly, 
And, lo! with one spring, 

Two leopards out hie. 
On ie ae they rush, for the fight nothing 

oth, 

But he with his paws seizes hold of them both. 
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And the lion, with roaring, gets up,—then all’s 
still ; 

The fierce beasts stalk around, madly thirsting 
to kill. 


From the balcony rais’d high above 
A fair hand lets fall now a glove 
Into the lists, where ’tis seen 

The lion and the tiger between. 


To the knight, Sir Delorges, in tone of jest, 
Then speaks young Cunigund fair ; 
“<Sir Knight, if the love that thou feel’st in 
thy breast 
Is as warm as thou’rt wont at each moment 
to swear, 
Pick up, I pray thee, the glove that lies 
there!” 


And the knight, in a moment, with dauntless 
tread, 
Jumps into the lists, nor seeks to linger, 
And from out the midst of those monsters dread 
Picks up the glove with a daring finger. 


And the knights and ladies of high degree 
With wonder and horror the a¢tion see. 
While he quietly brings in his hand the glove. 
The praise of his courage each mouth em- 
ploys ; 
Meanwhile, with a tender look of love, 
The promise to him of coming joys, 
Fair Cunigund welcomes him back to his place. 
But he threw the glove point-blank in her face: 
“Lady, no thanks from thee I’ll receive!”’ 
And that selfsame hour he took his leave. 
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THES GLOVE, 




















PHESVELLEDS STATUE AT SAIS. 


for knowledge 

To roam to Sais, in fair Egypt’s land, 
The priesthood’s secret learning to explore, 
Had pass’d thro’ many a grade with eager haste, 
And still was hurrying on with fond impatience. 
Scarce could the Hierophant impose a rein 
Upon his headlong efforts. ‘‘ What avails 
A part without a whole?’’ the youth exclaim’d; 
‘*Can there be here a lesser or a greater? 
The truth thou speak’st of, like mere earthly 

dross, 

Is’t but a sum that can be held by man 
In larger or in smaller quantity? 
Surely ’tis changeless, indivisible ; 
Deprive a harmony of but one note, 
Deprive the rainbow of one single color, 
And all that will remain is nought, so long 
As that one color, that one note, is wanting.”’ 


\ YOUTH, impell’d by burning thirst 


While thus they converse held, they chanc’d 
to stand 

Within the precinéts of a lonely temple, 

Where a veil’d statue of gigantic size 

The youth’s attention caught. In wonderment 

He turn’d him tow’rd his guide, and ask’d 
him, saying, 

«‘What form is that conceal’d beneath yon 
Weilr 

‘¢Truth!’’ was the answer. 
young man cried, 

«When I am striving after Truth alone, 

Seek’ st thou to hide that very Truth from me ?”’ 


‘¢What!’’ the 


‘The Godhead’s self alone can answer thee,”’ 

Replied the Hierophant. ‘‘‘Let no rash 
mortal ; 

Disturb this veil,’ said he, ‘till rais’'d by me; 





For he who dares with sacrilegious hand 
To move the sacred mystic covering, 


He’ —said the Godhead—’”’ ‘‘ Well?’’ — 
<¢¢will see the Truth.’ ’’ 
«Strangely oracular, indeed! And thou 


Hast never ventur’d, then, to raise the veil?’”’ 
“‘T? Truly not! I never even felt 

The least desire.’’—‘‘Is’t possible? If I 
Were sever’d from the Truth by nothing else 


Than this thin gauze—’’ ‘And a divine 
decree,”’ 
His guide broke in. ‘‘ Far heavier than thou 


think’ st 


Is this thin gauze, my son. Light to thy hand 


It may be—but most weighty to thy con- 


sclence.”’ 
The youth now sought his home, absorb’d 
in thought ; 
His burning wish to solve the mystery 
Banish’d all sleep; upon his couch he lay, 
Tossing his fev’rish limbs. When midnight 
came, 
He rose, and tow’rd the temple timidly, 
Led by a mighty impulse, bent his way. 
The walls he scal’d, and soon one active spring 
Landed the daring boy beneath the dome. 


Behold him now, in utter solitude, 

Welcom’d by nought save fearful, deathlike 
silence,— 

A silence which the echo of his steps 

Alone disturbs, as through the vaults he paces. 

Piercing an opening in the cupola, 

The moon cast down her pale and silv’ry 
beams, 

And, awful as a present deity, 

Glitt’ring amid the darkness of the pile, 

In its long veil conceal’d, the statue stands. 
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With hesitating step, he now draws near— 
His impious hand would fain remove the veil— 
Sudden a burning chill assails his bones, 

And then an unseen arm repulses him. 

“‘ Unhappy one,what would’st thou do?’’ Thus 
cries 

A faithful voice within his trembling breast. 

‘‘Wouldst thou profanely violate the All- 
Holy ?’’— 

‘«” Tis true the oracle declar’d, ‘Let none 

Venture to raise the veil till rais’d by me.’ 

But did the oracle itself not add, 

That he who did so would behold the Truth? 

Whate’er is hid behind, I’ll raise the veil.”’ 

And then he shouted: ‘‘ Yes! I will behold it!”’ 
































He speaks, and, with the word, lifts up the 
veil. 
Would you inquire what form there met his eye? 
I know not,—but when day appear’d, the 
priests 
Found him extended senseless, pale as death, 
Before the pedestal of Isis’ statue. 
What had been seen and heard by him, when 
there, 
He never would disclose, but from that hour 
His happiness in life had fled forever, 
And his deep sorrow soon conduéted him 
To an untimely grave. ‘‘ Woe to that man,”’ 
He, warning, said to ev’ry questioner, 
‘Woe to that man who wins the Truth by 


‘ ; ‘< Behold. it!” guilt, 
Repeats in mocking tone the distant echo. For Truth so gain’d will ne’er reward its 
owner.”’ 
ee 
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ARTIST: JOSEPH WATTER, - 


THE UNKNOWN MAIDEN. 








THES DIVISIONSOF THEOEARTH. 





from his throne in the skies 
To the children of man—‘ take 
the world I now give; 
It shall ever remain as your heirloom and prize. 
So divide it as brothers, and happily live.”’ 


G6, ‘AKE the world!’’ Zeus exclaim’d 


Then all who had hands sought their share to 
obtain, 
The young and the agéd made haste to 
appear ; 
The husbandman seiz’d on the fruits of the 
plain, 
The youth thro’ the forest ‘pursu’d the fleet 
deer. 


The merchant took all that ‘his warehouse 
could hold, 
The abbot selected the last year’s best wine, 
The king barr’d the bridges,—the highway’s 
control’d, 
And said: ‘‘Now remember, the tithes 
shall be mine!”’ 


But when the division long settled had been, 
The poet drew nigh from a far distant land ; 
But alas! not a remnant was now to be seen, 
Each thing on the earth own’d a master’s 
command. 





‘Alas! shall then I, of thy sons the most true, 
Shall I, ’mongst them all, be forgotten 
_alone?”’ 
Thus loudly he cried in his anguish, and threw 
Himself in despair before Jupiter’s throne. 


“<Tf thou in the region of dreams didst delay, 


Complain not of me,’’ the Immortal replied; 

‘‘When the world was apportion’d, where 
then wert thou, pray?”’ 

‘<I was,”’ said the poet, ‘‘ I was—by thy side! 


“Mine eye was then fix’d on thy features so 
bright, — 
Mine ear was entranc’d by thy harmony’s 
power; - 
Oh, pardon the spirit that, aw’d by thy light, 
All things of the earth could forget in that 
hour !”’ 


““What to do?’’ Zeus exclaim’d,—“ for the 
world has been given ; 
The harvest, the market, the chase, are not 
ineen 
But if thou with me wilt abide in my heaven, 
Whenever thou com’st, ’twill be open to 
thee!”’ 


——00 $,0-0—_—_ 


THE UNKNOWN MAIDEN. 





Appear’d with each returning spring, 
Soon as the lark began his strains, 
A maid, of beauty ravishing. 


I a deep vale, ’mongst simple swains, , 


That vale was not her native-place, |, 
And where she came from none could tell ; 
Yet of her steps was left no trace 
Soon as the maiden said farewell. 


Each heart was glad when she was seen, 
With nobler aspirations fir’d ; 

And yet her grace, her lofty mien. 
With silent awe each breast inspir’d. 





She with her brought both flowers and fruit, 
But ripen’d in far distant plains, 

Where warmer far the sunbeams shoot, 
Where a more bounteous nature reigns. 


Her gifts among them all she shar’d,— 

To some gave fruit, gave flowers to some ; 
The youth, the old man silver-hair’d, 

Alike rewarded sought their home. 


To her was welcome every guest ; 
Yet if approach’d a loving pair, 
To them she ever, gaye her best, 
The flowers her store contain’d most fair. 


ae pe oe 
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Wouldst thou here be like a deity, 
In the realm of death be free, 
Never seek to pluck its garden’s fruit! 
On its beauty thou may’st feast thine eye; 
Soon wild longing’s impulses will fly, 
And enjoyment’s transient bliss pollute. 
E’en the Styx, that nine times flows around, 
Ceres’ child’s return could not delay , 
But she grasp’d the apple,—and was bound 
Evermore by Orcus’ sway. 


Bodies only yonder powers can bind 
By whom gloomy fate is twin’d; 

But, set free from each restraint of time, 
Blissful Nature’s playmate, Form, so bright, 
Roams for ever o’er the plains of light, 

"Mongst the Deities, herself sublime. 
Wouldst thou on her pinions soar on high, 

Far away each earthly sorrow throw! 

To the ideal realm for refuge fly 

From this narrow life below! 


Free from earthly stain, and ever young, 
Blest Perfection’s rays among, 
There humanity’s fair form is view’d, 

As life’s silent phantoms brightly gleam 
While they wander near the Stygian stream, 
Or, as in the heav’nly fields they stood, 

Ere the great Immortal went its way 
Down to the sarcophagus so drear. 
If in life the confli¢t-scales still sway 
Doubtfully, the triumph’s here. 
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See ® VIER-CLEAR and smooth, and crystal-bright, 
’) Flows existence, zephyr-light, 
' In Olympus, where the blest recline. 
Moons revolve, and ages pass away ; 
Changelessly ’mid ever-rife decay 
Bloom the roses of their youth divine. 
Man has but a sad choice left him now, 
Sensual bliss and soul-repose-between ; 
But, upon the great Celestial’s brow, 
Wedded is their lustre seen. 


| Not to free the weary limbs from strife, 


Not to give the faint new life, 

Blooms the fragrant wreath of victory; 
Tho’ thy nerves may rest, yet, fierce and strong, 
In its stream life bears thee still along, 

In its whirling dance Time hurries thee. 
But should courage’ daring wing not brook 

Sad confinement’s painful sense to bear, 
Then the soaring Aim with joy may look 

Down from Beauty’s hill so fair. 


If ’tis good to govern and defend, 
Wrestlers bravely to contend 

On the path of fortune or renown,— 
Then let boldness wreak itself in force, 
And the chariots on the dust-strown course 

Blend together, as they thunder down. 
Courage only here the prize can find 

Of the victor in the Hippodrome,— 
Tis the strong alone who Fate can bind 

When the weak are overcome. 


But although, when rocks its bed enclose, 
Wildly foaming on it flows, 

Softly, smoothly runs life’s gentle stream 
Over Beauty’s silent shadow-land, 
While, upon its silvery waters’ strand, 

Hesper and Aurora paint each beam. 
Melted into soft and mutual love, 

Blended in the happy bond of grace, 
Fiery impulses here cease to move, 

And the foe has fled the place. 
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If to animate what erst was dead, 

If with matter now to wed, 
Aéctive genius kindles into flame, 

Let then industry strain ev’ry nerve, 

Let the thought’s courageous wrestling serve 
E’en the hostile element to tame. 

Truth’s deep-buried spring can only flow 
To the steadfast will, that wearies ne’er ; 

Only to the chisel’s heavy blow 
Yields the brittle marble e’er. 


Piercing even into Beauty’s sphere, 
In the dust still lingers here 
Gravitation, with the world it sways; 
Not from out the mass, with labor wrung, 
Light and graceful, as from nothing sprung, 
Stands the image to the ravish’d gaze. 
Mute is ev’ry struggle, ev’ry doubt, 
In the certain glow of victory ; 
While each witness hence is driven out 
Of frail man’s necessity. 


When thou seest the mighty precept plac’d 
In Humanity’s sad waste, 

Or when to the Holy, guilt draws nigh, 
Then thy virtue well may pallid be 
In the rays of truth,—despondingly 

From the Ideal shamefaced action fly. 
Nought created e’er surmounted this, 

Not a bark, no bridge’s span can bear 
Safely o’er that terrible abyss, 

And no anchor catches there. 


But, by fleeing from the sense confin’d 
To the freedom of the mind, 
Ev’ry dream of fear thou’lt find thence 
flown, 
And the endless depth itself will fill; 
If thou tak’st the Godhead in thy will, 
’Twill soar upwards from its earthly throne. 
Servile minds alone, that scorn its sway, 
Are subdu’d by precept’s rigid rod ; 
With the man’s resistance dies away 
E’en the glory of the God. 
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When thou art weigh’d down by human care, 
When the son of Priam there 
Strives against the snakes with speechless 
pain, 
Then let man revolt! Then let his cry 
To the canopy of heav’n mount high,— 
Let thy feeling heart be rent in twain! 
Let the radiant cheek of joy turn pale, 
Nature’s fearful voice triumphant be, 
And let holy sympathy prevail 
O’er thine immortality ! 


But in yonder blissful realms afar, 
Where the forms unsullied are, 
Sorrow’s mournful tempests cease to rave. 
There reflection cannot pierce the soul, 
Tears of anguish there no longer roll, 
Nought remains but mind’s resistance brave. 
Beauteous e’en as Iris’ color’d bow 
On the thunder-cloud’s soft vaporous dew, 
Glimm’ ring through the dusky veil of woe 
There is seen Rest’s radiant blue. 


Great Alcides erst in endless strife 
Trod the weary path of'life, 
Humbl’d e’en the coward’s slave to be,— 
Huge’d the lion, and the hydra fought ; 
Into Charon’s bark, he, dreading nought, 
Plung’d alive, that he his friend might free. 
All the heavy loads that earth brings forth, 
On the shoulders of the hated one, 
By the Goddess are heap’d up in wrath, 
Till at length his race is run. 


Till the God soars hence like some bright flame, 
Casting off his earthly frame, 
And the ether’s balmy incense drinks. 
In his new unwonted pinions glad, 
Upward flies he, and the vision sad 
Life had fashion’d, sinks, and sinks, and 
sinks. 
Harmony, that of Olympus speaks, _ 
Hails the blest one where Kronion lives, 
And the Goddess with the rosy cheeks 
Smilingly the chalice gives. 
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| y Parables and idles 


High o’er a grey and misty sea; 
E’en in a moment it appears, 
And rises upwards giddily. 


A BRIDGE of pearls its form uprears 


Beneath its arch can find a road 
The loftiest vessel’s mast most high, 
Itself hath never borne a load, 


And seems, when thou draw’st near, to fly. 


It comes first with the stream, and goes 
Soon as the wat’ry flood is dried. 

Where may be found this bridge, disclose, 
And who its beauteous form supplied ! 


Il. 


It bears thee many a mile away, 
And yet its place it changes ne’er; 
It has no pinions to display, 
And yet conduéts thee through the air. 
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It is the bark of swiftest motion 
That every weary wanderer bore ; 
With speed of thought the greatest ocean 
It carries thee in safety o’er ; 
One moment wafts thee to the shore. 


Ill. 


(rox? spacious meadow play 
Thousands of sheep, of silv’ry hue; 
And as we see them move to-day, 
The man most aged saw them too. 


They ne’er grow old, and, from a rill 
That never dries, their life is drawn ; 
A shepherd watches o’er them still, 
With curv’d and beauteous silver horn. 


He drives them out through gates of gold, 
And ev’ry night their number counts; 

Yet ne’er has lost, of all his fold, 
One lamb, though oft that path he mounts. 
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A hound attends him faithfully, 
A nimble ram precedes the way ; 

Canst thou point out that flock to me, 
And who the shepherd, canst thou say? 


iO 


Iv. 


THERE stands a dwelling, vast and tall, 
On unseen columns fair; 
No wanderer treads or leaves its hall, 
And none can linger there. 


Its wondrous structure first was plann’d 
With art no mortal knows; 

It lights the lamps with its own hand 
*Mongst which it brightly glows. 


It has a roof, as crystal bright, 
Form’d of one gem of dazzling light ; 
Yet mortal eye has ne’er 
Seen Him who plac’d it there. 
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Vv. 


WITHIN a well two buckets lie, 
One mounts, and one descends; 
When one is full, and rises high, 
The other downward wends. 


They wander ever to and fro— 

Now empty are, now overflow. 

If to the mouth thou liftest zz, 
That hangs within the dark abyss. 
In the same moment they can ne’er 
Refresh thee with their treasures fair. 


—:0:— 


VI. 


Kxow'st thou the form on tender ground? 
It gives itself its glow, its light ; 

And though each moment changing found, 
Is ever whole and ever bright. 

In narrow compass ’tis confin’d, 
Within the smallest frame it lies; 

Yet all things great that move thy mind, 
That form alone to thee supplies. 


And canst thou, too, the crystal name? 
No gem can equal it in worth; 

It gleams, yet kindles ne’er to flame, 
It sucks in even all the earth. 
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Within its bright and wondrous ring 
Is pictur’d forth the glow of heaven, 
And yet it mirrors back each thing 
Far fairer than to it ’twas given. 


—:0:— 


Vil. 


FoR ages an edifice here has been found, 
It is not a dwelling, it is not a fane; 
A horseman for hundreds of days may ride 
_round, 
Yet the end of his journey he ne’er can 
attain. 


Full many a century o’er it has pass’d, 
The might of the storm and of time it defies ; 
"Neath the rainbow of Heaven stands free to 
the last, — 
In the ocean it dips, and soars up to the 
skies. 


It was not vain glory that bade its erection, 

It serves as a refuge, a shield, a protection ; 
Its like on the earth never yet has been known 
And yet by man’s hand it is fashion’d alone. 


sO 


VIII. 


A MoNest all serpents there is one 
Born of no earthly breed ; 
In fury wild it stands alone, 
And in its matchless speed 


With fearful voice and headlong force 
It rushes on its prey, 

And sweeps the rider and his horse 
In one fell swoop away. 


The highest point it loves to gain; 
And neither bar nor lock 

Its fiery onslaught can restrain: 
And arms—invite its shock. 


It tears in twain like tender grass, 
The strongest forest-tree ; 

It grinds to dust the harden’d brass, 
Though stout and firm it be. 


And yet this beast, that none can tame, 
Its threat ne’er twice fulfils; 

It dies in its self-kindl’d flame, 
And dies e’en when it kills. 


— 0. 
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IX. 


WE children six our being had 
From a most strange and wondrous pair, 
Our mother ever grave and sad, 
Our father ever free from care. 


Our virtues we from both receive,— 
Meekness from fer, from Azm our light ; 
And so in endless youth we weave 
Round thee a circling figure bright. 


We ever shun the caverns black, 
And revel in the glowing day ; 

Tis we who light the world’s dark track, 
With our life’s clear and magic ray. 


Spring’s joyful harbingers are we, 
And her inspiring strains we swell ; 

And so the house of death we flee, 
For life alone must round us dwell. 


Without us is no perfect bliss, 
When man is glad, we, too, attend, 
And when a monarch worshipp’d is, 
To him our majesty we lend. 


X. 


HAT is the thing esteem’d by few? 
The monarch’s hand it decks with pride, 
Yet it is made to injure too, 
And to the sword is most allied. 


No blood it sheds, yet many a wound 
Inflicts,—gives wealth, yet takes from none ; 

Has vanquish’d e’en the earth’s wide round, 
And makes life’s current smoothly run. 


The greatest kingdoms it has fram’d, 
The oldest cities rear’d from dust, 

Yet war’s fierce torch has ne’er inflam‘d; 
Happy are they who in it trust! 


yeaa 


THIRD PERIOD: 
XI. 


LIVE within a dwelling of stone, 
There buried in slumber I dally ; 
Yet, arm’d with a weapon of iron alone, 
The foe to encounter I sally. 
At first I’m invisible, feeble, and mean, 
And o’er me thy breath has dominion ; 
I’m easily drown’d in a rain-drop e’en, 
Yet in victory waxes my pinion. 
When my sister, all-powerful, gives me her 
hand, 
To the terrible lord of the world I expand. 


XI. 


Ure? disk my course I trace, 
There restlessly forever flit ; 
Small is the circuit I embrace, 
Two hands suffice to cover it. 
Yet ere that field I traverse, I 
Full many a thousand mile must go, 
E’en though with tempest-speed I fly, 
Swifter than arrow from a bow. 





XIII. 


A BIRD it is, whose rapid motion 
With eagle’s flight divides the air; 
A fish it is, and parts the ocean, 
That bore a greater monster ne’er; 
An elephant it is, whose rider 
On his broad back a tower has put: 
’Tis like the reptile base, the spider, 
Whenever it extends its foot ; 
And when, with iron tooth projecting, 
It seeks its own life-blood to drain, 
On footing firm, itself erecting, 
It braves the raging hurricane. 
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AIL to thee, mountain belov’d, with 
thy glittering purple-dyed summit! 
Hail to thee also, fair sun, looking 
so lovingly on! 
Thee, too, I hail, thou smiling plain, and ye 
murmuring lindens, 
Ay, and the chorus so glad, cradl’d on 
yonder high boughs ; 
Thee, too, peaceable azure, in infinite measure 
extending 
Round the dusky-hued mount, over the 
forest so green,— 
Round about me, who now from my chamber’s 
confinement escaping, 
And from vain frivolous talk, gladly seek 
refuge with thee. 
Through me to quicken me runs the balsamic 
stream of thy breezes, 
While the energetical light freshens the gaze 
as it thirsts. 
Bright o’er the blooming meadow the change- 
able colors are gleaming, 
But the strife, full of charms, in its own 
grace melts away. 
Freely the plain receives me, with carpet far 
away reaching, 





Over its friendly green wanders the path- 
way along. 
Round me is humming the busy bee, and with 
pinion uncertain 
Hovers the butterfly gay over the trefoil’s 
red flow’r. 
Fiercely the darts of the sun fall on me,—the 
zephyr is silent, 
Only the song of the lark echoes athwart 
the clear air. 


Now from the neighboring copse comes a 
roar, and the tops of the alders 
Bend low down,—in the wind dances the 
silvery grass ; 
Night ambrosial circles me round; in the cool- 
ness so fragrant 
Greets me a beauteous roof, form’d by the 
beeches’ sweet shade. 
In the depths of the wood the landscape sud- 
denly leaves me, 
And a serpentine path guides up my foot- 
steps on high. 
Only by stealth can the light through the 
leafy trellis of branches 
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Sparingly pierce, and the blue smilingly 
peeps through the boughs. 
But in a moment the veil is rent, and the 
opening forest ee 
Suddenly gives back the day’s glittering 
brightness to me! 
Boundlessly seems the distance before my gaze 
to be stretching, 
And in a purple-ting’d hill terminates 
sweetly the world. 


Deep at the foot of the mountain, that under 
me falls away steeply, 
Wanders the greenish-hued stream, looking 
like glass as it flows. 


Endlessly under me see I the Aither, and | 


endlessly o’er me,— 
Giddily look I above, shudd’ringly look I 
below. 
But between the infinite height and the in- 
finite hollow 
Safely the wanderer moves over a well- 
guarded path. 
Smilingly past me are flying the banks all- 
teeming with riches, 
And the valley so bright boasts of its 
industry glad. 
See how yonder hedgerows that sever the 
farmer’s possessions 
Have by Demeter been work’d into the 
tapestried plain! 
Kindly decree of the law, of the Deity mortal- 
sustaining, 
Since from the brazen world Love vanish’d 
for ever away. 
But in freer windings the measur’d pastures 
are travers’d 
(Now swallow’d up in the wood, now climb- 
ing up to the hills) 
By a glimmering streak, the highway that 
knits lands together ; 
Over the smooth-flowing stream, quietly 
glide on the rafts. 


Ofttimes resound the bells of the flocks in the 
fields that seem living, 
And the shepherd’s lone song wakens the 
echo again. 
Joyous villages crown the stream, in the copse 
others vanish, 
While from the back of the mount, others 
plunge wildly below. 
Man still lives with the land in neighborly 
friendship united, 
And round his sheltering roof calmly repose 
still his fields ; 
Trustingly climbs the vine high over the low- 
reaching window, 
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While round the cottage the tree circles its 
far-stretching boughs. 
Happy race of the plain! 
to freedom, 
Thou and thy pastures with joy share in the 
limited law ; 
Bounded thy wishes all are by the harvest’s 
peaceable circuit, 
And thy lifetime is spent e’en as the task of 
the day! 


Not yet awaken’d 


But what suddenly hides the beauteous view? 
A strange spirit 
Over the still-stranger plain spreads itself 
quickly afar— 
Coyly separates now, what scarce had lovingly 
mingled, 
And ’tis the like that alone joins itself on to 
the like. 
Orders I see depicted; the haughty tribes of 
the poplars 
Marshal’d in regular pomp, stately and 
beauteous appear. 
All gives token of rule and choice, and all has 
its meaning,— 
’Tis this uniform plan points out the Ruler 
to me. 
Brightly the glittering domes in far -away 
distance proclaim him. 
Out of the kernel of rocks rises the city’s 
high wall. 
Into the desert without, the Fauns of the 
forest are driven, 
But by devotion is lent life more sublime to 
the stone. 
Man is brought into nearer union with man, 
and around him 
Closer, more actively wakes, swifter moves 
zm him the world. 
See! the emulous forces in fiery conflict are 
kindl’d, 
Much they effeét when they strive, more 
they effeét when they join.: 
Thousands of hands by ove spirit are mov’d, 
yet in thousands of bosoms 
Beats one heart all alone, by but one feeling 
inspir’d— 
Beats for their native land, and glows for 
their ancestors’ precepts ; 
Here on the well-belov’d spot, rest now 
their time-honor’d bones. 


Down from the heavens descends the blesséd 
troop of Immortals, 
In the bright circle divine making their 
festal abode; : 
Granting glorious gifts, they appear: and 
first of all, Ceres 
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Offers the gift of the plough, Hermes the 
anchor brings next, 
Bacchus the grape, and Minerva the verdant 
olive-tree’s branches, 
Even his charger of war brings there 
Poseidon as well. 
Mother Cybele yokes to the pole of her chariot 
the lions, 
And through the wide-open door comes as 
a citizen in. 
Sacred stones! ’Tis from ye that proceed 
Humanity’s founders, 


Morals and arts ye sent forth, e’en to the | 


ocean’s far isles. 
"Twas at these friendly gates that the law was 
spoken by sages ; 
In their Penates’ defence, heroes rush’d out 
to the fray. 
On the high walls appear’d the mothers, em- 
bracing their infants, 
Looking after the march, till in the distance 
"twas lost. 
Then in prayer they threw themselves down 
at the Deities’ altars, 
Praying for triumph and fame, praying for 
your safe return. 


Honor and triumph were yours, but nought 
return’d save your glory, 
And by a heart-touching stone, told are 
your valorous deeds. 
“Traveler! when thou com’st to Sparta, pro- 
claim to the people 
That thou hast seen us lie here, as by the 
law we were bid.”’ 
Slumber calmly, ye lov’d ones! for sprinkl’d 
o’er by your life-blood, 
Flourish the olive-trees there, joyously 
sprouts the good seed. 
In its possessions exulting, industry gladly is 
kindl’d, 
And from the sedge of the stream smilingly 
signs the blue God. 
Crushingly falls the axe on the tree, the Dryad 
sighs sadly ; 
Down from the crest of the mount plunges 
the thundering load. 
Wing’d by the lever, the stone from the rocky 
crevice is loosen’d ; 
Into the mountain’s abyss boldly the miner 
descends. 
Mulciber’s anvil resounds with the measur’d 
stroke of the hammer ; 
Under the fist’s nervous blow, spurt out the 
sparks of the steel. 
Brilliantly twines the golden flax round the 
swift-whirling spindles, 
Through the strings of the yarn whizzes the 
shuttle away. 





THIRD PERIOD: 


Far in the roads the pilot calls, and the vessels 
are waiting, 
That to the foreigner’s land carry the pro- 
duce of home ; 
Others gladly approach with the treasures of 
far-distant regions, 
High on the mast’s lofty head flutters the 
garland of mirth. 
See how yon markets, those centres of life and 
of gladness, are swarming! 
Strange confusion of tongues sounds in the 
wondering ear. 
On to the pile the wealth of the earth is heap’d 
by the merchant, 
All that the sun’s scorching rays bring forth 
on Africa’s soil, 
All that Arabia prepares, that the uttermost 
Thule produces, 
High with heart - gladdening stores fills 
Amalthéa her horn. 
Fortune wedded to Talent gives birth there to 
children immortal, 
Suckl’d in Liberty’s arms, flourish the Arts 
there of joy. 
With the image of life the eyes by the sculptor 
are ravish’d, 
And by the chisel inspir’d, speaks e’en the 
sensitive stone. 


Skies artificial repose on slender Ionian 
columns, 

And a Pantheon includes all that Olympus 
contains. 


Light as the rainbow’s spring through the air, 
as the dart from the bowstring, 
Leaps the yoke of the bridge over the 
boisterous stream. 


But in his silent chamber the thoughtful sage 
is projecting 
Magical circles, and steals e’en on the spirit 
that forms, 
Proves the force of matter, the hatreds and 
loves of the magnet, 
Follows the tune through the air, follows 
through ether the ray, 
Seeks the familiar law in chance’s miracles 
dreaded, 
Looks for the ne’er-changing pole in the 
phenomena’s flight. 
Bodies and voices are lent by writing to 
thought ever silent, 
Over the centuries’ 
eloquent page. 
Then to the wondering gaze dissolves the 
cloud of the fancy, 
And the vain phantoms of night yield to the 
dawning of day. 
Man now breaks through his fetters, the happy 
One! oh, let him never 


stream bears it the 
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Break from the bridle of shame, when from 
fear’s fetters he breaks! 
Freedom! is Reason’s cry,—ay, Freedom! 
The wild raging passions 
Eagerly cast off the bonds nature divine had 
impos’ d. 


Ah! in the tempest the anchors break loose, 
that warningly held him 
On to the shore, and the stream tears him 
along in its flood,— 
Into infinity whirls him,—the coasts soon 
vanish before him, 
High on the mountainous waves rocks all- 
dismasted the bark; 
Under the clouds are hid the steadfast stars 
of the chariot, 
Nought now remains,—in the breast even 
the God goes astray. 
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Truth disappears from language, from life all 
faith and all honor 
Vanish, and even the oath is but a lie on 
the lips. 
Into the heart’s most trusty bond, and into 
love’s secrets, 
Presses the sycophant base, tearing the 
friend from the friend. 
Treason on Innocence leers, with looks that 
seek to devour, 
And the fell slanderer’s tooth kills with its 
poisonous bite. 
In the dishonor’d bosom, thought is now venal, 
and love, too, 
Scatters abroad to the winds, feelings once 
God-like and free. 
All thy holy symbols, O Truth, Deceit has 
adopted, 
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And has e’en dar’d to pollute Nature’s own 
voices so fair, 
That the craving heart in the tumult of glad- 
ness discovers ; 
True sensations are now mute and can 
scarcely be heard. 
Justice boasts at the tribune, and Harmony 
vaunts in the cottage, 
While the ghost of the law stands at the 
throne of the king. 
Years together, ay, centuries long, may the 
mummy continue, 
And the deception endure, aping the fulness 
of life. 
Until Nature awakes, and with hands all- 
brazen and heavy 
*Gainst the hollow-form’d pile Time and 
Necessity strikes. 
Like a tigress, who, bursting the massive 
grating of iron, 
Of her Numidian wood suddenly, fearfully 
thinks,— 
So with the fury of crime and anguish, hu- 
manity rises, 
Hoping nature, long-lost, in the town’s 
ashes to find. 
Oh, then open, ye walls, and set the captive 
at freedom! 
To the long desolate plains let him in safety 
return ! 


But where am I? The path is now hid, 
declivities rugged 
Bar, with their wide-yawning gulfs, pro- 
gress before and behind. 
Now far behind me is left the gardens’ and 
hedges’ sure escort, 
Every trace of man’s hand also remains far 
behind. 
Only the matter I see pil’d up, whence life 
has its issue, 
And the raw mass of basalt waits for a 
fashioning hand. 





THIRD PERIOD. 


Down through its channel of rock the torrent 
roaringly rushes, 
Angrily forcing a path under the roots of 
the trees. 
is here wild and fearfully desolate. 
Nought but the eagle 
Hangs in the lone realms of air, knitting 
the world to the clouds. 
Not one zephyr on soaring pinion conveys to 
my hearing 
Echoes, however remote, marking man’s 
pleasures and pains. 
Am I in truth, then, alone? Within thine 
' arms, on thy bosom, 
Nature, I lhe once again!—Ah, and ’twas 
only a dream 
That assail’d me with horrors so fearful; 
with life’s dreaded phantom, 
And with the down-rushing vale, vanish’d 
the gloomy one too. 
Purer my life I receive again from thine altar 
unsullied,— 
Purer receive the bright glow 
youth’s hopeful days. 
Ever the will is changing its aim and its rule, 
while for ever, : 
In a still varying form, actions revolve 
round themselves. 
But in enduring youth, in beauty ever re- 
newing, 
Kindly Nature, with grace thou dost revere 
the old law! 
Ever the same, for the man in thy faithful 
hands thou preservest 
That which the child in its sport, that which 
the youth lent to thee; 
At the same breast thou dost suckle the cease- 
lessly varying ages ; 
Under the same azure vault, over the same 
verdant earth, 
Races, near and remote, in harmony wander 
together,— 
See, even Homer’s own sun looks on ws, 
too, with a smile! 
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ALL’D securely in the ground, 
Stands the mould of well-bak’d clay: 
Comrades, at your task be found! 
We must cast the Bell to-day! 
From the burning brow 
Sweat must run, I trow, 
Would we have our work commended— 
Siroeen ne Blessings must be heaven-descended. 
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A solemn word may well befit 
The task we solemnly prepare ; 
When goodly converse hallows it, 
The labor flows on gladly there. 
Let us observe with careful eyes 
What thro’ deficient strength escapes ; 
The thoughtless man we must despise, 
Who disregards the thing he shapes. 
This forms a man’s chief attribute, 
And Reason is to him assign’d 
That what his hand may execute, 
Within his heart, too, he should find. 


Heap ye up the pinewood first, 
Yet full dry it needs must be, 
That the smother’d flame may burst 
Fiercely through the cavity! 
Let the copper brew! 
Quick the tin add, too, 
That the tough bell-metal may 
Fuse there in the proper way! 
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The Bell that in the dam’s deep hole 

Our hands with help of fire prepare, 
From the high belfry-tower will toll, 

And witness of us loudly bear. 
Twill there endure till distant days, 

On many an ear its sounds will dwell, 
Sad wailings with the mourner raise,— 

The chorus of devotion swell. 
Whatever changeful fate may bring 

To be man’s portion here below, 
Against its metal crown will ring, 

And through the nations echoing go. 


Bubbles white I see ascend ; 
Good! the heap dissolves at last ; 
Let the potash with it blend, 
Urging on the fusion fast. 
Foam and bubble-free 
Must the mixture be, 
That from metal void of stain 
Pure and full may rise the strain. 
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For in a song with gladness rife 
The cherish’d child it loves to greet, 
When first he treads the path of life, 
Wrapt in the arms of slumbers sweet ; 
His coming fate of joy or gloom 
Lies buried in the future’s womb; 
The tender cares that mothers prove 
His golden morning guard with love: 
The years with arrowy swiftness fleet. 
The proud boy bids the maid adieu, 
And into life with wildness flies, 
The world on pilgrim’s-staff roams through,— 
Then as a stranger homeward hies ; 
And gracefully, in beauty’s pride, 
Like to some heav’nly image fair, 
Her modest cheeks with blushes dyed, 
He sees the maiden standing there. 
A nameless yearning now appears 
And fills his heart; alone he strays, 
His eyes are ever moist with tears, 
He shuns his brothers’ noisy plays; 
Her steps he blushingly pursues, 
And by her greeting is made blest, 
Gathers the flowers of fairest hues, 
With which to deck his true love’s breast. 
Oh, tender yearning, blissful hope, 
Thou golden time of love’s young day! 
Heav’n seems before the eye to ope, 
The heart in rapture melts away. 
Oh may it ever verdant prove, 
That radiant time of early love! 


Dusky-hued becomes each pipe! 
Let me plunge this rod in here: 
All for casting will be ripe 
When we see it glaz’d appear. 
Comrades, stand ye by! 
Now the mixture try, 
If the brittle will combine 
With the soft—propitious sign! 


For there is heard a joyous sound 

Where sternness is with softness bound, 
Where joins the gentle with the strong, 

Who binds himself for ever, he 

Should prove if heart and heart agree! 
The dream is short, repentance long. 


Through the bride’s fair locks so dear 
Twines the virgin chaplet bright, 
When the church-bells, ringing clear, 

To the joyous feast invite. 
Ah! life’s happiest festival 

Needs must end life’s happy May; 
With the veil and girdle, all 

Those sweet visions fade away. 
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Though passion may fly, 
Yet love must remain ; 
Though the flow’ret may die, 
Yet the fruit scents the plain. 
Man must gird for his race 
Through the stern paths of life, 
Midst turmoil and strife, 
Must plant and must form, 
Gain by cunning or storm ; 
Must wager and dare, 
Would he reach fortune e’er. 
Then wealth without ending upon him soon 
pours, 
His granaries all overflow with rich stores: 
The room is enlarged, and his house grows 
apace ; 
And o’er it is ruling 
The housewife so modest, 
His children’s dear mother ; 
And wisely she governs 
The circle of home. 
The maidens she trains, 
And the boys she restrains, 
Keeps plying for ever 
Her hands that flag never, 
And wealth helps to raise 
With her orderly ways; 
The sweet-scented presses with treasures piles 
high, 
Bids the thread round the fast-whirling spindle 
to fly ; 
The cleanly and bright-polish’d chest she 
heaps full 
With the flax white as snow, and the glisten- 
ing wool; 
All glitter and splendor ordains for the best, 
And takes no rest. 


And the father, with rapturous gaze, 
From the far-seeing roof of his dwelling, 
All his blossoming riches surveys ; 
Sees each projecting pillar and post, 
Sees his barns, that of wealth seem to boast ; 
Sees each storehouse, by blessings down-borne, 
And the billow-like waving corn,— 
Cries with exulting face: 
‘‘Firm as the earth’s firm base, 
*Gainst all misfortune’s powers 
Proudly my house now towers !’’— 
But with mighty destiny 
Union sure there ne’er can be; 
Woe advances rapidly. 


Let the casting be begun! 
Trac’d already is the breach; 

Yet before we let it run, 
Heaven’s protecting aid beseech! 
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Let the plug now fly! 

May God’s help be nigh! 
In the mould all-smoking rush 
Fire-brown billows with fierce gush. 


Beneficent the might of flame, 

When ’tis by man watch’d o’er, made tame; 
For to this heav’nly power he owes 
All his creative genius knows ; 

Yet terrible that power will be, 

When from its fetters it breaks free, 
Treads its own path with passion wild, 
As nature’s free and reckless child. 
Woe, if it casts off its chains, 

And, without resistance, growing, 
Through the crowded streets and lanes 

Spreads the blaze, all fiercely glowing! 
For the elements still hate 
All that mortal hands create. 

From the clouds all blessings rill, 

Tis the clouds that rain distil ; 

From the clouds, with quivering beams, 
Lightning gleams. 

From yon tower the wailing sound 
Spreads the fire alarm around ! 
Blood-red, lo! 

Are the skies! 

But ’tis not the day’s clear glow! 

Smoke up-flies! 

Loud the shout 
Round about! 

‘High the fiery column glows, 
Through the streets’ far-stretching rows 
On with lightning speed it goes. 

Hot, as from an oven’s womb, 
Burns the air, while beams consume, 
Windows rattle, pillars fall, 
Children wail and mothers call. 
Beasts are groaning, 

Underneath the ruins moaning, 

All their safety seek in flight, 
Day-clear lighted is the night. 
Through the hands’ extended chain 
Flies the bucket on amain ; 

Floods of water high are thrown ; 
Howling comes the tempest on, 
Roaring in the flames’ pursuit, 
Crackling on the wither’d fruit 
Falls it,—on the granary, 

On the rafters’ timber dry. 

And, as if earth’s heavy weight 

Seeking in its flight to bear, 
Mounts it, as a giant great, 

Wildly through the realms of air. 
Man now loses hope at length, 
Yielding to immortal strength ; 

Idly, and with wond’ring gaze, 

All the wreck he now surveys. 








LHIRD PERIOD. 


Burnt to ashes is the stead, 

Now the wildstorm’s rugged bed, 
In the empty window-panes 
Shudd’ring horror now remains, 
And the clouds of heaven above 
Peep in, as they onward move. 


Upon the grave where buried lies 

His earthly wealth, his longing eyes 

The man one ling’ring moment throws, 

Then, as a pilgrim, gladly goes. 

Whate’er the fierce flames may destroy, 
One consolation sweet is left ; 

His lov’d ones’ heads he counts,—and, Joy !— 
He is not e’en of one bereft! 


In the earth it now has pour’d, 
And the mould has fill’d aright ; 
Skill and labor to reward, 
Will it beauteous come to light? 
If the mould should crack? 
If the casting lack? 
While we hope, e’en now, alas, 
Mischief may have come to pass! 


To the dark womb of holy earth 
We trust what issues from our hand 
As trusts the sower to the land 
His seed, in hope ’twill have its birth 
To bless us, true to Heaven’s command. 
Seed still more precious in the womb 
Of earth we trusting hide, and wait 
In hope that even from the tomb 
Twill blossom to a happier fate. 


Sad and heavy from the dome 
Hark! the Bell’s death-wailings come. 
Solemnly the strains, with sorrow fraught, 
On her way a pilgrim now escort. 
For a mother tolls the Bell! 
For a fond wife sounds the knell! 
Death, regardless of her charms, 
Tears her from her husband’s arms, 
From her children tears her too, 
Offspring of affection true, 
Whom she cherish’d with the love 
None but mothers e’er can prove. 
All the ties their hearts uniting 
Are dissolv’d for evermore; 
She whose smile that home was lighting 
Wanders on oblivion’s shore. 
Who will now avert each danger? 
Who will now each care dispel? 
In her seat will sit a stranger— 
She can never love so well! 
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Till the Bell has cool’d aright, 
Let the arduous labor rest ; 
As the bird midst foliage bright — 
Flutters, each may thus be blest. 
When the daylight wanes, 
Free from duty’s chains 
Workmen hear the vesper chime ; 
Masters have for rest no time. 


Gladly hies the wanderer fast, 
Through the forest-glades so deep, 
Tow’rd his own lov’d cot at last. 
Bleating homeward go the sheep; 
Broad-brow’d, smooth-skinn’d cattle, all 
Bellowing come, and fill each stall. 
Home returns the heavy wain, 
Stagg’ ring ’neath its load of grain. 


Ilo 





Many-hued, the garlands lie 
On the sheaves, while gladly fly 
To the dance the reaper-boys,— 
Hush’d each street and market noise, 
Round the candle’s social light 
All the household now unite. 
Creakingly the town-gates close, 
Darkness its black mantle throws 
O’er the earth; but yet the night, 
Though it fills the bad with awe, 
Gives the townsman no affright, 
For he trusts the wakeful law. 


Holy Order, blessing rife, 

Heaven’s own child, by whom in life” 
Equals joyously are bound, 

And whose task ’tis towns to found,— 






















































































































































































Who the wandering savage led 
From the plains he used to tread, 
Enter’d the rude huts of men, 
Softening their wild habits then, 
And who wove that dearest band,— 
Love for home and fatherland ! 
Thousand busy hands are plying, 
Into loving union thrown, 
And, in fiery motion vieing, 
All the forces here are known. 
Under freedom’s shelter holy 
Man and master now unite, 
Love their stations, high or lowly, 
And defy the scorner’s might. 
Blessings are our labor’s guerdon, 
Work adorns the townsman most ; 
Honor is a king’s chief burden, 
We in hands industrious boast. 





Peace all-lovely! 
Blissful concord ! 
Linger, linger 
Kindly over this our town! 
May we ne’er the sad day witness 
When the hordes of cruel warriors 
Wildly tread this silent valley ; 
When the heavens, 
That the eve’s bright colors blending 
Softly gild 
With the light of flames ascending, 
From the burning towns are fill’d! 


Let us now the mould destroy, 
Well it has fulfill’d its part, 

That the beauteous shape with joy 
May inspire both eye and heart. 
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Wield the hammer, wield, 

Till the mantle yield! 
Would we raise the Bell on high, 
Must the mould to atoms fly. 


The founder may destroy the mould 
With cunning hand, if time it be; 
But woe, if, raging uncontrol’d, 
The glowing bronze itself should free! 
Blind-raging, like the crashing thunder, 
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It bursts its tenement asunder, 

And, as from open jaws of hell, 

Around it spews destruction fell. 

Where forces rule with senseless might, 
No structure there can come to light ; 
When mobs themselves for freedom strive, 
True happiness can never thrive. 


Woe, when within a city’s walls, 
Where firebrands secretly are pil’d, 


The people, bursting from their thralls, 
Tread their own path with fury wild! 
Sedition then the Bell surrounds, 
And bids it yield a howling tone; 
And, meant for none but peaceful sounds, 
The signal to the fray spurs on, 


“Freedom! Equality!’’ they shout; 

The peaceful townsman grasps his arms. 
Mobs stand the streets and halls about, 

The place with bands of murderers swarms. 
Into hyenas women grow, 

From horrors their amusement draw ; 
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The heart, still quivering, of the foe 
With panther’s teeth they fiercely gnaw. 
All that is holy is effac’d, 
Rent are the bonds of modesty ; 
The good is by the bad replac’d, 
And crime from all restraint is free. 
Death-fraught the tiger’s tooth appears, 
To wake the lion madness seems, 
Yet the most fearful of all fears 

Is man obeying his wild dreams. 
Woe be to him who, to the blind, 

The heav’nly torch of light conveys! 
It throws no radiance on Azs mind, 

But land and town in ashes lays. 
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God hath hearken’d to my vow! And the heav’nly light of day! 
See, how like a star of gold All hands nimbly ply ! 
Peels the metal kernel now, _ Now it mounts on high! 
Smooth and glistening from the mould! | To this city Joy reveals,— 
E’en from crown to base Peace be the first strain it peals! 


Sunlike gleams its face, 
While the scutcheons, fairly plann’d, 
Praise the skilful artist’s hand. 


Now let us gather round the frame! 
The ring let ev’ry workman swell, 
That we may consecrate the Bell! 

ConcorpiA be henceforth its name, 

Assembling all the loving throng 

In harmony and union strong! 


And Zhis be the vocation fit 
For which the founder fashion’d it! | 
High, high above earth’s life, earth’s labor, 
E’en to the heav’ns’ blue vault to soar, 
To hover as the thunder’s neighbor, 
The very firmament explore ; 
To be a voice as from above, 
Like yonder stars so bright and clear, 
That praise their Maker as they move 
And usher in the circling year. 
Tun’d be its metal mouth alone 
To things eternal and sublime, 
And, as the swift-wing’d hours speed on, 
May it record the flight of time! 
Its tongue to Fate it well may lend; 
Heartless itself, and feeling nought, 
May with its warning notes attend 
On human life, with change so fraught. 
And, as the strains die on the ear 
That it peals forth with tuneful might, 
So let it teach that nought lasts here, 
That all things earthly take their flight! 





Now then, with the rope so strong, 
From the vault the Bell upweigh, 
That it gains the realms of song, 
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Tite POWER OF SONG. 


HE foaming stream from out the rock 
With thunder roar begins to rush,— 
The oak falls prostrate at the shock, 
And mountain-wrecks attend the gush. 
With rapturous awe, in wonder lost, 
The wanderer hearkens to the sound ; 
From cliff to cliff he hears it toss’d, 
Yet knows not whither it is bound: 
Tis thus that song’s bright waters pour 
From sources never known before. 


In union with those dreaded ones 

That spin life’s thread all-silently,— 
Who can resist the singer’s tones? 

Who from his magic set him free? 
With wand like that the Gods bestow, 

He guides the heaving bosom’s chords, 
He steeps it in the realms below, 

He bears it, wondering, heavenwards, 
And rocks it, ’twixt the grave and gay, 
On Feeling’s scales that trembling sway. 


As when, before the startl’d eyes 
Of some glad throng, mysteriously, 
With giant-step, in spirit-guise, 
Appears a wondrous Deity; 
Then bows each greatness of the earth 





Before the stranger, heaven-born, 
Mute are the thoughtless sounds of mirth, 

While from each face the mask is torn, 
And from the truth’s triumphant might 
Each work of falsehood takes to flight: 


So, from each idle burden free, 

When summon’d by the voice of song, 
Man soars to spirit-dignity, 

Receiving force divinely strong: 
Among the Gods is now his home, 

Nought earthly ventures to approach— 
All other powers must now be dumb, 

No fate can on his realms encroach ; 
Care’s gloomy wrinkles disappear, 
Whilst Music’s charms still linger here. 


As, after long and hopeless yearning, 
And separation’s bitter smart, 
A child, with tears repentant burning, 
Clings fondly to his mother’s heart— 
So to his youthful happy dwelling, 
To rapture pure and free from stain, 
All strange and false conceits expelling, 
Song guides the wanderer back again, 
In faithful Nature’s loving arm, 
From chilling precepts to grow warm. 
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At honor to women !—they soften 
and leaven 

The cares of the world with the 
roses of Heaven— 

The ravishing fetters of love they 
entwine ; 

Their charms from the world’s eye 
modestly veiling, 

They foster and nourish, with care 
never failing, 

The fire eternal of feelings divine. 


Man’s wild force, in constant motion, 
Spurns the bounds by truth as- 
sign’d: 
And, on passion’s stormy ocean, 
To and fro is toss’d his mind. 
Peace his bosom visits never, 
As he heaps up scheme on scheme, 
And through space pursues for ever 
Each vain phantom of his dream. 


But with her sweet look, so soft and 
enchaining, 

Woman, the fugitive gently restrain- 
ing, 


Summons him back to the regions of 
earth ; 








The daughter of Nature, with meek- 
ness unshaken, 

The home of her mother has never 
forsaken— 


Has ever been true to the place of 
her birth. 


Man, the torrent sternly breasting, 
Spends his days in ceaseless strife ; 
Never pausing, never resting, 
Wild he treads the paths of life. 
All his plans to ruin bringing, 
Ne’er his changing wish grows 
cold, 
When destroy’d, again up-springing, 
Like the Hydra’s heads of old. 


But in a gentler sphere passing her 
hours, 

Woman plucks ever the moment’s 
sweet flowers, 

Lovingly tends them with fostering 
care ; 

Freer than man, though less wide 
her dominion, 

Soaring above him on Wisdom’s 
bright pinion, 

Glitt’ring in Poesy’s circle so fair. 


POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


Selfishness and pride combining, 
Man’s cold bosom ne’er can prove, 
Round a fond heart fondly twining, 
All the heav’nly bliss of love. 
Soul communion never feeling, 
Tears to him no balm impart, 
Life’s hard conflicts only steeling 
Sterner still his rugged heart. 


But as when softly to Zephyr replying, 
olus’ harp gently breathes forth its sighing, 
The soft soul of woman its sighs breathes 
forth too; 
At the sad tale of misery tenderly grieving, 
See we her bosom with sympathy heaving, 
Her melting eye sparkling with heavenly dew. 





Man, imperious, stern, insulting, 
Knows no law save that of might; 
Scythians wave their swords exulting— 

Persians tremble with affright. 
Furious passions raging wildly 
Fiercely struggle day by day; 
And, where Charis govern’d mildly, 
Eris now asserts her sway. 


But, with her eloquence winning, yet yielding, 

Woman, the sceptre of love gently wielding, 
Quenches the smouldering embers of strife ; 

Each ling’ring emotion of hatred effaces, 

Compels the late foes to unite their embraces, 
Rivets the transient pleasures of life. 


—~Payvgtatc— 


HOPE, 


F better and brighter days to come 
Man is talking and dreaming ever ; 
To gain a happy, a golden home, 
His efforts he ceases never ; 


The world decays, and again revives, 
But man for improvement ever strives. 


*Tis Hope first shows him the light of day, 
Through infancy hovers before him, 
Enchants him in youth with her magic ray, 
Survives, when the grave closes o’er him; 
For when in the tomb ends his weary race, 
E’en there still see we her smiling face! 


*Tis no vain flattering vision of youth, 
On the fool’s dull brain descending ; 
To the heart it ever proclaims this glad truth: 
Tow’rd a happier life we are tending ; 
And the promise the voice within us hath 
spoken 
Shall ne’er to the hoping soul be broken. 





THE GERMAN MUSE. 


O Augustan century, 
N No propitious Medici 
Smil’d on German art when young ; 
Glory nourish’d not her powers, 
She unfolded not her flowers 


Princes’ favoring rays among. 


From the mighty Fred’rick’s throne 
Germany’s most glorious son,— 
Went she forth, defenceless, spurn’d ; 
Proudly Germans may repeat, 
While their hearts more gladly beat,— 
They themselves their crown have earn’d. 


Therefore mounts with nobler pride, 
Therefore with a fuller tide 
Pours the stream of German bards ;— 
With his own abundance swells,— 
From the inmost bosom wells,— 
Chains of method disregards. 


od 
THE SOWER. 





And with joy in the Spring, waitest to see it appear. 


So with a heart full of hope, to the earth golden seed thou entrustest, 


Art thou mindful to strew in the furrows of Time worthy actions, 
Which for Eternity bloom, calmly by wisdom’s hand sown? 


SSS NESS 
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THE MERCHANT. 


HITHER is sailing the Ship? 
bears the people of Sidon 


From the cold realms of the North, 


bringing the amber and tin. 


Bear it up gently, O Neptune! and peacefully | 


rock it, ye zephyrs !— 
Let it in sheltering bay find the refreshment 
it needs! 
"Tis to you, ye Gods, that the Merchant be- 
longs. Seeking riches, fore 
Goes he,—yet to his ship that which 1s 
good ever clings. 


Sho 


GERMAN FAITH. 


NCE for the sceptre of Germany, 
() fought with Bavarian Louis 
Fred’rick of Hapsburg descent, 
both being call’d to the throne. 
But the envious fortune of war deliver’d the 
Austrian 
Into the hands of the foe, who overcame 
him in fight. 
With the throne he purchas’d his freedom, 
_ pledging his honor 
For the victor to draw ’gainst his own peo- 
ple his sword ; 
But what he vow’d when in chains, when free 
he could not accomplish, 
So, of his own free accord, put on his fetters 
again. 
Deeply mov’d, his foe embrac’d him,—and 
from thenceforward 
As a friend with a friend, pledg’d they the 
cup at the feast ; 
Arm-in-arm, the princes on ove couch slum- 
ber’d together, 
While a still bloodier hate sever’d the na- 
tions apart. 
*Gainst the army of Fred’rick, Louis now 
went, and behind him 
Left the foe he had fought, over Bavaria to 
watch. 
‘“Aye, it is true! 
in writing!’’ 
Thus did the Pontifex cry, when he first 
heard of the news. 


’Tis really true! I have it 


It | 


THE KNIGHTS OF MALTA. 


OBLY, in truth, ye are cloth’d by the 
Cross’s equipment so dreaded, 
When ye, the lions in fight, Accon 
and Rhodus prote¢t,— 
When through the Syrian deserts ye guide the 
sorrowing pilgrim, 
And, with the Cherubim’s sword, stand o’er 
the Saviour’s blest tomb. 
| But a glory still nobler surrounds ye,—the 
garb of the nurser, 
When ye, the lions in fight, sons of the race 
so renown’d, 
Serve at the bed of the sick, refreshment pre- 
pare for the thirsty,— ae 
When ye perform the mean rites Christian- 
like mercy enjoins. 
Glorious Faith of the Cross! thou only in ove 
wreath unitest 
Those two flourishing palms, Meekness and 
Valor, at once! 





ODYSSEUS: 


EEKING to find his home, Odysseus 
S crosses each water ; 
Through Charybdis so dread; ay, 
and through Scylla’s wild yells, 
Through the alarms of the raging sea, the 
alarms of the land too,— 
E’en to the kingdom of Hell leads him his 
wandering course. 
And at length, as he sleeps, to Ithaca’s coast 
Fate conducts him ; 
There he awakes, and, with grief, knows 
not his fatherland now. 


= Oona 


CARTHAGE, 


H thou degenerate child of the great 
and glorious mother. 
Who with the Romans’ strong 
might couplest the Tyrian’s deceit! 
But ¢hose ever govern’d with vigor the earth 
they had conquer’d,— 
These instructed the world that they with 
cunning had won. 
Say! what renown does history grant thee? 
Thou, Roman-like, gainedst 
That with the steel, which with gold, Tyrian- 
like, then thou didst rule! 





OS 
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COLUMBUS. 


And though the steersman his hand carelessly drops from the helm, 
On, still on, tow’rd the West! ’Tis there that the coast will first greet thee, 
For to thy reason it lies clear and distin¢ét even now. 
Trust to the guiding God, and follow the world’s silent ocean! 
And though as yet never seen, lo! it ascends from the flood! 
With the intellect Nature standeth in union eternal: 
And what is promis’d by one, that will the other fulfil. 


() N, thou sailor undaunted! Though shallow witlings deride thee, 


Se ee 


POMPEII AND HERCULANEUM. 





A\HAT strange wonder is this? Our prayer to thee was for water, 

Earth! What is this that thou now send’st from thy womb in reply? 
In the abyss is there life? Or hidden under the lava 

Dwelleth some race now unknown? Does what hath fled e’er return? 
Greeks and Romans, oh come! Oh, see the ancient Pompeii 

Here is discover’d again,—Hercules’ town is rebuilt! 





Gable on gable arises, the roomy portico opens 
Wide its halls, so make haste,—haste ye to fill it with life! 
Open, too, stands the spacious theatre, let, then, the people, 
Like a resistless flood, pour through its sevenfold mouths! 
Mimes, where are ye? Advance! Let Atrides finish the rites now 
He had begun,—let the dread chorus Orestes pursue ! 
Whither leads yon triumphal arch? Perceive ye the forum? 
What are those figures that sit on the Curulian chair? 
LiGtors! precede with your fasces,—and let the Praetor in judgment 
Sit,—let the witness come forth! let the accuser appear ! 
Cleanly streets spread around, and with a loftier pavement 
Does the contraéted path wind close to the houses’ long row ; 
While, to proteét them, the roofs protrude,—and the handsome apartments 
Round the now desolate court peacefully, fondly are rang’d. 
Hasten to open the shops, and the gateways that long have been chok’d up, 
And let the bright light of day fall on the desolate night ! 
See how around the edge extend the benches so graceful, 
And how the floor rises up, glitt’ring with many-hued stone! 
Freshly still shines the wall with colors burning and glowing! 
Where is the artist? His brush he has but now laid aside. 
Teeming with swelling fruits, and flowers dispos’d in fair order, 
Chases the brilliant festoon ravishing images there. 
Here, with a basket full-laden, a Cupid gaily is dancing, 
Genie industrious /ere tread out the purple-dyed wine. 
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High there the Bacchanal dances and here she calmly is sleeping, 
While the listening Faun has not yet sated his eyes; 

Here she puts to flight the swift-footed Centaur, suspended 
On one knee, and, the while, goads with the Thyrsus his steps. 


Boys, why tarry ye? Quick? 


The beauteous vessels still stand there; 


Hasten, ye maidens, and pour into the Etrurian jar! 
Does not the tripod stand here, on sphinxes graceful and wing’d? 


Stir up the fire, ye slaves! 


Haste to make ready the hearth! 


Go and buy; Here is money that’s coin’d by Titus the Mighty ; 
Still are the scales lying here; not e’en one weight has been lost. 

Place the burning lights in the branches so gracefully fashion’d, 
And with the bright-shining oil see that the lamp is supplied! 


What does this casket contain ? 
Maiden! 


Oh, see what the bridegroom has sent thee! 
’Tis buckles of gold; glittering gems for thy dress. 


Lead the bride to the odorous bath,—here still are the unguents ; 
Paints, too, are still lying here, filling the hollow-shap’d vase. 


But where tarry the men? the elders? 


In noble museum 


Still lies a heap of strange rolls, treasures of infinite worth! 
Styles, too, are here, and tablets of wax, all ready for writing; 
Nothing is lost, for, with faith, earth has protected the whole. 
E’en the Penates are present, and all the glorious Immortals 
Meet here again, and of all, none, save the priests, are not here. 
Hermes, whose feet are grac’d with wings, his Caduceus is waving, 
And from the grasp of his hand victory lightly escapes. 
Still are the altars standing here,—oh come, then, and kindle— 
_ Long hath the God been away,—kindle the incense to Him! 





HE EIAD: 


EAR for ever the garland of Homer, 
and number the fathers 


Of the immortal work, that through 
all time will survive! 
Yet it has but oe mother, and bears that 
mother’s own features, 
"Tis thy features it bears,—Nature,—thy 
features eterne! 


ZEUS TO HERCULES. 
9 WAS not by means of my ne€ar, that 


thou hast made thee immortal ; 
Nought but thine own godlike strength 
conquer’d that ne¢tar for thee. 


| 


€ 
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THE ANTIQUE TO THE 
NORTHERN WANDERER. 


HOU hast cross’d over torrents, and 
swum thro’ wide-spreading oceans,— 
Over the chain of the Alps dizzily bore 
thee the bridge, 
That thou might’st see me from near, and learn 
to value my beauty, 
Which the voice of renown spreads thro’ the 
wondering world. 
And. now before me thou standest, — canst 
touch my altar so holy,— 
But art thou nearer to me, or am I nearer to 
thee ? 
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ARTIST: FERDINAND KELLER, 


POMPEI] AND HERCULANEUM. 

















4) AY, where is now that glorious race, where now are the singers 
Who, with the accents of life, listening nations enthral’d. 
Sung down from heaven. the gods, and sung mankind up to heaven, 

And who the spirit bore up high on the pinions of song? 
| Ah! the singers still live; the actions only are wanting, 

And to awake the glad harp, only a welcoming ear. 

Happy bards of a happy world! Your life-teeming accents 

Flew round from mouth unto mouth, gladdening every race. 
With the devotion with which the Gods were receiv’d, each one 

welcom’d 

That which the genius for him, plastic and breathing, then 

form’d. 
With the glow of the song were inflam’d the listener’s senses, 

And with the listener’s sense, nourish’d the singer the glow— 
Nourish’d and cleans’d it,—fortunate one! for whom in the voices 
s Of the people still clear echoed the soul of the song. 

' And to whom from without appear’d, in life, the great Godhead, 
Whom the bard of ¢hese days scarcely can feel in his breast. 


BeSockeew 
THE ANTIQUES AT PARIS. 





, | ‘HAT which Grecian art-created, They to him are silent ever, 
Let the Frank, with joy elated, Into life’s fresh circle never 
Bear to Seine’s triumphant strand, From their pedestals come down. 
And in his museums glorious He alone e’er holds the muses 
Show the trophies all-victorious Through whose breast their power diffuses, — 
To his wond’ring fatherland. To the Vandal they’re but stone! 
SSS So 


BHEKEAS 


A SPIRIT-VOICE. 





When from thee my fleeting shadow Who entranc’d thee in the early year 
mov’d? With their melody so joy-inspiring ? 
Is not now each earthly confliét ended? Only whilst they lov’d, they linger’d here. 
Say,—have I not liv’d,—have I not lov’d? 


\ 7 HITHER was it that my spirit wended | Art thou for the nightingales inquiring 
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Is the lost one lost to me for ever? And he feels that him no vision cheated 
Trust me, with him joyfully I stray When he gaz’d upon the stars on high ; 

There, where nought united souls can sever, For, as each one metes, to him ‘tis meted ; 
And where ev’ry tear is wiped away. Who believes it, hath the Holy nigh. 

And thou, too, wilt find us in yon heaven, Faith is kept in those blest regions yonder 
When thy love with our love can compare ; With the feelings true that ne’er decay. 

There my father dwells, his sins forgiven,— Venture thou to dream, then, and to wander: 
Murder foul can never reach him there. Noblest thoughts oft lie in childlike play. 


— 


THE MAID OFSORLERINS: 


UMANITY’S bright image to impair, 
Scorn laid thee prostrate in the deepest dust ; 
Wit wages ceaseless war on all that’s fair,— 
In Angel and in God it puts no trust ; 
The bosom’s treasures it would make its prey,— 
Besieges Fancy,—dims e’en Faith’s pure ray. 





Yet, issuing like thyself from humble line, The world delights whate’er is bright to stain, 

Like thee a gentle shepherdess is she— And in the dust to lay the glorious low; 
Sweet Poesy affords her rights divine, Yet fear not! noble bosoms still remain, 

And to the stars eternal soars with thee. That for the Lofty, for the Radiant glow. 
Around thy brow a glory she hath thrown ; Let Momus serve to fill the booth with mirth; 
The heart ’twas form’d thee,—ever thou’lt | A nobler mind loves forms of nobler worth. 

live on! 
Toe ae 


NAENIA. 


But of the Stygian God moves not the bosom of steel. 
Once and once only could Love prevail on the Ruler of Shadows, 
And on the threshold e’en then, sternly his gift he recall’d. 
Venus could never heal the wounds of the beauteous stripling, 
That the terrible boar made in his delicate skin; 
Nor could his mother immortal preserve the hero so godlike 
When at the west gate of Troy, falling, his fate he fulfill’d. 
But she arose from the ocean with all the daughters of Nereus, 
And o’er her glorified son rais’d the loud accents of woe. 
See! where all the gods and goddesses yonder are weeping, 
That the Beauteous must fade, and that the Perfeét must die. 
Even a woe-song to be in the mouth of the lov’d ones is glorious, 
For what is vulgar descends mutely to Orcus’ dark shades. 


Oye 


oe the Beauteous must die! This vanquishes Men and Immortals; 
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THE PLAYING CHILD. 


LAY, fair child, in thy mother’s lap! In that island so holy, 
Withering grief cannot come, desolate care not approach. 
O’er the abyss the arms of thy mother lovingly hold thee. 
Into the watery grave smilest thou guilelessly down. 
Play, sweet innocent, still! Arcadia yet dwells around thee, 
Nature, as yet unrestrain’d, follows the impulse of joy. 
Still does luxuriant vigor raise up its barriers poetic,— 
Duty and obje¢t as yet guide not thy tractable soul. 
Play, then! for soon will labor approach thee, haggard and solemn, 
And even duty’s command, pleasure and mind disobey. 


SSIS” 
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TELE. SE Xtse 





flow’rets united! 
Maiden and youth are both now hid in 
the bud from the eye. 
Gently loosens the band, the natures with 
softness are parted, 
And from the modest-fac’d shame, severs 
the fiery might. 
Suffer the boy to play, with raging passions to 
bluster ! 
Sated vigor alone turns into beauty again. 
From the bud begins the twofold flow’ ret to 
issue, — 
Both are precious, but yet, neither thy 
yearning heart calms. 
Ravishing fulness swells the blooming limbs of 
the maiden, 
But, like her girdle, her pride watches with 
care o’er her charms. 
Shy as the trembling roe, which the hunter 
pursues through the forest, 
Flies she from man as a foe,—hates him, 
because she loves not. 
Boldly and proudly looks the youth from be- 
neath his dark eyebrow, 
And, girded up for the fight, strains to the 
utmost his nerves. 
Far, in the turmoil of spears, and on the race- 
course so dusty, 
Hurries him fame’s craving thirst, bears him 
his boisterous mind. 


SC" in the tender child two beauteous 





Flies, if thou rivet it not, ever in anger apart. 
Mighty one! thou already art there; from the 
wildest of confli¢ts 
Thou dost call forth into life harmony’s 
concord divine. 
Sudden is hush’d the sound of the chase; the 
day’s busy echo 
Dies on the ear, and the stars gently sink 
down to their rest. 
Sighing whispers the reed ,—soft-murmuring 
glides on the streamlet, 
And her melodious song Philomel trills 
through the grove. 
What is it forces a sigh from the heaving 
breast of the maiden? 
Youth, what is it that bids tears to mount 
up to thine eye! 
Ah! she seeks in vain for a something all-gently 
to cling to, 
And the o’er-ripe fruit bends to the ground 
with its weight. 
Restlessly-striving, the youth in his self-lighted 
flame is consuming ; 
Ah! o’er that fierce-burning glow breathes 
not a softening wind. 
See, at length they meet, —’tis Cupid has 
brought them together, 
And to the deity wing’d, victory wing’d 
soon succeeds. 
Love divine, ’tis thou that joinest mortality’s 
flowers! 


Now, great Nature, protect thy work! What Parted forever, by thee are they forever. 
seeks itself ever, more link’d! 
Sas Pere 


THE POWER 


OF WOMAN. 





IGHTY art thou, because of the peaceful charms of thy presence ; 
‘That which the silent does not, never the boastful can do. 
Vigor in man I expe¢t, the law in its honors maintaining, 

But, through the graces alone, woman e’er rules or should rule. 
Many, indeed, have rul’d through the might of the spirit and action, 

But then, thou noblest of crowns, they were deficient in thee. 
No real queen exists but the womanly beauty of woman ; 

Where it appears, it must rule; ruling because it appears ! 


Ono 
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EE, how like billows the couples with hovering motion 
are whirling! 
Scarce does the swift-wingéd foot seem to alight on the 
earth. 
See I fugitive shadows set free from the weight of the body? 
Weave, in the light of the moon, elves their ethereal 
dance? 
As when, rock’d by the zephyr, the weightless vapor 
flies upwards, 
As on the silvery flood lightly is balance’d the bark, 
So on the tuneful billows of Time is the docile foot moving; 
Murmuring tones from the chords wafting the body 
through air. 
Now, as if seeking with might to burst through the 
dance’s strong fetters, 
There, where the throng is most dense, boldly a 
couple whirl round. 
Quickly before them arises a path, disappearing be- 
hind them ; 
As with a magical hand, opens and closes the way. 
See! now they vanish from sight; in wild entanglement 
blended, 
Falls the edifice proud, built of this movable world. 
No, there it rises again exulting, the knot is unravel’d; 
While the old rule is restor’d, with but a new form of 
charm. 
Ever demolish’d, the whirling creation renews itself ever, 
And, by a law that is mute, each transformation is led. 
Say, how is it that, ever renew’d the figures are hov’ring, 
While repose is not found, save in the changeable 
form? 


How is each one at freedom to follow the will of his bosom, 
And to find out the sole path, as he pursues his swift course? 
Wouldst thou know how it is? ’Tis Harmony’s powerful godhead, 
Changing the boisterous leap into the sociable dance, 
That, like Nemesis, links to the golden bridle of rhythm 
Every violent lust, taming each thing that was wild. 
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si LEST is the man whom the merciful gods, ere he came into being, 
Sy) 
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POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


Is’t then in vain that the universe breathes its harmonious numbers? 
Does not the music divine bear thee away in its stream? 

Feelest thou not the inspiriting time that all creatures are beating? 
Not the swift-whirling dance that through the wide realms of space 

Brandishing glittering suns, in paths intertwining with boldness! 
Honoring Measure in sport, thou dost avoid it in deed. 


—«i39-— 


PO Ra UNE: 





Cherish’d, and whom, as a child, Venus then rock’d in her arms; 
And whose eyes by Phoebus, whose lips by Hermes were open’d, _ 
And on whose forehead great Zeus stamp’d the impression of might! 


; 





sar Truly, a glorious lot is his,—ay! e’en a divine one, 


For, ere the contest begins, wreath’d with a crown is his brow; 
Ere he has liv’d it, the fulness of life as his portion is meted, 
Ere he has labor endur’d, he has to Charis attain’d. 
Great I must call the man, who, his own creator and sculptor, 
Vanquishes even the fates, by his strong virtue alone ; 
Fortune, alas! he ne’er can o’ercome, and what Charis refuses 
Grudgingly, ne’er can he reach, strive with what courage he may. 
Thou canst defend thee with resolute will from what is unworthy ; 
All that is noble the gods freely send down from above. 
As thou art lov’d by the lov’d one, so fall the gifts granted by Heaven ; 
Yonder, in Jupiter’s realm, Favor is lord, as in Love’s. 
Gods by affections are govern’d—the curly locks of green childhood 
Love they full well, for the glad ever by rapture are led. 
"Tis not they who can see that are ever made blest by their presence,— 
No one save he who is blind views their bright glory reveal’d. 
Gladly they choose for themselves simplicity’s innocent spirit, 
And in the vessel so meek, that which is godlike enclose. 
All unforeseen they come, deceiving each proud expectation, 
No anathema’s might forces the free ones from high. 
Down to the man whom he loves, the Father of men and immortals 
Bids his eagle descend, bearing him then to the skies. 
*Mongst the multitude ever pursues he his self-will’d researches, 
And, when well-pleas’d with a head, round it he wreathes with kind hand 
Now the laurel, and now the fillet dominion-bestowing,— 
Favoring fortune alone e’er can the god himself crown. 


Phoebus, the Pythian victor, precedes the happy one’s footsteps, 
And the subduer of hearts, Amor, the sweet-smiling god. 

Neptune makes level the ocean before him, the keel of the vessel 
Glides softly on, as it bears Ceesar and Czsar’s great fate. 

Down at his feet sinks the roaring lion, the blustering dolphin 
Mounts from the deep, and his back offers with meekness to Him. 

Envy the happy one not, if an easy triumph the Immortals 
Grant him, or if from the fight Venus her darling preserves. 


LORMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


Him whom that smiling one rescues, the favor’d of Heaven, I envy, 
Not the man o’er whose eyes she a dark covering throws. 

Should Achilles be reckon’d less glorious, in that Hepheestus 
Fashion’d his buckler himself, fashion’d his terrible sword, 

In that around him when dying the whole of Olympus was gather’d? 
Great was his glory, in truth, in that the gods lov’d him well; 

In that they honor’d his wrath, and to give renown to their fav’ rite, 
Hurléd the best of the Greeks down to the darkness of hell. 


Envy not beauty because she shines like the lily’s sweet calyx 
Owing to Venus’s gift, void of all merit herself. 
Let her the happy one be; if thou seest her, thou, then, art the blest one! 
As without merit she shines, so thou art joy’d by her charms. 
Be thou glad that the gift of song descends from the heavens, 
And that thou hear’st from the bard what thou hast learn’d from the muse! 
Since by the god he’s inspir’d, a god he becomes to the hearer ; 
Since he the happy one is, thou canst the blissful one be. 
In the busy market let Themis appear with her balance, 
Let the reward mete itself, strictly proportion’d to toil; 
Only a god can tinge the cheeks of a mortal with rapture,— 
Where no miracle is, there can no blest one be found. 
All that is human must first be born, must grow, and must ripen, 
And from shape on to shape, fashioning Time leads it on; 
But thou seest not the blissful, the beautiful, come into being, 
Since the beginning of time, perfect they ever have been. 
Every Venus of earth, like the first one of heaven, arises 
Only an ill-defin’d form, out of the infinite sea ; 
But, like the first Minerva, proceeds, with the egis provided, 
Every lightning-like thought out of the thunderer’s brain. 
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GENIUS. 


And what their followers’ band boldly and readily swear ? 
Cannot I ever attain to true peace, excepting through knowledge, 

Or is the system upheld only by fortune and law? 

Must I distrust the gently-warning impulse, the precept 
That thou, Nature, thyself hast in my bosom impress’d, 

Till the schools have affix’d to the writ eternal their signet, 
Till a mere formula’s chain binds down the fugitive soul? 

Answer me, then! for thou hast down into these deeps e’en descended, 
Out of the mouldering grave thou didst uninjur’d return. 

Is’t to thee known what within the tomb of obscure works is hidden, 
Whether, yon mummies amid _ life’s consolations can dwell? 

Must I travel the darksome road? ‘The thought makes me tremble; 
Yet I wi travel that road, if ’tis to truth and to right.’’— 


66 D O I believe, ’’ sayest thou, ‘‘ what the masters of wisdom would teach me, 


Friend, hast thou heard of the golden age? Full many a story 
Poets have sung in its praise, simply and touchingly sung— 
Of the time when the holy still wander’d over life’s pathways,— 
When with a maidenly shame ev’ry sensation was veil’d,— 
When the mighty law that governs the sun in his orbit, 
And that, conceal’d in the bud, teaches the point how to move, 
When necessity’s silent law, the steadfast, the changeless, 
Stirr’d up billows more free, e’en in the bosom of man,— 
When the sense, unerring, and true as the hand of the dial, 
Pointed only to truth, only to what was eterne ?— 


Then no profane one was seen, then no Initiate was met with, 
And what as living was felt, was not then sought ’mongst the dead ; 
Equally clear to every breast was the precept eternal, 
Equally hidden the source whence it to gladden us sprang ; 
But that happy period has vanish’d! And self-will’d presumption 
Nature’s godlike repose now has for ever destroy’ d. 
Feelings polluted the voice of the deities echo no longer, 
In the dishonoréd breast now is the oracle dumb. 
Save in the silenter self, the listening soul cannot find it, 
There does the mystical word watch o’er the meaning divine; 
There does the searcher conjure it, descending with bosom unsullied ; 
There does the nature long-lost give him back wisdom again. 
If thou, happy one, never hast lost the angel that guards thee, 
Forfeited never the kind warnings that instin& holds forth; 


POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


If in thy modest eye the truth is still purely depicted ; 

If in thine innocent breast clearly still echoes its call; 
‘ If in thy tranquil mind the struggles of doubt still are silent, 

If they will surely remain silent for ever, as now; 

If by the conflicts of feelings a judge will ne’er be required ; 
If in its malice thy heart dims not the reason so clear, 

Oh, then, go thy way in all thy innocence precious! 
Knowledge can teach thee in nought; thou'canst instruct her in much! 


Yonder law, that with brazen staff is directin 


g the struggling, 


Nought is to thee. What thou dost, what thou may’st will, is thy law, 
And to every race a godlike authority issues. 

What thou with holy hand form’st, what thou with holy mouth speak’st, 
Will with omnipotent power impel the wondering senses ; 

Thou but observ’st not the God ruling within thine own breast, 
Not the might of the signet that bows all spirits before thee 

Simple and silent thou go’st through the wide world thou hast won. 
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AST thou e’er watch’d the infant, who, feeling not yet the 


affection 
Wherewith he’s cradl’d and warm’d, tosses in sleep in the arm, 
Till as a youth he awakes, obeying the impulse of passion, 
And till his conscience’s light, dawning, first shows him the 
world? 
Hast thou e’er watch’d the mother, procuring sweet rest for 
her darling 


_ At the expense of her own,— tending the babe as it dreams,— 


With her own life supporting and feeding the flame as it 
trembles,— 

And in her own care itself, meeting that care’s own reward? 

And great Nature thou slanderest, who, now child, and now 
mother, 

Now receives and now gives, but through necessity lasts? 

Self-sufficient, wilt thou from the beauteous link disenchain thee, 

Which, in an intimate bond, creature to creature unites? 

Frail one! wilt thou stand, then, alone, in thee only relying, 

When by the forces’ exchange even the Infinite stands? 
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THE WORDS OF FAITH: 





name, 

From mouth unto mouth they fly ever, 

Yet the heart can alone their great value pro- 
claim, 

For their source from without rises never. 
No virtue, no merit, man’s footsteps e’ er guides, 
When in those three words he no longer con- 

fides. 


| | ‘HREE words of mighty moment I'll 


For LIBERTY, man is created,—s free, 
Though fetters around him be chinking ; 
Let the cry of the mob never terrify thee, 
Nor the scorn of the doltard unthinking! 
Fear not the bold slave when he breaks from 
his chains, 
Nor the man who in freedom enduring remains! 





And VIRTUE is more than a mere empty sound, 
His practice thro’ life man may make it; 
And tho’ oft, ere he yet the divine one has 

found, 
He may stumble, he still may o’ertake it. 


-And that which the wise in his wisdom ne’er 


knew, 
Can be done by the mind that is childlike and 
true. 


And a Gop, too, there is, with a purpose 
sublime, 
Tho’ frail may be reason’s dominion ; 

High over the regions of space and of time 
The noblest of thoughts waves its pinion ; 
And tho’ all things in ceaseless succession may 

roll, 
Yet constant forever remains a calm soul. 


Preserve, then, the three mighty words I have nam’d, 
From mouth unto mouth spread them ever, 

By thy heart will their infinite worth be proclaim’d, 
Tho’ their source from without rises never. 

Forget not that virtue man’s footsteps still guides, 

While in those three words he with firmness confides. 


Sse 2 


THE WORDS» OFVERROR: 





And seek an enduring, a ne’er changing home. 


N the mouth of the good and the noble | A stranger he is, and his fate is to roam, 
are found 


Three words of an import momentous; 
Yet vain is their echo and empty their sound, 
They ne’er can console or content us. 
The fruit that life yields is but lost to mankind, 
As long as he seeks these vain shadows to find. 


As long as he trusts in the golden age, 

Where the right and the good conquer ever, 
The right and the good an eternal strife wage, 
And the foe will succumb to them never, 
Unless in the air thou canst crush him to death, 
For contact with earth but restores his lost 

breath. 


As long as he trusts that fortune’s rays 
With the noble can never be blended— 
She follows the bad with loving gaze ; 
For the good is the earth not intended. 
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As long as he trusts that the truth will e’er 
stand 
Reveal’d to the reason unstable— 
Her veil can be rais’d by no mortal hand ; 
But to guess and suppose we are able. 
In a word of mere sound thou enchainest the 
soul ; 
But the free one defies e’en the tempest’s 
control. 


From that error, then, Spirit of Light, set thee 
free,— 
In thy breast be a true faith victorious! 
What no ear could e’er hear, what no eye 
could e’er see, 
Remains still the truthful, the glorious! 
It is not zezthout, for the fool seeks it there ; 
Within thee it flourishes, constant and fair. 
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PROVERBS OF CONFUCIUS: 


Te 


HREEFOLD is the march of TIME: 
While the future slow advances, 
Like a dart the present glances, 
Silent stands the past sublime. 


No impatience e’er can speed him 
On his course, if he delay; 

No alarm, no doubts impede him 
If he keep his onward way ; 

No regrets, no magic numbers 


Wake the tranc’d one from his slumbers. 


Wouldst thou wisely, and with pleasure, 
Pass the days of life’s short measure, 
From the slow one counsel take, 

But a tool of him ne’er make; 

Ne’er as friend the swift one know, 

Nor the constant one as foe! 





II. 


Threefold is the form of SPACE: 
Length, with ever restless motion, 
Seeks eternity’s wide ocean ; 

Breadth with boundless sway extends ; 
Depth to unknown realms descends. 


All as types to thee are given: 

Thou must onward strive for heaven, 
Never still or weary be 

Wouldst thou perfect glory see; 

Far must thy researches go 

Wouldst thou learn the world to know; 
Thou must tempt the dark abyss 
Wouldst thou prove what Being is. 


Nought but firmness gains the prize,— 
Nought but fulness makes us wise,— 
Buried deep, truth ever lies! 


LIGHT AND WARMTH. 


That all is mean and small, ere long 
Experience shows him ever ; 
Himself to guard amid the throng 
Is now his sole endeavor. 
His heart, in calm and proud repose, 
Soon e’en to love begins to close. 


HE world, a man of noble mind 
With glad reliance enters ; 
Around him spread, he hopes to find 
What in his bosom centres: 
And dedicates, with ardor warm, 
To truth’s good cause his trusty arm. 


Alas! truth’s clear and brilliant rays 
Are not for ever glowing ; 
How blest is he whose heart ne’er pays 
For gift from knowledge flowing ! 
So thou the worldling’s gaze shouldst bind 
To the enthusiast’s steadfast mind ! 


ogee 
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BREADTH AND DEPTH. 


To whom nothing seems e’er a mystery; 
And when aught pleases or charms the 
mind, 
They’re able to give all its history. 
To hear them speak, one could ne’er have 
denied 
That they had won the long-wish’d-for bride. 


F.%: many in the world we find 


In silence, however, they quit the earth, 
Their life leaves behind it no traces :— 





Let him who to something that’s great would 
give birth,— 
To something that time ne’er effaces,— 
With patience collect, and unweariedly, 
In the smallest point, boundless energy. 


The stalk the region around it fills 
With branches luxuriant and slender ; 
The foliage glitters, and balms distils, 
But fruit it can never engender. 
The kernel alone, in its narrow space, 
The pride of the forest, the tree, can embrace. 


a SS) 


THE GUIDESS @ORSLIEE: 


WO kinds of geni? there are, thro’ life’s 
mazy pathways to guide thee; 
Happy art thou if they stand, join’d 
into one by thy side! 
One with his gladdening sport beguileth thy 
tedious journey,— 
Duty and fate become light, when thou’rt 
upheld by his arm. 
Laughing and talking the while, he on to the 
chasm condué¢ts thee, 


Where, on eternity’s sea, trembling mor- 
tality stands. 
There does the Other receive thee, with so- 
lemn resolve and in silence, 
And with his giant-like arm bears thee 
across the abyss. 
Ne’er to one only devote thee! 
ne’er think of confiding 
Into the hands of the first, nor to the other 
thy bliss! 


Thine honor 


——00 £@20-0—_—_. 


ARCHIMEDES AND THE STUDENT. 


Saying, ‘Initiate me into the science divine, 


; | ‘O Archimedes once came a youth, who for knowledge was thirsting, 


Which for my country has borne forth fruit of such wonderful value, 
And which the walls of the town ’gainst the Sambuca protects.”’ 


“‘Call’st thou the science divine? 


It zs so,’’ the wise man responded ; 


‘“But it was so, my son, ere it avail’d for the town. 
Wouldst thou have fruit from her only, e’en mortals with that can provide thee; 
Wouldst thou the goddess obtain, seek not the woman in Eer |? 
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HUMAN KNOWLEDGE. 


And, to gladden the eye, placest her wonders in groups ;— 
Since o’er her boundless expanses thy cords to extend thou art able, 
Thou dost think that thy mind wonderful Nature can grasp. 


Ge thou readest in her what thou thyself hast there written, 


Thus the astronomer draws his figures over the heavens, 

So that he may with more ease traverse the infinite space, 
Knitting together e’en suns that by Sirius-distance are parted, 

Making them join in the swan and in the horns of the bull. 
But because the firmament shows him its glorious surface, 

Can he the spheres’ mystic dance therefore decipher aright? 


lw Oe PATH SWOR SVIR TUE: 


WO are the pathways by which mankind can to virtue mount upward ; 
If thou shouldst find the one barr’d, open the other will lie. 
’Tis by exertion the Happy obtain her, the Suffering by patience. 
Blest is the man whose kind fate guides him along upon both! 


ee Ot 


HONORS. 





S the column of light in the waves of the brook is reflected, 
A Bright as from its own glow, flameth the border with gold; 
But by the stream are the waves hurried on,—thro’ the glittering pathway 
Each thrusts the other along, swift as the former, to fly,— 
So is a mortal that perishes lighted by splendor of honors,— 
Not himself, but the place, thro’ which he wandereth, shines. 
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ZENITH AND NADIR. 





Unto the heavens knit thee, unto the axis of earth. 
Howsoever thou actest, let heaven be mov’d by thy purpose, 
Let the aim of thy deeds traverse the axis of earth! 


\ 7 HERESOEVER thou wand’rest in space, thy Zenith and Nadir 


DEPARTURES ET ROM sbIbr ae _ THEOPHANIA. 


Two are the roads that before thee lie open Wren the happy appear, I forget the Gods 


from life to conduct thee ; in the heavens ; 


To the Ideal one leads thee, the other to But before me they stand, when I the suf- 


Death. fering see. 
See that while yet thou art free, on the first 
thou commencest thy journey, 
Ere by the merciless Fates on to the other eee 
thou’rt led! 


wopor THE -HIGHEST: 


THE CHILD IN THE CRADLE. GEEK’ST thou the Highest, the Greatest ! 


that the plant can instruct thee; 


HiPPr infant! to thee an infinite space is the What it unwittingly is, be thou of thine own 


cradle. free will! 


When to man’s age thou shalt come, narrow 
thou’ lt think the wide world! 
00$0e 
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THE IMMUTABLE. IMMORTALITY. 


? 
PE deans hactance ok READ’ST thou the aspect of Death! 
T Bye ne teneth on—he seeks for | D wishest to live on for ever? 


If thou art true, thou canst - : : 
Salona cast fetters eter shalt have gone, ’twill remain! 
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Live in the Whole, and when long thou 








Tsar which I learn’d from the Deity,—that which through lifetime hath help’d me, 
Meekly and gratefully now, here I suspend in his shrine. 


DIFFERENT DESTINIES. 


Mituions busily toil, that the human race 
may continue; 
But by only a few is propagated our kind. 
Thousands of seeds by the autumn are scat- 
ter’d, yet fruit is engender’d 
Only by few, for the most back to the ele- 
ment go. 
But if one only can blossom, ¢ha¢ one is able 
to scatter 
Even a bright living world, fill’d with crea- 
tions eterne. 


THE ANIMATING PRINCIPLE. 


NowHERE in the organic or sensitive world 
ever kindles 
Novelty, save in the flow’r, noblest creation 
of life. 


TWO DESCRIPTIONS OF ACTION. 


Do what is good, and Humanity’s godlike 
plant thou wilt nourish ; 
Plan what is fair, and thou’lt strew seeds of 
the godlike around. 


DIFFERENCE OF STATION. 


Even the moral world its nobility boasts— 
vulgar natures 
Reckon by that which they do; noble, by 
that which they ave. 


WORTH AND THE WORTHY. 


Ir thou anything ast, let me have it, —V'll 
pay what is proper ; at 
If thou anything a7, let us our spirits ex- 
change. 





THE MORAL FORCE. 


Ir thou feeds¢ not the beautiful, still thou with 
reason canst zzJ/ it ; 
And as a spirit canst do, that which as man 
thou canst not. 


PARTICIPATION. 


E’en by the hand of the wicked can truth be 
working with vigor; 
But the vessel is fill’d by what is beauteous 
alone. 


TO * 


TELL me all that thou knowest, and I will 
thankfully hear it! 
But wouldst thou give me ¢hyse/f,—let me, 
my friend, be excus’d! 


TO * x 
Woutpst thou teach me the truth? Don’t 
take the trouble! I wish not, 
Through thee, the thing to observe,—but to 
see chee through the thing. 


TO x * * 


THEE would I choose as my teacher and friend. 
Thy living example 
Teaches me,—thy teaching word wakens 
my heart unto life. 
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POEMS OF THE THIRD PERIOD. 


THE PRESENT GENERATION. 


Was it always as now? ‘This race I truly 
can’t fathom. 
Nothing is young but old age; youth, alas! 


only is old. 


TO THE MUSE. 


Wuart I had been without thee, I know not— 
yet, to my sorrow, 

See I what, without ¢4ee, hundreds and 
thousands now are. 


THE LEARNED WORKMAN. 


Ne’ER does he taste the fruit of the tree that 
he rais’d with such trouble ; 
Nothing but taste e’er enjoys that which by 
learning is rear’d. 


THE DUTY OF ALL. 


EVER strive for the whole; and if no whole 
thou canst make thee, 
Join, then, thyself to some whole, as a sub- 
servient limb! 


A PROBLEM. 


LET none resemble another; let each resemble 
the highest ! 
How can that happen? let each be all 
complete in itself. 


THE PECULIAR IDEAL. 


Wuart thou thinkest, belongs to all; what 
thon feel’st, is thine only. 
Wouldst thou make him thine own, feel 
thou the God whom thou think’st! 


TO MYSTICS. 


THAT is the only true secret, which in the 
presence of all men 
Lies, and surrounds thee for aye, but which 
is witness’d by none. 


THE KEY. 


Woutpst thou know thyself, observe the ac- 
tions of others. 
Wouldst thou other men know, look thou 
within thine own heart. 


THE OBSERVER. 


STERN as my conscience, thou seest the points 
wherein I’m deficient ; 

Therefore I’ve always lov’d thee, as my own 
conscience I’ve lov’d. 
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WISDOM AND PRUDENCE. 


Wou.pst thou, my friend, mount up to the 
highest summit of wisdom, 
Be not deterr’d by the fear, prudence thy 
course may deride: 
That short-sighted one sees but the bank that 
from thee is flying, 
Not the one which ere long thou wilt attain 
with bold flight. 


THE AGREEMENT. 


Botu of us seek for truth—in the world with- 
out thou dost seek it, 
I in the bosom within; both of us therefore 
succeed. 
If the eye be healthy, it sees from without the 
Creator ; 
And if the heart, then within doubtless it 
mirrors the world. 


POLITICAL PRECEPT. 


ALL that thou doest is right; but, friend, don’t 
carry this precept 
On too far,—be content, all that is right to 
effect. 
It is enough to true zeal, if what is existing 
be perfect ; 
False zeal always would find finish’d per- 
fection at once. 


MAJESTAS POPULI. 


Majesty of the nature of man! In crowds 
shall I seek thee? 

"Tis with only a few that thou hast made 
thine abode. 

Only a few ever count; the rest are but 
blanks of no value, 

And the prizes are hid ’neath the vain stir 
that they make. 


TO ASTRONOMERS. 


PRATE not to me so much of suns and of neb- 
ulous bodies ; 
Think ye nature but great, in that she gives 
thee to count? 
Though your object may be the sublimest that 
space holds within it, 
Yet, my good friends, the sublime dwells 
not in regions of space. 


ASTRONOMICAL WRITINGS. 


Ou, how infinite, how unspeakably great, are 
the heavens! 
Yet by frivolity’s hand downwards the 
heavens are pull’d! 


POEMS OF THE 


TO A WORLD-REFORMER. 


‘‘T HAVE sacrific’d all,’’ thou sayest, ‘that 
Man I might succor; 
Vain the attempt; my reward was persecu- 
tion and hate.”’ 
Shall I tell thee, my friend, how I to humor 
him manage? 
Trust the proverb! 
ceiv’d by it yet. 
Thou canst not sufficiently prize Humanity’s 
value ; 
Let it be coin’d in deed as it exists in thy 
breast. 
E’en to the man whom thou chancest to meet 
in life’s narrow pathway, 
If he should ask it of thee, hold forth a 
succoring hand. 
But for rain and for dew, for the general wel- 
fare of mortals, 
Leave thou Heaven to care, friend, as before, 
so e’en now. 


I ne’er have been de- 


MY ANTIPATHY. 


I HAVE a heartfelt aversion for crime,—a two- 
fold aversion, 
Since ’tis the reason why man prates about 
virtue so much. 
‘«What! thou hatest, then, virtue! ’’—I would 
that by all it were practis’d, 
So that, God willing, no man need speak of 
it more. 


THE BEST STATE. 


«How can I know the best state?’’ In the 
way that thou know’st the best woman ; 
Namely, my friend, that the world ever is 
silent of both. 


MY FAITH. 


Wuicu religion do I acknowledge? None 
that thou namest. 
‘‘None that I name? And why so?’”’— 


Why, for religion’s own sake! 


INSIDE AND OUTSIDE. 


‘© Gop alone sees the heart’’—and therefore, 
since he alone sees it, 
Be it our care that we, too, something that’s 
worthy may see. 


HOMER’S HEAD AS A SEAL. 


Trusty old Homer! to thee I confide the 
secret so tender ; 
For the raptures of love none but the bard 


should e’er know. 





THIRD PERIOD. 


FRIEND AND FOE. 


Dearty I love a friend; yet a foe I may turn 
to my profit ; 
Friends show me that which I can: 
teach me that which I shoudd. 


foes 


LIGHT AND COLOR. 


Tuou that art ever the same, with the Change- 
less One take up thy dwelling! 
Color, thou changeable one, kindly descend 
upon man! 


BEAUTEOUS INDIVIDUALITY. 


Tuov in truth shouldst be one, yet not with 
the whole shouldst thou be so. 
’Tis through the reason thou’rt one,—art 
so with z¢ through the heart. 
Voice of the whole is thy reason, but thou 
thine own heart must be ever; 
If in thy heart reason dwells evermore, 
happy art thou. 


VARIETY. 


Many are good and wise; yet all for one only 
reckon, 
For ’tis conception, alas, rules them, and 
not a fond heart. 
Sad is the sway of conception,—from thou- 
sandfold varying figures, 
Needy and empty but one it is e’er able to 
bring. 
But where creative beauty is ruling, there life 
and enjoyment 
Dwell; to the ne’er-changing One, thou- 
sands of new forms she gives. 


THE THREE AGES OF NATURE. 


Lire she receiv’d from fable; the schools de- 
priv’d her of being, 
Life creative again she has from reason 
recelv’d. 


GENIUS. 


UNDERSTANDING, indeed, can repeat what 
already existed,— 
That which Nature has built, after her she, 
too, can build. 
Over Nature can Reason build, but in vacancy 
only: 
But thou, Genius, alone, Nature zz Nature 
canst form. 
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POEMS (OF THE 


THE IMITATOR. 


Goop from the good,—to the reason this is 
not hard of conception ; 
But the genius has pow’r good from the bad 
to evoke. 
’Tis the conceiv’d alone, that thou, Imitator, 
canst practise ; 
Food the conceiv’d never is, save to the 
mind that conceives. 


GENIALITY. 


How does the genius make itself known? In 
the way that in nature 
Shows the Creator Himself,—e’en in the 
infinite whole. 
Clear is the ether, and yet of depth that ne’er 
can be fathom’d; 
Seen by the eye, it remains evermore clos’d 
to the sense. 


THE INQUIRERS. 


MEN now seek to explore each thing from 
within and without too; 
How canst thou make thy escape, Truth, 
from their eager pursuit? 
That they may catch thee, with nets and poles 
extended they seek thee ; 
But with a spirit-like tread, glidest thou out 
of the throng. 


THE DIFFICULT UNION. 


Way are taste and genius so seldom met with 
united? 

Taste of strength is afraid,—genius despises 
the rein. 


CORRECTNESS. 


FrEE from blemish to be, is the lowest of 
steps, and the highest ; 
Weakness and greatness alone ever arrive at 
this point. 


THE LAW OF NATURE. 


Ir has ever been so, my friend, and will ever 
remain so: 
Weakness has rules for itself, —vigor is 
crown’d with success. 


CHOICE. 


Ir thou canst not give pleasure to all by thy 
deeds and thy knowledge, 
Give it then, unto the few; many to please 
is but vain. 





THIRD PERIOD. 


SCIENCE OF MUSIC. 


Let the creative art breathe life, and the bard 
furnish spirit ; 
But the soul is express’d by Polyhymnia 
alone. 


LANGUAGE. 


Wuy can the living spirit be never seen by the 
spirit ? 
Soon as the soul ’gins to speak, then can the 
soul speak no more! 


TO THE POET. 


Ler thy speech be to thee what the body is to 
the loving ; 
Beings it only can part,—beings it only can 
join. 
THE MASTER. 


OTHER masters one always can tell by the 
words which they utter ; 
That which he wisely omits, shows me the 
master of style. 


THE GIRDLE. 


APHRODITE preserves her beauty conceal’d by 
her girdle; 
That which lends her her charms, is what 
she covers—her shame. 


THE DILETTANTE, 


MERELY because thou hast made a good verse 
in a language poetic, 
One which composes for thee, thou art a 
poet, forsooth! 


THE BABBLER OF ART. 


Dost thou desire the good in Art? Of the 
good art thou worthy, 
Which by a ne’er ceasing war ’gainst thee 


thyself is produc’d? 


THE PHILOSOPHIES. 


WHuiIcH among the philosophies will be endur- 
ing? I know not. 
But that philosophy’s self ever may last, is 
my hope. 


THE FAVOR OF THE MUSES. 


FaME with the vulgar expires; but, Muse 
immortal, thou bearest 
Those whom thou lov’st, who love thee, 
into Mnemosyne’s arms. 





LOY ea OE 
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THE BEST SLATE-CONS1I- 
TUTION. 


CAN recognize only as such, the one that 
enables 
Each to think what is right,—but that he 
thinks so, cares not. 


2a 


TO LAWGIVERS. 


VER take it for granted, that man collect- 
ively wishes 
That which is right;. but take care, never 
to think so of one! 


SEK HS 


THE HONORABLE. 


EVER honor the whole; individuals only I 
honor ; 


In individuals I always discover the whole. 


-—_oe— 


FALSE IMPULSE TO STUDY. 


QO» how many new foes against truth! My 
very soul bleedeth 
When I behold the owl-race now bursting 


forth to the light. 


SKS 


THE FOUNTAIN OF SECOND 
TOUGH. 


TRUST me, ’tis not a mere tale,—the foun- 
tain of youth really runneth, 
Runneth for ever. Thou ask’st, Where? 
In the poet’s sweet art! 


=O5 


TibeciRClLEsOr NATURE. 


A” thou gentle one, lies embrac’d in thy 
kingdom; the greybeard 
Back to the days of his youth, childish and 
childlike, returns. 











THE GENIUS WITH THE IN- 
VERIED? TORCH: 


LovELY he looks, ’tis true, with the light of 
his torch now extinguish’d ; 
But remember that death is not esthetic, 
my friends! 


SEK SS 


THE VIRTUE OF WOMAN. 


M4y of virtue has need ;—into life with bold- 
ness he plunges, 
Ent’ring with fortune more sure into the 
hazardous strife ; 


But to woman one virtue suffices; it ever is 
shining 
Lovingly forth to the heart: so let it shine 
to the eye! 


=e 


THE FAIREST APPARITION. 


IF thou never hast gaz’d upon beauty in mo- 
ments of sorrow, 
Thou canst with truth never boast that thou 
true beauty hast seen. 
If thou never hast gaz’d upon gladness in 
beauteous features, 
Thou canst with truth never boast that thou 
true gladness hast seen. 





=O 





THE FORUM OF WOMAN. 


Woman, never judge man by his individual 
actions ; 
But upon man, as a whole, pass thy decisive 
decree. 


—eS 


FEMALE JUDGMENT. 


M4y frames his judgment on reason; but 
woman on love founds her verdict ; 
If her judgment loves not, woman already 
has judg’d. 
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THE IDEAL OF WOMAN. 


TO AMANDA. 


Woman in everything yields to man; but in 
that which is highest, 
Even the manliest man yields to the woman 
most weak. 
But that highest,—what is it? 
radiance of triumph 
As in thy brow upon me, beauteous Amanda, 
it beams. 
When o’er the bright shining disk the clouds 
of affliction are fleeting, 
Fairer the image appears, seen through the 
vapor of gold. 
Man may think himself free! thou avtso,— 
for thou never knowest 
What is the meaning of choice,—know’st 
not necessity’s name. 
That which thou givest, thou always giv’st 
wholly; but ove art thou ever, 
Even thy tenderest sound is thine harmoni- 
ous self. 
Youth everlasting dwells here, with fulness 
that never is exhausted, 
And with the flower at once pluck’st thou 
the ripe golden fruit. 


SKS 


EXPECTATION AND FULFIL- 
MENT. 


life’s ocean the youth with a thousand 

masts daringly launches ; 

Mute, in a boat sav’d from wreck, enters 
the greybeard the port. 


The gentle 


co 


Da 


THE COMMON FATE. 


SEE how we hate, how we quarrel, how thought 
and how feeling divide us! 
But thy locks, friend, like mine, meanwhile 
are bleachening fast. 


SHS 


HUMAN ACTION. 


WHERE the pathway begins, eternity seems 
to lie open, 
Yet at the narrowest point even the wisest 
man stops. 





¥ aS roto 


‘PHE= A THER. 


Work as much as thou wilt, alone thou’lt be 
standing for ever, 
Till by nature thou’rt join’d forcibly on to 
the Whole. 


SKS 


LOVE AND DESIRE. 


RIGHTLY said Schlosser! Man loves what he 
has; what he has not, desireth ; 
None but the wealthy minds love; poor 
minds desire alone. 


-—ae— 


GOODNESS AND GREATNESS. 


NLY two virtues exist. Oh, would they 
were ever united ! 
Ever the good with the great, ever the great 


with the good! 


+20S0e 


THE IMPULSES: 


Fras with his iron staff may urge the slave 
onward for ever; 
Rapture, do thou lead me on ever in 
roseate chains! 


Awe 


NATURALISTS AND TRANS- 
CENDENTAL (PHILOSGPRERS. 


pity be between ye! 
is cemented ; 
Ye will but learn to know truth, when ye 
divide in the search. 


Your union too soon 








=O: 


GERMAN GENIUS. 


STRIVE, O German, for Roman-like strength 
and for Grecian-like beauty! 
Thou art successful in both; ne’er has the 
Gaul had success. 


SS ee ee I a 
eee 
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THE EPIC HEXAMETER. 


GPpPrLy onward it bears thee with resistless 
impetuous billows ; 
Nought but the ocean and air seest thou 
before or behind. 


THE DISTICH. 


In the Hexameter rises the fountain’s watery 
column, 
In the Pentameter sweet falling in melody 
down. 


THE EIGHT-LINE STANZA, 


STANza, by love thou’rt created,—by love all- 
tender and yearning ; 
Thrice dost thou bashfully fly; thrice dost 
with longing return. 


THE OBELISK. - 


On a pedestal lofty the sculptor in triumph 
has rais’d me. 
««Stand. thou,’’? spake he,—and I stand 
proudly and joyfully here. 





THE TRIUMPHAL ARCH. 


‘“‘FearR not,’’ the builder exclaim’d, ‘‘the 
rainbow that stands in the heavens; 
“<T will extend thee, like it, into infinity far!”’ 


THE BEAUTIFUL BRIDGE. 


UNDER me, over me, hasten the waters, the 
chariots; my builder 
Kindly has suffer’d e’en me, over myself, 
too, to go! 


THE GATE. 


Ler the gate open stand, to allure the savage 
to precepts ; < 
Let it the citizen lead into free nature with 
joy. 


ST. PETER’S. 


Ir thou seekest to find Immensity here, thou’rt 
mistaken ; 
For my greatness is meant greater to make 
thee thyself! 
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GERMANY AND HER PRINCES. 
THOU hast produc’d mighty monarchs, of 
whom thou art not unworthy, 
For the obedient alone make him who 
governs them great. 
But, O Germany, try if thou for thy rulers 
canst make it 


Harder as kings to be great,—easier, though, 
to be men! 


+0000 
TOSPROSELY TISERS: 
zt GVE me only a fragment of earth beyond 
the earth’s limits,’’— 
So the godlike man said, —‘‘and I will 
move it with ease.’’ 
Only give me permission to leave myself for 
one moment, 
And without any delay I will engage to be 
yours. 


==: 


THE CONNECTING MEDIUM. 
How does nature proceed to unite the high 
and the lowly 


In mankind? She commands vanity ’tween 
them to stand! 








"e002. 


THE MOMENT. 


DOUBTLESS an epoch important has with the 
century risen ; 
But the moment, so great, finds but a race 
of small worth. 


-— ae 


GERMAN COMEDY. 


OOLS we may have in plenty, and simple- 
tons, too, by the dozen; 
But for comedy these never make use of 
themselves. 





BOOKSELLER’S ANNOUNCE-} 
MENT. 


Novczt is for man so important as rightly 
to know his own purpose ; 
For but twelve groschen hard cash, ’tis to 
be bought at my shop! 


ae 


DANGEROUS CONSEQUENCES. 


DEEPER and bolder truths be careful, my 
friends, of avowing ; 
For as soon as ye do, all the world on ye 
will fall. 


+000 


GREEKISM. 


SCARCE has the fever so chilly of Gallomania 
departed, 
When a more burning attack in Grecomania 
breaks out. 
Greekism,—what did it mean?—’Twas har- 
mony, reason, and clearness! 
Patience, good gentlemen, pray, ere ye of 
Greekism speak ! 
’Tis for an excellent cause ye are fighting, 
and all that I ask for 
Is that with reason it ne’er may be a laugh- 
ing-stock made. 


=O: 


THE SUNDAY CHILDREN. 
YEARS has the master been lab’ring, but 
always without satisfaction ; 
To an ingenious race, ’twould be in vision 
conferr’d. 
What they yesterday learnt, to-day they fain 
would be teaching: 


Small compassion, alas, is by those gentle- 
men shown! 
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THE PHILOSOPHERS. 


PUPIL. 


] ™ rejoic’d, worthy sirs, to find you zx pleno 
assembl’d ; 
For I have come down below, seeking the 
one needful thing. 


ARISTOTLE. 


Quick to the point, my good friend! For the 
Fena Gazette comes to hand here, 
Even in hell,—so we know all that is pass- 
ing above. 


PUPIL. 


So much the better! So give me (I will not 
depart hence without it) 
Some good principle now,—one that will 
always avail! 


FIRST PHILOSOPHER. 


Cegito, ergo sum. I have thought, and there- 
fore existence! 
If the first be but true, then is the second 


one sure. 


PUPIL. 


As I think, I exist. ’Tis good! 
always is thinking? 
Oft I’ve existed e’en when I have been 
thinking of nought. 


But who 


SECOND PHILOSOPHER. 


Since there are things that exist, a thing of 
all things there must needs be; 
In the thing of all things dabble we, just as 
we are. 


THIRD PHILOSOPHER. 


Just the reverse say I. Besides myself there 
is nothing ; 
Ev’rything else that there is, is but a bubble 


to me. 





FOURTH PHILOSOPHER. 


Two kinds of things I allow to exist,—the 
world and the spirit ; 
Nought of others I know; even these sig- 
nify one. 


FIFTH PHILOSOPHER. 


I know nought of the thing, and know still 
less of the spirit ; 
Both but appear unto me; yet no appear- 
ance they are. 


SIXTH PHILOSOPHER. 


I am I, and settle myself,—and if I then settle 
Nothing to be, well and good—there’s a 
nonentity form’d. 


SEVENTH PHILOSOPHER. 


There is conception at least! 

ceiv’d there is, therefore ; 

And a conceiver as well, — which, with 
conception, makes three. 


A thing con- 


PUPIL. 


All this nonsense, good sirs, won’t answer my 
purpose a tittle: 
I a real principle need, one by which 
something is fix’d. 


EIGHTH PHILOSOPHER. 


Nothing is now to be found in the theoretical 
province ; 
Practical principles hold, such as: thou 
canst, for thou shouldst. 


PUPIL. 


If I but thought so! When people know no 
more sensible answer, 
Into the conscience at once plunge they 
_ with desperate haste. 
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DAVID HUME. 


Don’t converse with those fellows! That 
Kant has turn’d them all crazy ; 
Speak to me, for in hell I am the same that 


I was. 


LAW POINT. 


I have made use of my nose for years together 
to smell with; 
Have I aright to my nose that can be 
legally prov’d? 


THIRD PERIO“: 


PUFFENDORF. 


Truly a delicate point! 
sion appeareth 
In thy favor to tell; therefore make use of 
it still! 


Yet the first posses- 


SCRUPLE OF CONSCIENCE. 


Willingly serve I my friends; but, alas, I do 
it with pleasure ; 
Therefore I often am vex’d, that no true 
virtue I have. 


DECISION. 


As there is no other means, thou hadst better begin to despise them; 
And with aversion, then, do that which thy duty commands. 


SEG: 


ACH one, when seen by himself, is passably 
wise and judicious ; 
When they zz corfore are, nought but a 
blockhead is seen. 


THES TOMERIDES: 


wr is the bard of the Iliad among you? 
For since he likes puddings, 
Heyne begs he’ll accept these that from 
Gottingen come. 
“‘Give them to me/ The king’s quarrel I 
sang!’’ ‘I the fight near the vessels !’’?— 
“Hand me the puddings! I sang what 
upon Ida took place!”’ 
Gently! Don’t tear me to pieces! 
puddings will not be sufficient ; 
He by whom they are sent destin’d them 
only for one. 


The 





THE MORAL POET. 


M4y is in truth a poor creature,—I know 
it,—and fain would forget it; 
Therefore (how sorry I am!) came I, alas, 

unto thee! 


HE @DANAIDES 


the sieve we’ve been pouring for years, 

—o’er the stone we’ve been brooding ; 

But the stone never warms,—nor does the 
sieve ever fill. 


[Xte 


THE SUBLIME SUBJECT. 


Ts thy Muse’s delight to sing God’s pity 
to mortals ; 
But, that they pitiful are,—is it a matter 
for song? 


fii PAR LEG 


Wournst thou give pleasure at once to the children of earth and the righteous? 
Draw the image of lust—adding the devil as well! 
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LL, both in prose and in verse, in Germany fast is decaying; 
Far behind us, alas, lieth the golden age now! 
For by philosophers spoil’d.is our language—our logic by poets, 
And no more common sense governs our passage through life. 
From the esthetic, to which she belongs, now virtue is driven, 
And into politics forced, where she’s a troublesome guest. 
Where are we hastening now? If natural, dull we are voted, 
And if we put on constraint, then the world calls us absurd. 
Oh, thou joyous artlessness ’mongst the poor maidens of Leipzig, 
Witty simplicity come,—come, then, to glad us again! 
Comedy, oh repeat thy weekly visits so precious, 
Sigismund, lover so sweet,—Mascarill, valet jocose ! 
Tragedy, full of salt and pungency epigrammatic,— 
And thou, minuet-step of our old buskin preserv’d! 
Philosophic romance, thou mannikin waiting with patience, 
When, ’gainst the pruner’s attack, nature defendeth herself! 
Ancient prose, oh return,—so nobly and boldly expressing 
All that thou think’st and hast thought,—and what the reader 
thinks too! 
All, both in prose and in verse, in Germany fast is decaying ; 
Far behind us, alas, lieth the golden age now! 


KNOWLEDGE. 





KNOWLEDGE to one is a goddess both heav’nly and high,—to another 
Only an excellent cow, yielding the butter he wants. 


KANT AND HIS COMMENTATORS. 


SF= how a single rich man gives a living to numbers of beggars! 
’Tis when sovereigns build, carters are kept in employ. 


reser — 
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SHAKESPEAR’S GHOST. 


A PARODY. 


Saw his shade. He himself was not, alas, to be seen. 
9 Round him were heard, like the screaming of birds, the screams of tragedians, 
And, with the baying of dogs, bark’d dramaturgists around. 
There stood the giant in all his terrors; his bow was extended, 
And the bolt, fix’d on the string, steadily aim’d at the heart. 
«¢What still hardier action, Unhappy One, dost thou now venture, 
Thus to descend to the grave of the departed souls here?’’ 
“Tis to see Tiresias I come, to ask of the prophet 
Where I the, buskin of old, that now has vanish’d, may find?”’ 
‘<If they believe not in Nature, nor in the old Grecian, but vainly 
Wilt thou convey up from hence that dramaturgy to them.”’ 
‘Oh, as for Nature, once more to tread our stage she has ventur’d, 
Ay, and stark-naked besides, so that each rib we can count.”’ 
‘‘What? Is the buskin of old to be seen in truth on your stage, then, 
Which even I came to fetch, out of mid-Tartarus’ gloom?’’— 
“There is now no more of that tragic bustle, for scarcely 
Once in a year on the boards moves thy great soul, harness clad."’ 
‘‘Doubtless ’tis well! Philosophy now has refin’d your sensations, 
And from the humor so bright, fly the affections so black.’’— 
“‘Ay, there is nothing that beats a jest that is stolid and barren, 
But then e’en sorrow can please, if ’tis sufficiently moist.”’ 
“But do ye also exhibit the graceful dance of Thalia, 
Join’d to the solemn step with which Melpomene moves ?’’— 
‘Neither! For nought we love but what is Christian and moral ; 
And what is popular too, homely, domestic, and plain.”’ 
‘What? Does no Cesar, does no Achilles, appear on your stage now, 
Not an Andromache e’en, not an Orestes, my friend?’’ 
‘“No! there is nought to be seen there but parsons, and syndics of commerce, 
Secretaries perchance, ensigns and majors of horse.’’ 

‘But, my good friend, pray tell me, what can such people e’er meet with 
That can be truly call’d great ?—what that is great can they do?’’— 
“‘What? Why they form cabals, they lend upon mortgage, they pocket 

Silver spoons, and fear not e’en in the stocks to be plac’d.”’ 
““Whence do ye, then, derive the destiny, great and gigantic, 

Which raises man up on high, e’en when it grinds him to dust?’’— 
‘‘All mere nonsense! Ourselves, our worthy acquaintances also, 

And our sorrows and wants, seek we and find we, too, here.”’ 
‘But all this ye possess at home both apter and better,— 

Wherefore, then, fly from yourselves, if ’tis yourselves that ye seek?” 
‘‘Be not offended, great hero, for shat is a different question ; 

Ever is destiny blind,—ever is righteous the bard.”’ 
‘«Then one meets on your stage your own contemptible nature, 

While ’tis in vain one seeks there nature enduring and great?”’ 
‘«There the poet is host, and act the fifth is the reck’ning ; 

And, when crime becomes sick, virtue sits down to the feast !’? 


See 


| TOO, at length discern’d great Hercules’ energy mighty,— 






































REE iy ERS! 


RHINE. 
TRUE as becometh a Switzer, I watch over 
Germany’s borders ; 
But the light-footed Gaul jumps o’er the 
suffering stream. 


. RHINE AND MOSELLE. 
Many a year have I clasp’d in my arms the 
Lorrainian maiden ; 
But our union as yet ne’er has been blest 
with a son. 


DANUBE IN 


Round me are dwelling the falcon-ey’d race, 
the Phzeacian people; 

Sunday with them never ends; ceaselessly 
moves round the spit. 





MAIN. 
Ay, it is true that my castles are crumbling; 
yet, to my comfort, 
Have I for centuries past seen my old race 
still endure. 
SAALE. ; 
Short is my course, during which I salute 
many princes and nations; 
Yet the princes are good—ay! and the na- 
tions are free. 


ILMO. 


Poor are my banks, it is true; but yet my 
soft-flowing waters 
Many immortal lays hear, borne by the 
current along. 


PLEISSE. 


Flat is my shore and shallow my current; 
alas, all my writers, 

Both in prose and in verse, drink far too 
deep of its stream! 


ELBE. 


All ye others speak only a jargon; ’mongst 
Germany’s rivers 


None speak German but me; I but ine 


Misnia alone. 





SPREE. 


Ramler once gave me language,—my Cesar a 
subject ; and therefore 
I had my mouth then stuff’d full; but I’ve 
been silent since that. 


WESER. 


Nothing, alas, can be said about me; I really 
can’t furnish 
Matter enough to the Muse e’en for an epi- 
gram small. 


MINERAL WATERS AT: 7 


Singular country! what excellent taste in its 
fountains and rivers! 
In its people alone none have I ever yet 
found ! 





PEGNITZ. 
I for a long time have been a hypochondriacal 
subject ; 
I but flow on because it has my habit been 
long. 





THE RIVERS. 
We would gladly remain in the lands that 
own as their masters ; 
Soft their yoke ever is, and all their burdens 
are light. 





SALZACH. 
I, to salt the archbishopric, come from Juva- 
via’s mountains ; 
Then to Bavaria turn, where they have great 
need of salt! 


THE ANONYMOUS RIVER. 


Lenten food for the pious bishop’s table to 
furnish, 
By my Creator I’m pour’d over the famish- 
ing land. 


LES FLEUVES INDISCRETS. 


Pray be silent, ye rivers! One sees ye have no 
more discretion 
Than, in a case we could name, Diderot’s 
favorites had. 
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THE METAPHYSICIAN. 





66 OW far beneath me seems the 
H earthly ball! 


The pigmy race belowI scarce 
can see! 
How does my art, the noblest art of all, 
Bear me close up to heaven’s bright canopy!”’ 
So cries the slater from his tower’s high top, 
And so the little would-be-mighty man, 


Hans Metaphysicus,from out his critic-shop. 


Explain, thou little would-be-mighty man! 


The tower from which thy looks the world 


survey, 


Whereof,—whereon is it erected, pray? 
How didst thou mount it? Of what use to thee 
Its naked heights, save o’er the vale to see? 


oa 


HES PO ILOS@OPH ERs: 


Tow’rd strength and shape first 
tended,— 

The pulley whereon Zeus the ring 
Of earth, that loosely us’d to swing, 

With cautiousness suspended ,— 
He is a clever man, I vow, 
Who its real name can tell me now, 
Unless to help him I consent— 
"Tis: ten and twelve are different! 


elie principle by which each thing 


Fire burns,—’ tis chilly when it snows, 
Man always is two-footed,— 
The sun across the heavens goes.— 
This, he who nought of logic knows 
Finds to his reason suited. 
Yet he who metaphysics learns, 
Knows that nought freezes when it burns, — 
Knows that what’s wet is never dry,— 
And that what’s bright attracts the eye. 


Old Homer sings his noble lays, 
The hero goes through dangers; 
The brave man duty’s call obeys, 
And did so, even in the days 
When sages yet were strangers— 
But heart and genius now have taught 
What Locke and what Descartes ne’er tho’t : 
By them immediately is shown 
That which is possible alone. 





In life, avails the right of force, 
The bold the timid worries; 
Who rules not, is a slave of course, 
Without design each thing across 
Earth’s stage for ever hurries. 
Yet what would happen if the plan 
Which guides the world now first began, 
Within the moral system lies 
Disclos’d with clearness to our eyes. 


‘When man would seek his destiny, 
Man’s help must then be given; 
Save for the whole, ne’er labors he,— 
Of many drops is form’d the sea,— 
By water mills are driven ; 
Therefore the wolf’s wild species flies,— 
Knit are the state’s enduring ties.”’ 
Thus Puffendorf and Feder, each 
Is ex cathedré wont to teach. 


Yet if what such professors say, 
Each brain to enter durst not, 
Nature exerts her mother-sway, 
Provides that ne’er the chain gives way, 
And that the ripe fruits burst not. 
Meanwhile, until earth’s stru€ture vast 
Philosophy can bind at last, 
"Tis she that bids its pinions move, 
By means of hunger and of love! 
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~ T a horse-fair, once,—it may perhaps have been 





Where other things are bought and sold,—I mean 
At the Haymarket,—there the muses’ horse 
A hungry poet brought—to sell, of course. 


The hippogriff neigh’d shrilly, loudly, 

And rear’d upon his hind-legs proudly ; 

In utter wonderment each stood and cried: 
“The noble regal beast! But, woe betide! 
Two hideous wings his slender form deface, 
The finest team he else would not disgrace.’’— 
“©The breed,’’ said they, ‘‘is doubtless rare, 
But who would travel through the air?’’— 
Not one of them would risk his gold. 

At length a farmer grew more bold: 

‘‘As for his wings, I of no use should find them, 
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POEMS OF THE 


But then how easy ’tis to clip or bind them! 

The horse for drawing may be useful found,— 

So, friend, I don’t mind giving twenty pound!”’ 

The other, glad to sell his merchandise, 

Cried, ‘‘Done!’’—And Hans rode off upon 
his prize. 


The noble creature was, ere long, put-to, 

But scarcely felt the unaccustom’d load, 
Than, panting to soar upwards, off he flew, 
And, fill’d with honest anger, overthrew 

The cart where an abyss just met the road. 
‘Ho! ho!’’ thought Hans: ‘No cart to this 

mad beast 
I’ll trust. Experience makes one wise at least. 
To drive the coach to-morrow now my course 
is, 

And he as leader in the team shall go. 

The lively fellow’ll save me full two horses ; 

As years pass on, he’ll doubtless tamer 

grow.”’ 


All went on well at first. The nimble steed 

His partners. rous’d,—like lightning was their 
speed. 

What happen’d next? 
turn’d his eye,— 

Unus’d across the solid ground to fly, 

He quitted soon the safe and beaten course, 

And true to nature’s strong resistless force, 

Ran over bog and moor, o’er hedge, and 
pasture till’d ; 

An equal madness soon the other horses fill’d,— 

No reins could hold them in, no help was near, 

Till,—only picture the poor travelers’ fear !— 

The coach, well shaken, and completely 
wreck’d, 

Upon a hill’s steep top at length was check’d. 


Tow’rd heaven was 


‘<If this is always sure to be the case,”’ 

Hans cried, and cut a very sorry face, 

‘¢ He'll never do to draw a coach or wagon ; 
Let’s see if we can’t tame the fiery dragon 

By means of heavy work and little food.’’ 
And so the plan was tried.—But what ensu’d? 
The handsome beast, before three days had 


past, 
Wasted to nothing. ‘‘Stay! I see at last!’’ 
Cried Hans. ‘Be quick, you fellows! yoke 
him now 


With my most sturdy ox before the plough.”’ 





THIRD PERIOD. 


No sooner said than done. In union queer 
Together yok’d were soon wing’d horse and 
steer. 
The griffin pranc’d with rage, and his remain- 
ing might 
Exerted to resume his old-accustom’d flight. 
’Twas all in vain—his partner stepp’d with 
circumspection, 
And Phcebus’ haughty steed must follow zs 
direction ; 
Until at last, by long resistance spent, 
When strength his limbs no longer was 
controlling, 
The noble creature, with affliction bent, 
Fell to the ground, and in the dust lay 
rolling. 
“‘Accurséd beast!’’ at length with fury mad 
Hans shouted, while he soundly plied the 
lash,— 
‘« Even for ploughing, then, thou art too bad!— 
That fellow was a rogue to sell such trash!’’ 


Ere yet his heavy blows had ceas’d to fly, 
A brisk and merry youth by chance came by. 
A lute was tinkling in his hand, 
And through his light and flowing hair 
Was twin’d with grace a golden band. 
‘‘Whither, my friend, with that strange 
pair?”’ 
From far he to the peasant cried. 
“A bird and ox to one rope tied— 
Was such a team e’er heard of, pray? 
Thy horse’s worth I’d fain essay ; 
Just for one moment lend him me,— 
Observe, and thou shalt wonders see!’’ 


The hippogriff was loosen’d from the plough, 

Upon his back the smiling youth leap’d now; 

No sooner did the creature understand 

That he was guided by a master-hand, 

Than ’gainst his bit he champ’d, and upward 
soar’d, 

While lightning from his flaming eyes out: 
pour’d. 

No longer the same being, royally 

A spirit, ay, a god, ascended he, 

Spread in a moment to the stormy wind 

His noble wings, and left the earth behind, 

And, ere the eye could follow him, 

Had vanish’d in the heavens dim. 


af 
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ree UIP EE SHOW OF LIBRE: 


Life’s puppet-show, the world in little, 
Thouw’lt see depicted to a tittle, — 
But pray at some small distance keep! 
Tis by the torch of love alone, 
By Cupid’s taper it is shown. 


: | ‘HOU’RT welcome in my box to peep! 


See, not a moment void the stage is! 
The child in arms at first they bring,— 
The boy then skips,—the youth now storms 
and rages,— 
The man contends, and ventures everything! 





Each one attempts success to find, 
Yet narrow is the race-course ever ; 
The chariot rolls, the axles quiver, 
The hero presses on, the coward stays 
behind, 
The proud man falls with mirth-inspiring fall, 
The wise man overtakes them all! 


Thou seest fair woman at the barrier stand, 
With beauteous hands, with smiling eyes, 
To glad the victor with his prize. 





SSS eee 





TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 


ON HIS DEVOTING HIMSELF TO PHILOSOPHY. 





bosom, 





gulf! 


O many arduous trials the Grecian youth had to suffer 
Ere th’ Eleusinian house welcom’d him under its roof. 
Art thou ripe and prepar’d, the holy temple to enter, 
__ Where her mysterious lore Pallas Athene preserves? 
Know’st thou what there ’tis awaits thee? 
purchase may cost thee? 
That with a gift that is sure, one that is zof, thou must buy? 
Feelest thou strength enough to fight that sternest of conflicts 
Where the reason and heart, mind and the thought disagree? 
Courage enough with doubt’s undying hydra to wrestle, 
And to contend like a man ’gainst the dread foe in thyself? 
With an eye that is sound, with a heart of innocence sacred, 
Then to unmask the deceit veil’d in the garments of truth? 
Fly, if thou canst not depend on the guide within thine own 


How dear thy 


Fly from the treacherous brink, ere thou art chok’d in the 


Many have sought for light, and only plung’d into darkness ; 


’Tis but in twilight alone infancy wanders secure! 
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66 H, who would feed on dreams for 
ever fleeing, 
That with a borrow’d lustre clothe 


the being, 
Deceiving hope with a possession vain? 
The truth uncover’d I would see remain. 
Though with my dream should vanish all my 
heaven, 
Though the free spirit to whose wings ’twas 
given 
To scale the Possible’s unbounded realm, 
The present with strong chains should over- 
whelm: 
’T would teach itself then to obey ; 
*Twould find, then, duty’s sacred call, 
And that of need, most stern of all, 
The more subservient to its sway. 
He who would ’scape the gentle rule of truth, 
Can he endure necessity forsooth?”’ 
My rigid friend, thus dost thou cry and see 





From ’neath experience’s safe portal, 
Looking with scorn on what but seems to be. 
Soon flies the loving band immortal, 
Stricken with terror by thy solemn word ;— 
The dancing hours stand still, no muse’s 
strains are heard,— 
The sister-deities, with beauteous hair, 
Take up their garlands now in mute despair,— 
Apollo breaks his lyre of gold, 
His wondrous staff breaks Hermes too, 
While from life’s features wan and cold 
Falls the dream’s veil of rosy hue. 
The world a tomb is,—Venus’ son 
The magic band tears from his eyes,— 
His mother in the godlike one 
Sees now the mortal,—trembles, flies. 
Age steals on beauty’s youthful form, 
Upon thy lips no more is warm 
The kiss of love,—and ere thy joy has pass’d, 
Into a lifeless stone thou’rt chang’d at last. 


Se Oe 


WO 22 Gs. © False 


ON HIS PRODUCING VOLTAIRE’S ‘‘MAHOMET’’ ON THE STAGE. 








; - OST thou, whom, freed from rules constrain’d and wrong, 
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On truth and nature once again we’re plac’d,— 
Who, in the cradle e’en a hero strong, 

Stiflest the serpents round our genius lac’d,— 
Thou whom the godlike science has so long 

With her unsullied sacred fillet grac’d,— 
Dost thou on ruin’d altars sacrifice 
To that false muse whom we no longer prize? 


This theatre belongs to native art, 
No foreign idols worshipp’d here are seen ; 
A laurel we can show, with joyous heart, 
That on the German Pindus has grown green: 
The sciences’ most holy, hidden part 
The German genius dares to enter e’en, 
And, following the Briton and the Greek, 
A nobler glory now attempts to seek. 


POEMS OF THE 


For yonder, where slaves kneel, and despots 
hold 
The reins,—where spurious greatness lifts 
its head, 
Art has no power the noble there to mould, 
Tis by no Louis that its seed is spread ; 
From its own fulness it must needs unfold, 
By earthly majesty ’tis never fed ; 
"Tis with truth only it can e’er unite, 
Its glow free spirits only e’er can light. 


*Tis not to bind us in a worn-out chain 
Thou dost this play of olden time recall,— 
Tis not to seek to lead us back again 
To days when thoughtless childhood rul’d 
o’er all. 
It were, in truth, an idle risk and vain 
Into the moving wheel of time to fall ; 
The wingéd hours for ever bear it on, 
The new arrives, and, lo! the old has gone. 


The narrow theatre is now more wide, 
Into its space a universe now steals; 
In pompous words no longer is our pride, 
Nature we love when she her form reveals; 
Fashion’s false rules no more are deified ; 
And as a man the hero aé¢ts and feels. 
"Tis passion makes the notes of freedom sound, 
And ’tis in truth the beautiful is found. 


Weak is the frame of Thespis’ chariot fair, 
Resembling much the bark of Acheron, 
That carries nought but shades and forms of 
alr ; 
And if rude life should venture to press on, 
The fragile bark its weight no more can bear, 
For fleeting spirits it can hold alone. 
Appearance ne’er can reach reality,— 
If nature be victorious, art must fly. 





THIRD PERIOD. 


For on the stage’s boarded scaffold here 
A world ideal opens to our eyes, 
Nothing is true and genuine save—a tear ; 
Emotion on no dream of sense relies. 
The real Melpomene is still sincere, 
Nought as a fable merely she supplies— 
By truth profound to charm us is her care; 
The false one, truth pretends, but to ensnare. 


Now from the scene, Art threatens to retire, 
Her kingdom wild maintains still Phantasy ; 

The stage she like the world would set on fire, 
The meanest and the noblest mingles she. 

The Frank alone ’tis Art can now inspire, 
And yet her archetype can his ne’er be; 

In bounds unchangeable confining her, 

He holds her fast, and vainly would she stir. 


The stage to him is pure and undefil’d; 
Chas’d from the regions that to her belong 

Are Nature’s tones, so careless and so wild, 
To him e’en language rises into song ; 

A realm harmonious ’tis, of beauty mild, 
Where limb unites to limb in order strong. 

The whole into a solemn temple blends, 

And ’tis the dance that grace to motion lends. 


And yet the Frank must not be made our guide, 
For in his art no living spirit reigns ; 

The boasting gestures of a spurious pride 
That mind which only loves the true disdains. 

To nobler ends alone be it applied, 
Returning, like some soul’s long-vanish’d 

manes, 
To render the oft-sullied stage once more 
A throne befitting the great muse of yore. 





LENE. 

















NUPTIALS OBE 


ON HER MARRIAGE TO DR. STURM. 


ADDRESSED IN THE ORIGINAL TO MDLLE. SLEVOIGT, 





Glad Hymen’s flowery path ’gin pressing! 
We witness’d with enraptur’d eye 
The graces of thy soul unfolding, 
« Thy youthful charms their beauty moulding 
To blossom for love’s ecstasy. 
A happy fate now hovers round thee, 
And friendship yields without a smart 
To that sweet god whose might hath bound 


Few bride, attended by our blessing, 


To-duties dear, to troubles tender, 
Thy youthful breast must now surrender, 
Thy garland’s summons must obey. 
Each toying infantine sensation, 
Each fleeting sport of youth’s creation, 
For evermore hath pass’d away ; 
And Hymen’s sacred bond now chaineth 
Where soft and flutt’ring Love was shrin’d ; 
Yet for a heart, where beauty reigneth, 


thee ;— Of flowers alone that bond is twin’d. 


He needs must have, he Aazh thy heart! 





The secret that can keep for ever, 
In verdant links, that nought can sever, 

The bridal garland, wouldst thou find ? 
Tis purity the heart pervading, 

The blossoms of a grace unfading, 

And yet with modest shame combin’d, 
Which, like the sun’s reflection glowing, 
Makes every heart throb blissfully ;— 
Tis looks with mildness overflowing, 

And self-maintaining dignity! 


GRECIAN GENIUS. 


TO MEYER IN ITALY. 





GPEECHLESS to thousands of others, who with deaf hearts would consult him, 
Talketh the spirit to thee, who art his kinsman and friend. 


Cpe tS) ge 


LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF A FRIEND. 


HERR VON MECHELN OF BASLE. 





NATURE in charms is exhaustless, in beauty ever reviving ; 
And, like nature, fair art is inexhaustible too. 
Hail, thou honor’d old man! for 4o¢h in thy heart thou preservest 
Living sensations, and thus ne’er ending youth is thy lot! 
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EINES s ING THE FOLIO; ALBUM 
QF A LEARNED FRIEND. 
Ore wisdom dwelt in tomes of ponderous 

size, 
While friendship from a pocket-book would 
talk ; 
But now that knowledge in small compass lies, 
And floats in almanacs, as light as cork, 
Courageous man thou dost not hesitate 
To open for thy friends this house so great! 


Hast thou no fear, I seriously would ask, 
That thou may’st thus their patience overtask? 


=O= 


(eres PRESEN |. 


Rr and staff, oh to me on a Rhenish flask 
ye are welcome! 

Him a true shepherd I call, who thus gives 
drink to his sheep. 

Draught thrice blest! It is by the Muse I have 

won thee,—the Muse, too, 

Sends thee,—and even the Church places 

upon thee her seal. 
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WILLIAM TELL. 


WH hostile elements with rage resound, 
And fury blindly fans war’s lurid flame,— 
When in the strife of party quarrel drown’d, 
The voice of justice no regard can claim,— 
When crime is free, and impious hands are 
found 
The sacred to pollute, devoid of shame, 
And loose the anchor which the State main- 
tains,— 
No subject chere we find for joyous strains. 


But when a nation, that its flocks still feeds 
With calm content, nor other’s wealth 
desires, 
Throws off the cruel yoke ’neath which it 
bleeds, 
Yet, e’en in wrath, humanity admires, — 
And, e’en in triumph, moderation heeds,— 
That is immortal, and our song requires. 
To show thee such an image now is mine; 
Thou know’st it well, for all that’s great is 
thine! 


TOV VE HEREDITARY PRINCE 
OF WEIMAR, 


ON HIS PROCEEDING TO PARIS. 
CIRCLE OF FRIENDS. 


SUNG IN A 


W1TH one last bumper let us hail 
The wanderer belov’d, 
Who takes his leave of this still vale 
Wherein in youth he rov’d. 


From loving arms, from native home, 
He tears himself away, 

To yonder city proud to roam, 
That makes whole lands its prey. 


Dissension flies, all tempests end, 
And chain’d is strife abhorr’d ; 

We in the crater may descend 
From whence the lava pour’d. 


A gracious fate conduct thee through 
Life’s wild and mazy track! 

A bosom nature gave thee true,— 
A bosom true bring back! 





Thou’lt visit lands that war’s wild train 
Had crush’d with careless heed ; 

Now smiling Peace salutes the plain, 
And strews the golden seed. 


The hoary Father Rhine thou’lt greet, 
Who thy forefather blest 

Will think of, whilst his waters fleet 
In ocean’s bed to rest. 


Do homage to the hero’s manes, 
And offer to the Rhine, 

The German frontier who maintains, 
His own-created wine,— 


So that thy country’s soul thy guide 
May be, when thou hast cross’d 
On the frail bark to yonder side, 





Where German faith is lost! 


OSE 
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NEw CENTURY 
if = 3 ous at = 


VER will place of refuge, noble friend, \' 
ll For peace and glorious freedom open lie? 
The century in tempests had its end, 

The new one now begins with mur- 
der’s cry. 
Each land-conne¢ting bond is torn away, 


Each ancient custom hastens to decline; 
Not e’en the ocean can war’s tumult stay. 


For undivided mastery of the world; 
And, by them, each land’s freedom to devour, 








TO 















Not e’en the Nile-god, not the hoary ni | 
Rhine. (l (s 
Two mighty nations strive, with hostile 7 ) { 
power, 


OS) 


The trident brandish’d is—the lightning hurl’d. 


Each country must to them its gold afford, 
And, Brennus-like, upon the fatal day, 

The Frank now throws his heavy iron sword, 
The even scales of justice to o’erweigh. 


His merchant-fleets the Briton greedily 
Extends, like Polyp-limbs, on ev’ry side; 
And the domain of Amphitrité free 
As if his home it were, would fain bestride. 


E’en to the south pole’s dim, remotest star, 
His restless course moves onward, un- 
restrain’ d ; 
Each isle he tracks,—each coast, however far, 
But Paradise alone he ne’er has gain’d! 





Although thine eye may ev’ry map explore, 
Vainly thou’lt seek to find that blissful place, 
Where freedom’s garden smiles for evermore, 
And where in youth still blooms the human 
race. 


Before thy gaze the world extended lies, 
The very shipping it can scarce embrace ; 
And yet upon her back, of boundless size, 
E’en for ten happy men there is not space! 


Into thy bosom’s holy, silent cells, 
Thou needs must fly from life’s tumultuous 
throng! 
Freedom but in the realm of vision dwells, 
And beauty bears no blossoms but in song. 


eee eee 


A MAIDEN blush o’er every feature straying, 
The Muse her gentle harp now lays down here, 
And stands before thee, for thy judgment praying,— 
She waits with reverence, but not with fear : 
Her last farewell for 22s kind smile delaying, 
Whom splendor dazzles not, who holds truth dear. 
The hand of him alone whose soaring spirit 
Worships the Beautiful, can crown her merit. 


These simple lays are only heard resounding, 
While feeling hearts are gladden’d by their tone, 

With brighter phantasies their path surrounding, 
To nobler aims their footsteps guiding on. 

Yet coming ages ne’er will hear them sounding, 
They live but for the present hour alone; 

The passing moment call’d them into being, 

And, as the hours dance on, they, too, are fleeing. 


The spring returns, and nature then awaking, 
Bursts into life across the smiling plain; 

Each shrub its perfume through the air is shaking, 
And heaven is fill’d with one sweet choral strain ; 

While young and old, their secret haunts forsaking, 
With raptur’d eye and ear rejoice again. 

The spring then flies,—to seed return the flowers, 

And nought remains to mark the vanish’d hours. 








157 





= 


IN 
ih 


ie 


ha 
"i 


jin 
Va 


sp i 


qo 
y i DUT 
NY a 


Wes 


m iia 


a a 
RS 





159 





S EVE ane 


IN TWO SCENES. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Juno. JUPITER. 


SEMELE, Princess of Thebes. MERcurRY. 


SCENE— Zhe Palace of Cadmus at Thebes. 
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SCENE I. 


Juno. (Descending from her chariot, en- 

veloped in a cloud.) Away, ye Peacocks, with 
my wingéd car 
Upon Cithzron’s cloud-capp’d summit wait ! 
The chariot and cloud vanish. 

Hail, hail, thou House of my undying anger! 
A fearful hail to thee, thou hostile roof, 
Ye hated walls!—This, ¢#zs then, is the place 
Where Jupiter pollutes his marriage bed 
Even before the face of modest day! 
’Tis here, then, that a woman, a frail mortal, 
A dust-created being, dares to lure 
The mighty Thunderer from out mine arms, 
And hold him prisoner against her lips! 


Juno! Juno! thought of madness! 
Thou all lonely and in sadness, 

Standest now on Heaven’s bright throne! 
Though the votive smoke ascendeth, 
Though each knee in homage bendeth, 

What are ¢hey when Love has flown? 


To humble, alas, each too-haughty emotion 
That swell’d my proud breast, from the foam 
of the ocean 
Fair Venus arose, to enchant Gods and men! 
And the Fates my still-deeper abasement 
decreeing, 
Her offspring Hermione brought into being, 
And the bliss once mine own can ne’er gla 
me again! : 





| Amongst the Gods do I not reign the Queen? 


Am I not Sister of the Thunderer? 


| Am I not wife of Zeus the Lord of All? 


Groans not the mighty axis of the Heav’ns 
At my command? Gleams not Olympus’ 
crown 

Upon my head? Ha! now I feel myself! 

In my immortal veins is Kronos’ blood, 

Right royally now swells my godlike heart. 

Revenge! revenge! 

Shall she unpunish’d ridicule my might? 

Unpunish’d, discord roll amongst the Gods, 

Inviting Eris to invade the courts, 

The joyous courts of Heav’n? Vain, thought- 

less one! 

Perish, and learn upon the Stygian stream 

The difference ’twixt divine and earthly dust ! 

Thy giant-armour, may it weigh thee down— 

Thy passion for a God to atoms crush thee! 

Armed with revenge, as with a coat of mail, 

I have descended from Olympus’ heights, 

Devising sweet, ensnaring, flatt’ring words; 

But in those words, death and destruction lurk. 

Hark! ’tis her footstep ! she approaches now— 

Approaches ruin and a certain death! 

Veil thyself, Goddess, in a mortal form! [ Zvi. 
SEMELE. (Calling behind the scenes.) 

The sun is fast declining! Maidens, haste, 

Scatter ambrosial fragrance through the hall, 

Strew roses and narcissus-flowers around, 

Forgetting not the gold-embroider’d pillow. 
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He comes not yet—the sun is fast declining— 
Juno. (Hastily entering in the form of an old 
woman.) Prais’d be the Deities, my dearest 
daughter ! 
SemELeE. Ha! Do I dream? Am I awake? 
Gods! Beroé! 
Juno. Is’t possible that Semele can e’er 
Forget her nurse ? 
SEMELE. ’Tis Beroé! By Zeus! 
Oh, let thy daughter clasp thee to her heart ! 
Thou livest still? What can have brought 
thee here 
From Epidaurus? Tell me all thy tale! 
Thou’rt still my mother as of old? 


Juno. Thy mother! 
Time was, thou call’ dst me so. 
SEMELE. Thou art so still, 


And wilt remain so, till I drink full deep 
Of Lethe’s madd’ning draught. 

JuNo. Soon Beroé 
Will drink oblivion from the waves of Lethe ; 
But Cadmus’ daughter ne’er will taste that 

draught. 

SEMELE. How, my good nurse? Thy lan- 

guage ne’er was wont 
To be mysterious or of hidden meaning ; 
The spirit of grey hairs ’tis speaks in thee ; 
Thou say’st I ne’er shall taste of Lethe’s 
draught ? 

Juno. I said so, Yes! But wherefore ridicule 

Grey hairs? ’Tis true that they, unlike fair 
tresses, 
Have ne’er been able to ensnare a God! 
SEMELE. Pardon poor thoughtless me! 
What cause have I 
To ridicule grey hairs? Can I suppose 
That mine for ever fair will grace my neck? 
But what was that I heard thee muttering 
Between thy teeth?—A God? 

Juno. Said I, a God? 
The Deities in truth dwell ev’rywhere! 

"Tis good for Earth’s frail children to implore 
them. 

The Gods are found where ¢iou art —Semele! 

What wouldst thou ask? 

SEMELE. Malicious heart! But say: 
What brings thee to this spot from Epidaurus? 
Tis not because the Gods delight to dwell 
Near Semele ! 

JuNo. By Jupiter, nought else !— 
What fire was that which mounted to thy cheeks 
When I pronounced the name of Jupiter! 
Nought else, my daughter! Fearfully the plague 
At Epidaurus rages; ev’ry blast 
Is deadly poison, ev’ry breath destroys; 

The son his mother burns, his bride the bride- 
groom; 
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The funeral piles rear up their flaming heads, 
Converting even midnight to bright day, 
While howls of anguish ceaseless rend the air; 
Full to o’erflowing is the cup of woe !— 
In anger, Zeus looks down on our poor nation; 
In vain the victim’s blood is shed, in vain 
Before the altar bows the priest his knee; 
Deaf is his ear to all our supplications— 
Therefore, my sorrow-stricken country now 
Has sent me here to Cadmus’ regal daughter, 
In hopes that I may move her to avert 
His anger from us—‘‘ Beroé, the nurse, 
‘< Has influence,’’ thus they said, ‘‘ with Semele, 
«< And Semele with Zeus’’—I know no more, 
And understand still less what means the 
saying, 
That Semele such influence has with Zeus. 
SEMELE. (Lagerly and thoughtlessly.) 
The plague shall cease to-morrow! 
them so! 
Zeus loves me! Say so! It shall cease to-day! 
Juno. (Starting up in astonishment.) 
Ha! Is it true what Fame with thousand 
tongues 
Has spread abroad from Ida to Mount Hemus? 
Zeus loves thee? Zeus salutes thee in the glory 
Wherein the denizens of Heav’n regard him, 
When in Saturnia’s arms he sinks to rest P— 
Let, O ye Gods, my grey hairs now descend 
To Orcus’ shades, for I have liv’d enough! 
In god-like splendor Kronos’ mighty Son 
Comes down to her,—to her, who on this breast 
Once suckled— yes! to her 
SEMELE. Oh, Beroé! 
In youthful form he came, in lovelier guise 
Than they who from Aurora’s lap arise ; 
Fairer than Hesper, breathing incense dim,— 
In floods of zether steep’d appear’d each limb; 
He mov’d with graceful and majestic motion, 
Like silv’ry billows heaving o’er the ocean, 
Or as Hyperion, whose bright shoulders ever 
His bow and arrows bear, and clanging quiver; 
His robe of light behind him gracefully 
Danc’d in the breeze, his voice breath’d 
melody, 
Like crystal streams with silv’ry murmur 
falling, 
More ravishing than Orpheus’ strains en- 
thralling. 
Juno. My daughter!—Inspiration spurs 
thee on, ; 
Raising thy heart to flights of Helicon! 
If thus in strains of Delphic ecstasy 
Ascends the short-liv’d blissful memory 
Of his bright charms,—Oh, how divine must be 
His own sweet voice,—his look how heavenly ! 
But why of that great attribute 


Tell 








Kronion joys in most, be mute,— 
The majesty that hurls the thunder, 
And tears the fleeting clouds asunder? 
Wilt thou say nought of ¢ha¢ alone! 
Prometheus and Deucalion 
May lend the fairest charms of love, 
But none can wield the bolt save Jove! 
The thunderbolt it is alone 
Which he before thy feet laid down 
That proves thy right to Beauty’s crown. 
SEMELE. What say’st thou? What are 
thunderbolts to me! 
Juno. (Smiling.) Ah, Semele! 
becomes thee well! 
SEMELE. Deucalion has no offspring so 
divine 
As is my Zeus—of thunder nought I know. 
Juno. Mere envy! Fie! 
SEMELE. No, Beroé! 
Juno. Thou swear’st? 
SEMELE. By Zeus! By mine own Zeus! 
Juno. (Shrieking.) Thou swear’st ? 
Unhappy one! 
SEMELE. (/z alarm.) What mean’st thou? 
Beroé! 
Juno. Repeat the word that dooms thee 
to become 


A jest 


By Zeus! 


The wretchedest of all on Earth’s wide face = 


Alas, lost creature! ’Twas not Zeus! 





SEMELE. — Not Zeus? 
Oh, fearful thought! 
Juno. A cunning traitor ’twas 


From Attica, who, ‘neath a god-like form, 

Robb’d thee of honor, shame, and inno- 
cence!— = [SEMELE sznks fo the ground. 

Well may’st thou fall! Ne’er may’st thou 
rise again! 

May endless night enshroud thine eyes in 
darkness, 

May endless silence round thine ears encamp! 

Remain for ever here a lifeless mass! 

Oh, infamy! Enough to hurl chaste day 

Back into Hecate’s gloomy arms once more ! 

Ye Gods! And is it thus that Beroé 

Finds Cadmus’ daughter, after sixteen years 

Of bitter separation! Full of joy 

I came from Epidaurus; but with shame 

To Epidaurus must retrace my steps. — 

Despair I take with me. Alas, my people! 

E’en to the second Deluge now the plague 

May rage at will, may pile Mount Oeta high 

With corpses upon corpses, and may turn 

All Greece into one mighty charnel-house, 

Ere Semele can bend the angry Gods. 

I, thou, and Greece, and’ all, have been 
betray’d! 

SEMELE. (Zrembling as she rises, and ex- 
tending an arm towards her.) Oh! Beroé, 
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Juno. Take courage, my dear heart! 
Perchance ’#’s Zeus! altho’ it scarce can be! 
Perchance ’tis really Zeus! ‘This we must learn! 
He must disclose himself to thee, or thou 
Must fly his sight for ever, and devote 
The monster to the death-revenge of Thebes. 
Look up, dear daughter—look upon the face 
Of thine own Beroé, who looks on thee 
With sympathizing eyes—my Semele, 

Were it not well to try him? 


SEMELE. No, by Heaven! 
I should not find him then— 
Juno. What! Wilt thou be 


Perchance less wretched, if thou pinest on 
In mournful doubt ?—and if ’tis really he,— 


SEMELE. (Hiding her face in Funo’s lap.) 
Ah! ’tis not he! 
Juno. And if he came to thee 


Array’d in all the majesty wherein 
Olympus seeshim? Semele! What then? 
Wouldst thou repent thee then of having tried 
him? 
SEMELE. (Springing up.) Ha! be it so! 
He must unveil himself! 
Juno. (Hastly.) Thou must not let him 
sink into thine arms 
Till he unveils himself—so hearken, child, 
To what thy faithful nurse now counsels thee,— 
To what affection whispers in mine ear, 
And will accomplish!—Say! will he soon 
come? 
SEMELE. 
bed, 
He promis’d to appear. 
Juno. (Forgetting herself, hastily.) Is’t so, 


Before Hyperion sinks in Thetis’ 


indeed? 
He promis’d? Ha! To-day? (Recovering 
herself.) Let him approach, 


And when he would attempt, inflam’d with 
love, 

To clasp his arms around thee, then do thou,— 

Observe me well,—as if by lightning struck, 

Start back in haste. Ha! picture his surprise! 

Leave him not long in wonderment, my child; 

Continue to repulse him with a look 

As cold as ice—more wildly, with more ardor, 

He’ll press thee then—the coyness of the fair 

Is but a dam, that for awhile keeps back 

The torrent, only to increase the flood 

With greater fury. Then begin to weep: 

’Gainst giants he might stand,—look calmly 
on 

When Typheus, hundred-arm’d, in fury hurl’d 

Mount Ossa and Olympus ’gainst his throne: 

But Zeus is soon subdu’d by beauty’s tears. 

Thou smilest ?>—Be it so! Is, then, the scholar 

Wiser, perchance, than she who teaches her?— 


164 





| Then thou must pray the God one little, little, 


Most innocent request to grant to thee— 
One that may seal his love and Godhead too. 
He’ll swear by Styx. ‘The Styx he must obey! 
That oath he dares not break! ‘Then speak 
these words: 
“‘Thou shalt not touch this body, till thou 
com’st 
‘To Cadmus’ daughter cloth’d in all the might 
‘‘Wherein thou art embrac’d by Kronos’ 
daughter!’ 
Be not thou terrified, my Semele, 
If he, in order to escape thy wish, 
As bugbears paints the horrors of his presence, 
Describes the flames that round about him 
roar, 
The thunder round him rolling when he comes: 
These, Semele, are nought but empty fears— 
The Gods dislike to show to us frail mortals 
These the most glorious of their attributes ; 
Be thou but obstinate in thy request, 
And Juno’s self will gaze on thee with envy. 
SEMELE. ‘The frightful ox-eyed one! How 
often he 
Complains, in the blest moments of our love, 
Of her tormenting him with her black gall— 
Juno. (Aside, furiously, but with embar- 
rassment. ) 
Ha! creature! Thou shalt die for this con- 
tempt! 
SEMELE. My Beroé! 
muring there? 
Juno. (Jn confusion.) 
Nothing, my Semele! Black gall torments 
Me also—Yes! a sharp, reproachful look 
With lovers often passes as black gall— 
Yet ox-eyes, after all, are not so ugly. 
SEMELE. Oh, Beroé, for shame! they’re 
quite the worst 
That any head can possibly contain! 
And then her cheeks of green and yellow hues, 
The obvious penalty of poisonous envy— 
Zeus oft complains to me that that same shrew 
Each night torments him with her nauseous 
love, 
And with her jealous whims,—enough, I’m 
sure, 
Into Ixion’s wheel to turn all Heaven. 
Juno. (Raving up and down in extreme 
_ confuston.) 
No more of this! 
SEMELE. What, Beroé! So angry? 
Have I said more than what is true? Said 
more 
Than what is wise? 
JuNo. 
young woman, 


What art thou mur- 


Thou hast said more, 











Than what is true—said more than what is 
wise ! 
Deem thyself truly blest, if thy blue eyes 
Smile thee not into Charon’s bark too soon! 
Saturnia has her altars and her temples, 
And wanders amongst mortals—that great 
Goddess 
Avenges nought so bitterly as scorn. 
SEMELE. Here let her wander, and give 
birth to scorn! 
What is’t to me—My Jupiter protects 
My ev’ry hair,—what harm can Juno do? 
' But now enough of this, my Beroé! 
Zeus must appear to-day in all his glory; 
And if Saturnia should on that account 
Find out the path to Orcus— 
Juno. (Aside.) That same path 
Another probably will find before her, 
If but Kronion’s lightning hits the mark !— 
(Zo Semele.) 
Yes, Semele, she well may burst with envy 
When Cadmus’ daughter, in the sight of 
Greece, 
Ascends in triumph to Olympus’ heights— 
SEMELE. (Smiling gently.) 
Think’st thou they’ll hear in Greece of Cad- 
mus’ daughter? 
Juno. From Sidon to Athens the trumpet 
of Fame 
Shall ring with no other but Semele’s name! 
The Gods from the Heavens shall even descend, 
And before thee their knees in deep homage 
shall bend, 
While mortals in silent submission abide 
The will of the Giant-Destroyer’s lov’d bride ; 
And when distant years shall see 
Thy last hour— 
SEMELE. (Springing up, and falling on her 
neck.) Oh Beroé! 
Juno. Then a tablet white shall bear 
This inscription graven there: 
Here is worshipp’d Semele! 
Who on earth so fair as she? 
She who from Olympus’ throne 
Lur’d the Thunder-hurler down! 
She who, with her kisses sweet, 
Laid him prostrate at her feet! 
And when Fame on her thousand wings bears 
it around, 
The echo from valley and hill shall resound. 





SEMELE. (Beside herself.) 
Pythia! Apollo! Hear! 
When, oh when will he appear? 

Juno. And on smoking altars they 

Rites divine to thee shall pay— 
SEMELE. (/uspired.) 
I will hearken to their prayer, 
And will drive away their care,— 
Quench with my tears the lightning of great 
Jove, 
His breast to pity with entreaty move! 

Juno. (Aszde.) Poor thing! shat wilt thou 

ne’er have power to do. (A/editating.) 
Ere long will melt . . yet—yet—she 

call’d me ugly !— 
No! Pity only when in Tartarus! (Zo Semed/e.) 
Fly now, my love! Make haste to leave this spot, 
That Zeus may not observe thee—let him wait 
Long for thy coming, that he with more fire 
May languish for thee— 

SEMELE. Beroé! The Heavens 
Have chosen thee their mouthpiece! Happy I! 
The Gods from Olympus shall even descend, 
And before me their knees in deep homage 

shall bend, 
While mortals in silent submission abide— 
But hold !—’tis time for me to haste away ! 
[Zeit hurriedly, 

Juno. (Looking after her with exultation.) 
Weak, proud, and easily-deluded woman! 
His tender looks shall be consuming fire— 
His kiss, annihilation—his embrace, 

A raging tempest to thee! Human frames 

Are powerless to endure the dreaded presence 

Of him who wields the thunderbolt on high! 

(With raving ecstasy.) 

Ha! when her waxen mortal body melts 

Within the arms of Him, the Fire-distilling, 

As melts the fleecy snow before the heat 

Of the bright sun—and when the perjur’d one, 

In place of his soft tender bride, embraces 

A form of terror—with what ecstasy 

Shall I gaze downwards from Cithzron’s 
height, 

Exclaiming, so that in his hand the bolt 

Shall quake, ‘‘ For shame, Saturnius ! 
for shame ! 

‘‘What need is there for thee to clasp so 
roughly ?”’ [Zxit hastily. 

(A Symphony.) 


Fie, 
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SCENE Ii. 


The Hall as before.—Sudden brightness. 





ZEus in the shape of a youth.—MERCURY 77 the 
distance. 


Zrus. Thou son of Maia! 
Mercury. (Aneeling, with his head bowed 
reverentially.) Zeus ! 
ZEUS. Up! Hasten! Turn 
Thy pinions’ flight tow’rd far Scamander’s 
bank! 


A shepherd there is weeping o’er the grave 
Of his lov’d shepherdess. No one shall weep 
When Zeus is loving: Call the dead to life! 
Mercury. (fésemg.) Let but thy head a 
nod almighty give, 
And in an instant I am there,—am back 
In the same instant— 
ZEUS. Stay! As Io’er Argos 
Was flying, from my temples curling rose 
The sacrificial smoke: it gave me joy 
That thus the people worship me—so fly 
To Ceres, to my sister,—thus speaks Zeus: 
“« Ten-thousandfold for fifty years to come 
**Let her reward the Argive husbandmen !’’— 
Mercury. With trembling haste I execute 
thy wrath,— 
With joyous speed thy messages of grace, 
Father of All! For to the Deities 
"Tis bliss to make man happy; to destroy him 
Is anguish to the Gods. ‘Thy will be done! 
Where shall I pour into Thine ears their 
thanks, — 
Below in dust, or at Thy throne on high? 


Zeus. Hereat my throne on earth—within 
the palace 
Of Semele! Away! [Zit Mercury. 


Does she not come, 
As is her wont, Olympus’ mighty king 
To clasp against her rapture-swelling breast? 
Why hastens not my Semele to meet me? 
A vacant, death-like, fearful silence reigns 
On ev’ry side around the lonely palace, 
So wont to ring with wild Bacchantic shouts— 
No breath is stirring—on Citheron’s height 
Exulting Juno stands. Will Semele 


166 





Never again make haste to meet her Zeus? 
(A pause, after which he continues.) 
Can yon impious one perchance have 
dar’d 
To set her foot in my love’s sanctuary >— 
Saturnia—Mount Cithzron—her rejoicings! 
Fearful foreboding !—Semele—yet peace !— 
Take courage!—I’m thy Zeus! the scatter’d 
Heav’ns 
Shall learn, my Semele, that I’m thy Zeus! 
Where is the breath of air that dares presume 
Roughly to blow on her whom Zeus calls zs? 
I scoff at all her malice.—Where art thou, 
Oh Semele? I long have pin’d to rest 
My world-tormented head upon thy breast,— 
To lull my wearied senses to repose 
From the wild storm of earthly joys and 
woes, — 
To dream away the emblems of my might, 
My reins, my tiller, and my chariot bright, 
And live for nought beyond the joys of love ! 
Oh heav’nly inspiration, that can move 
Even the Gods divine! What is the blood 
Of mighty Uranus—what all the flood 
Of nectar and ambrosia—what the throne 
Of high Olympus—what the pow’r I own, 
The golden sceptre of the starry skies— 
What the Omnipotence that never dies, 
What Might eternal, Immortality— 
What e’en a God, oh love, if reft of thee? 
The shepherd who, beside the murmuring 
brook, 
Leans on his true love’s breast, nor cares to 
look 
After his straying lambs, in that sweet hour 
Envies me not my thunderbolt of power! 
She comes—she hastens nigh! Pearl of my 
works, 
Woman !—the Artist who created thee 
Should be ador’d. ’Twas I—myself I worship: 
Zeus worships Zeus, for Zeus created thee. 
Ha! Who will now, in all the Being-realm, 
Condemn me? How unseen, yes, how despis’d 
Dwindle away my worlds, my constellations, 


Ha! 
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So ray-diffusing, all my dancing systems, 
What wise men call the music of my spheres !— 
How dead are all when weigh’d against a soul ! 
(Semele approaches, without looking up.) 
My pride! my throne on earth! Oh Semele! 
(He rushes towards her; she seeks to fly.) 
Thou fly’st?—Art mute?—Ha! Semele! thou 


iy str = 
SEMELE. (Repulsing him.) Away! 
Zeus. (After a pause of astonishment.) 


Is Jupiter asleep? Will Nature 
Rush to her fall?—Can Semele speak thus >— 
What, not an answer? Eagerly mine arms 
Tow’rd thee are stretch’d—my bosom never 
throbb’d 
Responsive to Agenor’s daughter,—never 
Throbb’d against Leda’s breast,—my lips 
ne’er burn’d 
For the sweet kiss of prison’d Danaé, 
As now— 
SEMELE. Peace, Traitor! Peace! 
Zeus. (With displeasure, but tenderly.) 


My Semele! 
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SEMELE. 
ZEUS. 


Out of my sight! 
(Looking at her with mazesty,) 
Know, I am Zeus! 
SEMELE. Thou Zeus? 
Tremble, Salmoneus, for he fearfully 
Will soon demand again the stolen charms 
That thou hast robb’d him of —thou art not 
Zeus! 
ZEus. (With dignity.) 
The mighty universe around me whirls, 
And calls me so— 
SEMELE. Ha! Fearful blasphemy ! 
Zeus. (More gently.) How, my divine one? 
Wherefore such a tone? 
What reptile dares to steal thine heart from me? 
SEMELE. My heart was vow’d to Him 
whose ape thou art! 
Men ofttimes come beneath a godlike form 
To snare a woman. Hence! thou art not Zeus! 
Zeus. Thou doubtest? What! Can Semele 
still doubt 
My Godhead? 
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SEMELE. (Mournfully.) Would that thou 
wert Zeus! é 
No son of morrow-nothingness shall touch this 


mouth ; 
This heart is vow ’d to Zeus! Would thou 
wert He! 
Zeus. Thou weepest? Zeus is here, — 


weeps Semele? [Falling down before her. 
Speak! But command! and then shall slavish 
Nature 

Lie trembling at the feet of Cadmus’ daughter! 

Command! and streams shall instantly make 

halt— 

And Helicon, and Caucasus, and Cynthus, 

And Athos, Mycale, and Rhodope, and Pindus, 

Shall burst their bonds when I order it so, 

And kiss the valleys and plains below, 

And dance in the breeze like flakes of snow. 

Command! and the Winds from the East and 

the North, 

And the fierce Tornado shall sally forth, 

While Poseidon’s trident their power shall 

own, 

When they shake to its base his watery throne; 

The billows in angry fury shall rise, 

And every sea-mark and dam despise ; 

The lightning shall gleam thro’ the firmament 

black, 

While the poles of Earth and of Heaven shall 

crack, 

The Ocean the heights of Olympus explore, 

From thousandfold jaws with wild deafening 

roar 

The thunder shall howl, while with mad jubilee 

The hurricane fierce sings in triumph to thee; 

Command— ‘ 

SEMELE. I’m but a woman, a frail woman! 
How can the Fotter bend before his pot? 
How can the Artist kneel before his statue? 

Zeus. Pygmalion bow’d before his master- 

piece— 

And Zeus now worships his own Semele! 
SEMELE, (Weeping bitterly.) 

Arise—arise! Alas, for us poor maidens! 

Zeus has my heart, Gods only can I love. 

The Gods deride me, Zeus despises me! 
ZEus. Zeus who is now before thy feet— 
SEMELE. Arise! 

Zeus reigns on high, above the thunderbolts, 

And, clasp’d in Juno’s arms, a reptile scorns. 
Zeus. (Hastily.) 

Ha! Semele and Juno!—which the reptile? 
SEMELE. How blest beyond all utterance 

would be 

Cadmus’ daughter—wert thou Zeus! Alas! 

Thou art not Zeus! 
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Zeus. (Arises.) lam! 
(He extends his hand, and a rainbow fills the 
hall; music accompantes its appearance.) 
Know’st thou me now? 
SEMELE. Strong is that mortal’s arm, whom 
Gods proteét,— 
Saturnius loves thee—none can / e’er love 
But Deities— 

ZEUS. What! art thou doubting still 
Whether my might is lent me by the Gods, 
And not God-born? The Gods, my Semele, 
In charity oft lend their strength to man ; 
Ne’er do the Deities their terrors lend— 
Death and destruction is the Godhead’s seal— 
Bearer of death to thee were Zeus unveil’d! 
(He extends his hand. Thunder, fire, smoke, 

and earthquake. Music accompanies the 
spell here and subsequently.) 

SEMELE. Withdraw, withdraw thy hand !— 

Oh, mercy, mercy 
For the poor nation! Yes! thou art the Child 
Of great Saturnius— 

ZEUS. Ha! thou thoughtless one! 
Shall Zeus, to please a woman’s stubbornness, 
Bid planets whirl, and bid the sunsstand still? 
Zeus w2// do so!—Oft has a God’s descendant 
Ripp’d up the fire-impregnate womb of rocks, 
And yet his might’s confined to Tellus’ 

bounds ; 
Zeus only can do Zéhis / 

(He extends his hand—the sun vanishes, and 

wt becomes suddenly night.) 


SEMELE. (Falling down before him.) Al- 
mighty one! 

Couldst thou but love! [Day reappears. 

ZEUS. Ha! Cadmus’ daughter asks 


Kronion if Kronion e’er can love! 
One word, and he throws off Divinity— 
Is flesh and blood, and dies, and is belov’d! 


SEMELE. Would Zeus do chat? 
ZEUS. Speak, Semele! 
What more? 


Apollo’s self confesses that ’tis bliss 
To be a man ’mongst men—a sign from thee, 
And I’m a man! 
SEMELE. (Salling on his neck.) 
Oh, Jupiter, the Epidaurus women 
Thy Semele a foolish maiden call, 
Because, though by the Thunderer belov’d, 
She can obtain nought from him— 

Zeus. (Lagerly.) They shall blush, 
Those Epidaurus women! Ask !—but ask! 
And by the dreaded Styx—whose boundless 

might 
Binds e’en the Gods like slaves—if Zeus deny 
thee, 
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Then shall the Gods, e’en in that self-same 
moment, 
Hurl me despairing to annihilation ! 
SEMELE. (Springing up joyfully.) 
By this I know that thou’rt my Jupiter! 


Thou swearest—and the Styx has heard thine | 


oath! 
Let me embrace thee, then, in the same guise 
In which— 
Zeus. (Shrieking with alarm.) 
Unhappy one! Oh stay! oh stay! 
Saturnia— 
(Attempting to stop her mouth.) 
Be thou dumb! 
Embraces thee. 


SEMELE. 
ZEUS. 


SEMELE. 
Zeus. (Pale, and turning away.) 
Too late! The sound escap’d !—The Styx !— 
*Tis death 
Thou, Semele, hast gain’d! 


SEMELE. Ha! Loves Zeus thus? 


ZEus. All Heaven I would have given, had | 


I only 
Lov’d thee but less! 
( Gazing at her with cold horror.) 
Thou’rt lost— 
SEMELE. Oh, Jupiter! 
Zeus. (Seaking furiously to himself.) 
Ah! Now I mark thine exultation, Juno! 
Accursed jealousy! This rose must die! 
Too fair—alas! too sweet for Acheron! 
SEMELE. Methinks thou’rt niggard of thy 
majesty ! 
Zeus. Accursed be my majesty, that now 





| 


To save thee, Semele! 





Has blinded thee! 
‘That must destroy thee! 
For having fuilt my bliss on crumbling dust ! 


Accursed be my greatness, 
Curs’d be I myself 


SEMELE. These are but empty terrors, 
Zeus! In truth 
I do not dread thy threats! 
ZEUS. Deluded child! 
Go! take a last farewell for evermore 
Of all thy friends belov’ d—nought, nought 
has power 
I am thy Zeus! 
Yet shat no more—Go— 
SEMELE. Jealous one! the Styx !— 
Think not that thou’lt be able to escape me. 
[ Axe. 
Zeus. No! Juno shall not triumph.—She 
shall tremble— 


| Aye, and by virtue of the deadly might 


That makes the earth and makes the heavens 
my footstool, 
Upon the sharpest rock in Thracia’s land 


| With adamantine chains I’ll bind her fast. 


But, oh, this oath— 
[| Mercury appears in the distance. 
What means thy hasty flight ? 
Mercury. I bring the fiery, wing’d, and 
weeping thanks 
Of those whom thou hast bless’ d— 
ZEUS. Again destroy them! 


Mercury. (Jz amazement.) Zeus! 
ZEUS. 
She dies— 


None shall now be bless’d ! 


[ Zhe Curtain falls. 





























SCHILLER S "PREEAGE, 


‘¢ THE ROBBERS,’ 


AS PREFIXED TO THE FIRST EDITION OF 


THs play is to be regarded merely as a 

dramatic narrative, in which, for the pur- 
pose of tracing out the innermost workings of 
the soul, advantage has been ‘taken of the dra- 
matic method, without otherwise conforming 
to the stringent rules of theatrical composition, 
or seeking the dubious advantage of stage adap- 
tation. It must be admitted as somewhat in- 
consistent that three very remarkable people, 
whose acts are dependent on perhaps a thou- 
sand contingencies, should be completely de- 
veloped within three hours, considering that it 
would scarcely be possible, in the ordinary 
course of events, that three such remarkable 
people should, even in twenty-four hours, fully 
reveal their characters to the most penetrating 
inquirer. A greater amount of incident is here 
crowded together than it was possible for me 
to confine within the narrow limits prescribed 
by Aristotle and Batteux. 

It is, however, not so much the bulk of my 
play as its contents which banish it from the 
stage. Its scheme and economy require that 
several characters should appear, who would 
offend the finer feelings of virtue, and shock 
the delicacy of our manners. Every deline- 
ator of human chara¢ter is placed in the same 
dilemma, if he proposes to give a faithful pic- 
ture of the world as it really is, and not an 
ideal phantasy, a mere creation of his own. 
It is the course of mortal things that the good 
should be shadowed by the bad, and virtue 
shine the brightest when contrasted with vice. 
Whoever proposes to discourage vice, and to 
vindicate religion, morality, and social order, 
against their adversaries, must unveil crime in 
all its deformity, and place it before the eyes 
of men in its colossal magnitude. He must 
diligently explore its dark mazes, and make 
himself familiar with sentiments at the wicked- 
ness of which his soul revolts. 

_ Vice is here exposed in its innermost work- 
ings. In Francis it resolves all the confused 
terrors of conscience into wild abstractions, 


ee. 
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destroys virtuous sentiments by dissecting 
them, and holds up the earnest voice of reli- 
gion to mockery and scorn. He who has 
gone so far (a distinétion by no means en- 
viable) as to quicken his understanding at the 
expense of his soul —to him the holiest things 
are no longer holy—to him God and man are 
alike indifferent, and both worlds are as 
nothing. Of such a monster I have en- 
deavored to sketch a striking and lifelike 
portrait, to hold up to abhorrence all the ma- 
chinery of his scheme of vice, and to test its 
strength by contrasting it with truth. How 
far my narrative is successful in accomplishing 
these objects, the reader is left to judge. My 
conviction is, that I have painted nature to 
the life. 

Next to this man (Francis) stands another, 
who would perhaps puzzle not a few of my 
readers. A mind for which the greatest crimes 
have only charms through the glory which at- 
taches to them, the energy which their perpe- 
tration requires, and the dangers which attend 
them. A remarkable and important person- 
age, abundantly endowed with the power of 
becoming either a Brutus or a Cataline, accord- 
ing as that power is directed. An unhappy 
conjunction of circumstances determines him 
to choose the latter for his example, and 
it is only after a fearful straying that he is re- 
called to emulate the former. Erroneous no- 
tions of activity and power, an exuberance of 
strength which bursts through all the barriers 
of law, must of necessity conflict with the rules 
of social life. To these enthusiast dreams of 
greatness and efficiency, it needed but a sar- 
castic bitterness against the unpoetic spirit of 
the age, to complete the strange Don Quixote, 
whom, in the Robber Moor, we at once detest 
and love, admire and pity. It is, I hope, un- 
necessary to remark, that I no more hold up 
this picture as a warning exclusively to robbers, 
than the greatest Spanish satire was levelled 
exclusively at knight-errants. 





It is now-a-days so much the fashion to be . 
witty at the expense of religion, that a man 
will hardly pass for a genius if he does not 
allow his impious satire to run a-tilt at its most 


sacred truths. The noble simplicity of holy 
writ must needs be abused and turned into rid- 
icule at the daily assemblies of the so-called 
wits; for what is there so holy and serious 
that will not raise a laugh if a false sense be 
attached to it? Let me hope that I shall have 
rendered no inconsiderable service to the cause 
of true religion and morality in holding up 
these wanton misbelievers to the detestation 
of society, under the form of the most despi- 
cable robbers. 

But still more. I have made these said 
immoral characters to stand out favorably in 
particular points, and even in some measure 
to compensate by qualities of the head for 
what they are deficient in those of the heart. 
Herein I have done no more than literally 
copy nature. Every man, even the most 
depraved, bears in some degree the impress of 
the Almighty’s image, and perhaps the greatest 
villain is not farther removed from the most 
upright man than the petty offender; for the 
moral forces keep even pace with the powers 
of the mind, and the greater the capacity 
bestowed on man, the greater and more enor- 
mous becomes his misapplication of it, the 
more responsible is he for his errors. 

The ‘‘Adramelech’’ of Klopstock (in his 
Messiah) awakens in us a feeling in which 
admiration is blended with detestation. We 
follow Milton’s Satan with shuddering wonder 
through the pathless realms of chaos. The 
Medea of the old dramatists is, in spite of all 
her crimes, a great and wondrous woman, and 
Shakespeare’s Richard the Third is sure to 
excite the admiration of the reader, much as 
he would hate the reality. If it is to be my 
task to portray men as they are, I must at the 
same time include their good qualities, of 
which even the most vicious are never totally 
destitute. If I would warn mankind against 
the tiger, I must not omit to describe his 
glossy, beautifully marked skin, lest, owing to 
this omission, the ferocious animal should not 
be recognized till too late. Besides this, a man 
who is so utterly depraved as to be without a 
single redeeming point, is no meet subject for 
art, and would disgust rather than excite the 
interest of the reader, who would turn over 
with impatience the pages which concern him. 
A noble soul can no more endure a succession 








of moral discords, than the musical ear the 
| grating of knives upon glass. 

And for this reason I should have been ill 
advised in attempting to bring my drama on 
the stage. A certain strength of mind is 
required both on the part of the poet and the 
reader; in the former that he may not disguise 
vice, in the latter that he may not suffer bril- 
lant qualities to beguile him into admiration 
of what is essentially detestable. Whether the 
author has fulfilled his duty, he leaves others 
to judge; that his readers will perform theirs 
he by no means feels assured. The vulgar— 
among whom I would not be understood to 
mean merely the rabble—the vulgar, I say 
(between ourselves) extend their influence far 
around, and unfortunately—set the fashion. 
Too short-sighted to reach my full meaning, 
too narrow minded to comprehend the large- 
ness of my views, too disingenuous to admit 
my moral aim—they will, I fear, almost frus- 
trate my good intentions, and pretend to 
discover in my work an apology for the very 
vice which it has been my object to condemn, 
and will perhaps make the poor poet, to whom 
anything rather than justice is usually ac- 
corded, responsible for his simplicity. 

Thus we have a Da capo of the old story 
of Democritus and the Abderitans, and our 
worthy Hippocrates would needs exhaust whole 
plantations of hellebore, were it proposed to 
remedy this mischief by a healing decoction. 
Let as many friends of truth as you will, in- 
struct their fellow-citizens in the pulpit and on 
the stage, the vulgar will never cease to be 
vulgar, though the sun and moon may change 
their course, and ‘‘heaven and earth wax old 
as a garment.’’ Perhaps, in order to please 
tender-hearted people, I might have been less 
true to nature; but if a certain beetle, of 
whom we have all heard, could extract filth 
even from pearls, if we have examples that fire 
has destroyed and water deluged, shall there- 
fore pearls, fire, and water be condemned? In 
consequence of the remarkable catastrophe 
which ends my play, I may justly claim for it 
a place among books of morality, for crime 
meets at last with the punishment it deserves ; 
the lost one enters again within the pale of the 
law, and virtue is triumphant. Whoever will 
but be courteous enough towards me to read 
my work through with a desire to understand 
it, from him I may expect—not that he will 
admire the poet, but that he will esteem the 


honest man. SCHILLER. 


173 





LH ESR GB Bit iss 


Ay FRAGEDY; 


“Quze medicamenta non sanant, ferrum sanat; que ferrum non sanat, ignis sanat.’—HIPPOCRATES. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MAXIMILIAN, ‘CouNT von Moor. | SCHUFTERLE , 
CHARLES, ROLLER, 
his Sons. . Libertines, afterwards Banditti. 
FRANCIS, Kosinsky, 
AMELIA VON EDELREICH, /zs /Viece. SCHWARTZ, 


HERMANN, the natural Son of a Nobleman. 


| 
| 
SPIEGELBERG, | 
SCHWEITZER, DaNIEL, an old Servant of Count von Moor. 
Coane Libertines, afterwards Banditt1. Pastor Moser, 
RAZMANN, | FarHER Dominic, a Monk. 


Band of Robbers, Servants, ete. 


The Scene is laid in Germany. Period of action about two years. 
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ANG la els 


SCENE I.—Franconia. 
Apartment in the Castle of Count Moor. 


Francis, OL_p Moor. 


Francis. But are you really well, father? | 
You look so pale. 

Otp Moor. Quite well, my son—what 
have you to tell me? 

Francis. The post is arrived—a letter 


from our correspondent at Leipsic. 

Op M. (Lagerly.) Any tidings of my son 
Charles? 

Francis. Hem! Hem!—Why, yes. But I 
fear—I know not—whether I dare—your 
health.—Are you really quite well, father? 

Oxtp M. As a fish in the water. Does he 
write of my son? What means this anxiety 
about my health? You have asked me that 
question twice. 

FRANCIS. 
least apprehensive of being so—permit me to 


If you are unwell—or are the 





defer—I will speak to you at a fitter season. 
(Haff aside.) These are no tidings for a fee- 
ble frame. 

OLtp M. Gracious Heavens! 
doomed to hear? 

Francis. First let me retire and shed a tear 
of compassion for my lost brother.— Would 
that my lips might be for ever sealed—for he 
is your son! Would that I could throw an 
eternal veil over his shame—for he is my 
brother !—But to obey you is my first, though 
painful duty—forgive me, therefore. 

Oxtp M. Oh, Charles! Charles! Didst thou 
but know what thorns thou plantest in thy fa- 
ther’s bosom! That one gladdening report of 
thee would add ten years to my life!—yes, 
bring back my youth !—whilst now, alas, each 
fresh intelligence but hurries me a step nearer 
to the grave! 

Francis. Is it so, old man, then farewell !— 
for even this very day we might all have to 
tear our hair over your coffin. 


what am I 
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O_p M. Stay! There remains but one 
short step more—let him have his will !—(/e 
sits down. )—The sins of the father shall be 
visited unto the third and fourth generation— 
let him fulfil the decree. 

Francis. ( Zakes the letter out of his pocket. ) 
You know our correspondent! See! I would 
give a finger of my right hand, might I pro- 
nounce him a liar—a base and slanderous 
liar!—Compose yourself!—Forgive me if I 
do not let you read the letter yourself. You 
cannot, must not, yet know all. 

Otp M. All, all—my son. 
spare me crutches. 

Francis. (Reads.) ‘“Leipsic, May 1st.— 
Were I not bound by an inviolable promise 
to conceal nothing from you, not even the 
smallest particular, that I am able to collect, 
respecting your brother’s career, never, my 
dearest friend, should my guiltless pen be- 
come an instrument of torture to you. I can 
gather from a hundred of your letters how 
tidings such as these must pierce your fraternal 
heart. It seems to me as though I saw thee, 
for the sake of this worthless, this detesta- 
ble—’’ (OLD M. covers his face.) Oh! my 
father, 1 am only reading you the mildest 
passages—‘‘ this detestable man, shedding a 
thousand tears.’’ Alas! mine flowed—ay, 
gushed in torrents over these pitying cheeks. 
“‘T already picture to myself your aged pious 
father, pale as death.’’—Good Heavens! and 
so you are, before you have heard anything. 

Otp M. Goon! Go on! 

Francis. ‘Pale as death, sinking down 
on his chair, and cursing the day when his 
ear was first greeted with the lisping cry of 
‘Father!’ I have not yet been able to dis- 
cover all, and of the little I do know I dare 
tell you only a part. Your brother now seems 


You will but 


to have filled up the measure of his infamy. | 


I, at least, can imagine nothing beyond what 
he has already accomplished; but possibly 
his genius may soar above my conceptions.— 
After having contracted debts to the amount 
of forty thousand ducats,’’—a good round 
sum for pocket-money, father—‘‘and having 
dishonored the daughter of a rich banker, 
whose affianced lover, a gallant youth of rank, 
he mortally wounded in a duel, he yesterday, 
in the dead of night, took the desperate re- 
solution of absconding from the arm of jus- 
tice, with seven companions whom he had 
corrupted to his own vicious courses.’’—Fa- 
ther! for Heaven’s sake, father! How do 
you feel? 
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Otp M. Enough. 
more! 

Francis. I will spare your feelings. ‘‘The 
injured cry aloud for satisfaction. Warrants 
have been issued for his apprehension —a 
price is set on his head—the name of Moor’’— 
No, these unhappy lips shall not be guilty of 
a father’s murder. (He tears the letter. ) 
Believe it not, my father, believe not a syl- 
lable. 

OLD M. (Weeps bitterly.) My name—my 
unsullied name! 

Francis. (Zhrows himself on his neck.) 
Infamous, most infamous, Charles! Oh, had 
I not my forebodings, when, even as a boy, 
he would scamper after the girls, and ramble 
about over hill and common with ragamuffin 
boys and all the vilest rabble; when he 
shunned the very sight of a church as a male- 
factor shuns a gaol, and would throw the 
pence he had wrung from your bounty into 
the hat of the first beggar he met, whilst we 
at home were edifying ourselves with devout 
prayers and pious homilies? Had I not my 
misgivings when he gave himself up to reading 
the adventures of Julius Cesar, Alexander 
the Great, and other benighted heathens, in 
preference to the history of the penitent 
Tobias? A hundred times over have I warned 
you—for my brotherly affection was ever kept 
in subjection to filial duty—that this forward 
youth would one day bring sorrow and dis-: 
grace on us all! Oh that he bore not the 
name of Moor! that my heart beat less 
warmly for him! This sinful affection, which 
I cannot overcome, will one day rise up 
against me before the judgment-seat of 
Heaven. 

OL_p M. Oh! my prospects! my golden 


No more, my son, no 


| dreams! 


Francis. Ay, well I knew it. Exactly 
what I always feared. That fiery spirit, you 
used to say, which is kindling in the boy, and 
renders him so susceptible to impressions of 
the beautiful and grand—the ingenuousness 
which reveals his whole soul in his eyes—the 
tenderness of feeling which melts him into 
weeping sympathy at every tale of sorrow— 
the manly courage which impels him to the 
summit of giant oaks, and urges him over 
fosse and palisade, and foaming torrents— 
that youthful thirst of honor—that unconquer- 
able resolution—all those resplendent virtues 
which in the father’s darling gave such pro- 
mise—would ripen into the warm and sincere 
friend—the excellent citizen—the hero—the 
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Now, mark the 
result, father: the fiery spirit Aas developed 
itself — expanded —and_ behold its precious 


great, the very great man! 


fruits. Observe this ingenuousness— how 
nicely it has changed into effrontery ;—this 
tenderness of soul—how it displays itself in 
dalliance with coquettes, in susceptibility to 
the blandishments of a courtesan! See this 
fiery genius, how in six short years it hath 
burnt out the oil of life, and reduced his body 
to a living skeleton; so that passing scoffers 
point at him with a sneer, and exclaim— 
“< C'est amour qui a fait cela.’’ Behold this 
bold enterprising spirit— how it conceives 
and executes plans, compared to which the 
deeds of a Cartouche or a Howard sink into 
insignificance. And presently, when these 
precious germs of excellence shall ripen into 
full maturity, what may not be expected from 
the full development of such a boyhood? 
Perhaps, father, you may yet live to see him 
at the head of some gallant band, which as- 
sembles in the silent sanctuary of the forest, 


and kindly relieves the weary traveler of his | 
Perhaps you may yet | 


superfluous burden. 
have the opportunity, before you go to your 
own tomb, of making a pilgrimage to the 
monument which he may erect for himself, 
somewhere between earth and heaven !—Per- 
haps,—oh, father—father, look out for some 
other name, or the very pedlars and street 
boys who have seen the effigy of your worthy 
son exhibited in the market-place at Leipsic 
will point at you with the finger.of scorn! 

Otp M. And thou, too, my Francis, thou 
too? Oh, my children, how unerringly your 
shafts are leveled at my heart. 

Francis. You see that I too have a spirit; 
but my spirit bears the sting of a scorpion. 
And then it was ‘‘the dry commonplace, the 
cold, the wooden, Francis,’’ and all the 
pretty little epithets which the contrast be- 
tween us suggested to your fatherly affection, 
when he was sitting on your knee, or playfully 
patting your cheeks! ‘‘He would die, for- 
sooth, within the boundaries of his own do- 
main, moulder away, and soon be forgotten;”’ 
while the fame of this universal genius would 
spread from pole to pole! Ah! the cold, 
dull, wooden Francis thanks thee, Heaven, 
with uplifted hands, that he bears no resem- 
blance to his brother. 

Otp M. Forgive me, my child! Reproach 
not thy unhappy father, whose fondest hopes 
have proved visionary. The merciful God 
who, through Charles, has sent these tears, 








will, through thee, my Francis, wipe them 
from my eyes! 

Francis. Yes, father, he will wipe them 
from your eyes. Your Francis will devote 
his life to prolong yours. (Taking his hand 
with affected tenderness.) Your life is the 
oracle which I will especially consult on every 
undertaking—the mirror in which I will con- 
template every thing. No duty so sacred 
but I am ready to violate it for the preserva- 
tion of your precious days. You believe me? 

O_tp M. Great are the duties which de- 
volve on thee, my son—Heaven bless thee 
for what thou hast been, and wilt be to me. 

Francis. Now tell me frankly, father, 
Should you not be a happy man, were you 
not obliged to call this son your own? 

OL_p M. In mercy, spare me! When the 
nurse first placed him in my arms, I held him 
up to Heaven and exclaimed, ‘‘Am I not 
truly blest?’’ 

Francis. So you said then. Now, have 
you found it so? You may envy the mean- 
est peasant on your estate in this, that he is 
not the father of such ason. So long as you 
call him yours, you are wretched. Your 
misery will grow with his years—it will lay 
you in your grave. 

O_p M.- Oh! he has already reduced me 
to the decrepitude of four score. 


Francis. Well then—suppose you were to 
disown this son. 

Otp M. (Startled.) Francis! Francis! 
what hast thou said? 

Francis. Is not your love for him the 


source of all your grief? Root out this love, 
and he concerns you no longer. But for this 
weak and reprehensible affection he would be 
dead to you;—as though he had never been 
born. It is not flesh and blood, it is the 
heart that makes us sons and fathers! Love 
him no more, and this monster ceases to be 
your son, though he were cut out of your 
flesh. He has till now been the apple of your 
eye; but if thine eye offend thee, says Scrip- 
ture, pluck it out. It is better to enter hea- 
ven with one eye than hell with two! ‘It is 
profitable for thee that one of thy members 
should perish, and not that thy whole body 
should be cast into hell.’’ These are the 
words of the Bible! ; 

Ovp M. Wouldst thou have me curse my son? 

FRANCIS. By no means, father. God for- 
bid! But whom do you call yourson? Him 
to whom you haye given life, and who in re- 
turn does his utmost to shorten yours. 
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The Lord has chosen | 


Otp M. Oh, it is all too true! 
judgment upon me. 
him as his instrument. 


Francis. See how filially your bosom child 
behaves. He destroys you by your own ex- 
cess of paternal sympathy; murders you by 
means of the very love you bear him—has 
coiled round a father’s heart, to crush it. 
When you are laid beneath the turf, he be- 
comes lord of your possessions, and master of 
his own will. That barrier removed, and the 
torrent of his profligacy will rush on without 
control. Imagine yourself in‘his place. How 
often he must wish his father under ground— 
and how often, too, his brother—who so un- 
mercifully impede the free course of his ex- 
cesses. But call you this a requital of love? 
Is this filial gratitude for a father’s tenderness ? 
to sacrifice ten years of your life to the lewd 
pleasures of an hour? in one voluptuous mo- 
ment to stake the honor of an ancestry which 
has stood unspotted through seven centuries? 
Do you call this a son? Answer! do you 
call this your son? 


O_p M. An undutiful son! 
still my child! my child! 


Francis. A most amiable and precious 
child—whose constant study is to get rid of 
his father. Oh that you could learn to see 
clearly! that the film might be removed from 
your eyes! But your indulgence must con- 
firm him in his vices! your assistance tends 
to justify them. Doubtless you will avert the 
curse of Heaven from his head, but on your 
own, father—on yours—will it fall with two- 
fold vengeance. 


OLD M. Just! most just! 
all the guilt! 


Francis. How many thousands who have 
drained the voluptuous bowl of pleasure to the 
dregs have been reclaimed by suffering! And 
is not the bodily pain which follows every 
excess a manifest declaration of the divine 
will? And shall man dare to thwart this by 
an impious exercise of affeétion? Shall a 
father ruin for ever the pledge committed to 
his charge? Consider, father, if you abandon 
him for a time to the pressure of want, will 
he not be obliged to turn, from his wicked- 
ness and repent? Otherwise, untaught even 
in the great school of adversity, he must re- 
main a confirmed reprobate? And then— 
woe to the father who by a culpable tender- 
ness hath frustrated the ordinances of a higher 
wisdom! Well, father? 


Alas! but 


Mine, mine be 
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Otp M. I will write to him, that I with. 
draw my protection. 
Francis. That would be wise and prudent. 


Otp M. That he must never come into 
my sight again 





Francis. Twill have a most salutary 
effect. 

O_p M. (Zenderly.) Until he reforms. 

Francis. Right, quite right. But suppose 


that he comes disguised in the hypocrite’s 
mask, implores your compassion with tears, 
and wheedles from you a pardon, then quits 
you again on the morrow, and jests at your 
weakness in the arms of his harlot. No, my 
father! He will return of his own accord, 
when his conscience awakens him to repent- 
ance. 


OLp M. I will write to him, on the spot, 
to that effect. 

Francis. Stop, father, one word more. 
Your just indignation might prompt re- 


proaches too severe, words which might break 
his heart—and then—do you not think that 
your deigning to write with your own hand 
might be construed into an act of forgiveness? 
It would be better, I think, that you should 
commit the task to me? 

Otp M. Do it, my son. 
indeed, have broken my heart! 
that 

Francis. ( Quickly.) That’s agreed, then? 

Op M. Say that he has caused me a thou- 
sand bitter tears—a thousand sleepless nights 
—pbut, oh! do not drive my son to despair! 

Francis. Had you not better retire to 
rest, father? This affects you too strongly. 

O_p M. Write to him that a father’s 
heart But I charge you, drive him not 
to despair ! [ Lxit in sadness. 

Francis. (Looking after him with a chuckle. ) 
Make thyself easy, old dotard! thou wilt 
never more press thy darling to thy bosom— 
there is a gulf between thee and him impass- 
able as heaven is from hell. He was torn 
from thy arms before even thou couldst have 
dreamt it possible to decree the separation. 
Why, what a sorry bungler should I be, had I 
not skill enough to pluck a son from a father’s 
heart; ay, though he were riveted there with 
hooks of steel! I have drawn around thee 
a magic circle of curses, which he cannot 
overleap. Good speed to thee, Master Fran- 
cis. Papa’s darling is disposed of—the course 
is clear. I must carefully pick up all these 
scraps of paper, for how easily might my 
handwriting be recognized. (He gathers the 


Ah! it would, 
Write to him 
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Fragments of the letter.) And grief will soon 
make an end of the old gentleman. And as 
for her—I must tear this Charles from her 
heart, though half her life come with him. 

No small cause have I for being dissatisfied 
with dame Nature, and, by mine honor, I will 
have amends! Why did I not crawl the first 
from my mother’s womb? why not the only 
one? why has she heaped on me this burden 
of deformity? on me especially? Just as if she 
had spawned me from her refuse. Why to 
me in particular this snub of the Laplander ; 
these negro lips? these Hottentot eyes? On 
my word, the lady seems to have colle¢ted 
from all the race of mankind whatever was 
loathsome into a heap, and kneaded the mass 
into my particular person. Death and de- 
struction! who empowered her to deny to me 
what she accorded to him? Could a man pay 
his ‘court to her before he was born ? or offend 
her before he existed? Why went she to work 
in such a partial spirit? 

No! no! Ido her injustice—she bestowed 
inventive faculty, and set us naked and help- 
less on the shore of this great ocean, the 
world,—let those swim who can—the heavy 
may sink. To me she gave nought else, and 
how to make the best use of my endowment 
is my present business. Men’s natural rights 
are equal; claim is met by claim, effort by 
effort, and force by force—right is with the 
strongest—the limits of our power constitute 
our laws. 

It is true there are certain recognised con- 
ventions, which men have devised to keep up 
what is called the social compact. Honor! 
truly a very convenient coin, which those who 
know how to pass it may lay out with great 
advantage. Conscience! oh yes, a_ useful 
scarecrow to frighten sparrows away from 
cherry trees; it is something like a fairly writ- 
ten bill of exchange with which your bankrupt 
merchant staves off the evil day. 

Well! these are all most admirable institu- 
tions for keeping fools in awe, and holding 
the mob under foot, that the cunning may 
live the more at their ease. Rare institutions, 
doubtless. They are something like the fences 
my boors plant so closely to keep out the 
hares—yes, 1’ faith, not a hare can trespass on 
the inclosure, but my lord claps spurs to his 
hunter, and away he gallops over the teeming 
harvest ! 

Poor hare! thou playest but a sorry part in 
this world’s drama, but your worshipful lords 
must needs have hares! 
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Then courage, and onward, Francis. The 
man who fears nothing is as powerful as he 
who is feared by every body. It is now the 
mode to wear buckles on your small clothes, 
that you may loosen or tighten them at plea- 
sure. I will be measured for a conscience 
after the newest fashion, one that will stretch 
handsomely as occasion may require. Am I 
to blame? It is the tailor’s affair! I have 
heard a great deal of twaddle about the so- 
called ties of blood—enough to make a sober 
man beside himself. He is your brother, they 
say; which, interpreted, means that he was 
manufactured in the same mould, and for that 
reason he must needs be sacred in your eyes! 
To what absurd conclusions must this notion 
of a sympathy of souls, derived from the pro- 
pinquity of bodies, inevitably tend! A com- 
mon source of being is to produce community 
of sentiment; identity of matter, identity of 
impulse! Then again,—he is thy father! He 
gave thee life, thou art his flesh and blood— 
and therefore he must be sacred to thee! 
Again a most inconsequential deduction! I 
should like to know why he begot me; cer- 
tainly not out of love for me—for I must first 
have existed! Could he know me before I 
had being, or did he think of me during my 
begetting? or did he wish for me at the mo- 
ment? Did he know what I should be? If 
so, I would not advise him to acknowledge 
it, or I should pay him off for his feat. Am I 
to be thankful to him that ]amaman? As 
little as I should have had a right to blame 
him if he had made me a woman. Can I 
acknowledge an affection which is not based 
on any personal regard? Could personal re- 
gard be present before the existence of its 
object? In what, then, consists the sacred- 
ness of paternity? Is it in the act itself, out 
of which existence arose? as though this were 
aught else than an animal process to appease 
animal desires. Or does it lie, perhaps, in 
the result of this at, which is nothing more 
after all than one of iron necessity, and which 
men would gladly dispense with, were it not 
at the cost of flesh and blood? Do I then 
owe him thanks for his affection? Why, what 
is it but a piece of vanity, the besetting sin of 
the artist who admires his own works, however 
hideous they may be? Look you, this is the 
whole juggle, wrapped up in a mystic veil to 
work on our fears. And shall I, too, be fooled 
Up then! and to thy work 
manfully! I will root up from my path what- 
ever obstruéts my progress towards becoming 
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the master. — Master I must be, that I may 
extort by force what I cannot win by af- 
fection. [Exit 


SCENE II—A Tavern on the Frontier of 
Saxony. 


CHARLES VON Moor intent on a book; SPIE- 
GELBERG avinking at the table. 


Cuares. (Lays the book aside.) 1am dis- 
gusted with this ink-wasting century, when I 
read in my Plutarch of great men. 

SpircEL. (Places a glass before him, and 
drinks.) Josephus is the book you should read. 

CuarLes. The glowing spark of Prome- 
theus is burnt out, and now they substitute 
for it the flash of lycopodium; a stage fire, 
which will not so much as light a pipe. 
The present generation may be compared to 
rats crawling about the club of Hercules. A 
French abbé lays it down that Alexander was a 
poltroon: a phthisicky professor, holding at 
every word a bottle of sal volatile to his nose, 
letures on strength. Fellows who faint at the 
yeriest trifle criticise the tactics of Hannibal ; 
whimpering boys store themselves with phrases 
out of the slaughter at Cannz, and blubber 
over the victories of Scipio, because they are 
obliged to construe them. 

SPIEGEL. Spouted in true Alexandrian style. 

Cuartes. <A brilliant reward for your 
sweat in the battle-field, truly, to have your 
existence perpetuated in gymnasiums, and 
your immortality laboriously dragged about 
in a schoolboy’s satchel. A precious recom- 
pense for your lavished blood, to be wrapped 
round gingerbread by some Nuremberg chand- 
ler—or, if you have great luck, to be screwed 
upon stilts by a French playwright, and be 
made to move on wires! Ha, ha, ha! 


SPIEGEL. (Dvyinks.) Read Josephus, I tell 
you. 
Cuar_es. Fie! fie, upon this weak, ef- 


feminate age, fit for nothing but to ponder 
over the deeds of former times, and torture 
the heroes of antiquity with commentaries, or 
mangle them in tragedies. The vigor of its 
loins is dried up, and the propagation of the 


human species has become dependent on po- 
tations of malt liquor. 


SPIEGEL. Tea, brother !—tea! 
Cuartes. They curb honest nature with 
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absurd conventionalities; have scarcely the 
heart to charge a glass, because they are 
tasked to drink a health in it; fawn upon the 
lacquey, that he may put in a word for them 
with His Grace, and bully the unfortunate 
wight from whom they have nothing to fear. 
They worship any one for a dinner, and are 
just as ready to poison him should he chance 
to outbid them for a feather-bed at an auction. 
They damn the Sadducee who fails to come 
regularly to church, although their own de- 
votion consists in reckoning up their usurious 
gains at the very altar. They cast themselves 
on their knees, that they may have an oppor- 


| tunity of displaying their mantles, and hardly 


take their eyes off the parson, from their anxi- 


_ ety to see how his wig 1s frizzled. They swoon 


at the sight of a bleeding goose, yet clap their 
hands with joy when they see their rival 
driven bankrupt from the Exchange. Warmly 
as I pressed their hands—‘‘Only one more 
day’’—In vain! To prison with the dog!— 
Entreaties! Vows! Tears! (Stamping the 
ground.) Hell and the devil! 

SprEGEL. And all for a few thousand paltry 
ducats ! 

Cuares. No, I hate to think of it. Am 
I to squeeze my body into stays, and strait- 
lace my will in the trammels of law. What 
might have risen to an eagle’s flight has been 
reduced to a snail’s pace by law. Never yet 
has law formed a great man; ’tis liberty 
that breeds giants and heroes. Oh! that the 
spirit of Herman still glowed in his ashes! 
Set me at the head of an army of fellows like 
myself, and out of Germany shall spring a re- 
public compared to which Rome and Sparta 
will be but as nunneries. (Azses and flings 
his sword upon the table. ) 

SPIEGEL. ( Sumping up.) Bravo! Bravis- 
simo! you are coming to the right key now. 
I have something for your ear, Moor, which 
has long been on my mind, and you are the 
very man for it—drink, brother, drink! What 
if we turned Jews, and brought the kingdom 
of Jerusalem again on the tapis? But tell 
me! is it not a clever scheme? We send forth 
a manifesto to the four quarters of the world, 
and summon to Palestine all that do not eat 
swine-flesh. Then I prove by incontestable 
documents that Herod the Tetrarch was my 
direct ancestor, and so forth. There will be 
a victory, my fine fellow, when they return 
and are restored to their lands, and are able 
to rebuild Jerusalem. Then make a clean 





sweep Of the Turks out of Asia, while the iron 
is hot; hew cedars in Lebanon, build ships, 
and then the whole nation shall chaffer with 
old clothes and old lace throughout the world. 
Meanwhile 

CHARLES. (Smiles and takes him by the 
hand.) Comrade! There must be an end 
now of our fooleries. 

SPIEGEL. (With surprise.) Fie! you are 
not going to play the prodigal son !—a fellow 
like you, who with his sword has scratched 
more hieroglyphics on other men’s faces than 
three quill-drivers could inscribe in their day- 
books in a leap-year! Shall I tell you the 
story of the great dog funeral? Ha! I must 
just bring back your own picture to your 
mind; that will kindle fire in your veins, if 
nothing else has power to inspire you. Do 
you remember how the heads of the college 
caused your dog’s leg to be shot off, and you, 
by way of revenge, proclaimed a fast through 
the whole town? 
your edict. But you, without losing time, or- 
dered all the meat to be bought up in Leip- 
sic, so that in the course of eight hours there 
was not a bone left to pick all over the place, 
and even fish began to rise in price. The magis- 
trates and the town council vowed vengeance. 
But we students turned out lustily, seventeen 
hundred of us, with you at our head, and but- 
chers and tailors and haberdashers at our backs, 
besides publicans, barbers, and rabble of all 
sorts, swearing that the town should be sacked 
if a single hair of a student’s head was injured. 
And so the affair went off like the shooting at 
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Hornberg, and they were obliged to be off 
with their tails between their legs. You sent 
for doctors—a whole posse of them,—and 
offered three ducats to any one who would 
write a prescription for your dog. We were 
afraid the gentlemen would stand too much 
upon honor and refuse, and had already 
made up our minds to use force. But this 
was quite unnecessary; the doctors got to 
fisticuffs for the three ducats and their com- 
petition brought down the price to three 
groats; in the course of an hour a dozen pre- 
scriptions were written, of which, of course, 
the poor beast very soon died. 

CuarLES. ‘The vile rascals! 

SPIEGEL. The funeral procession was ar- 
ranged with all due pomp; odes for the dog 
were indited by the gross; and at night we all 
turned out, near a thousand of us, a lantern in 
one hand and our rapier in the other, and so 
proceeded through the town, the bells chim- 
ing and ringing, till the dog was entombed. 
Then came a feed which lasted till broad day- 
light, when yousent your acknowledgments to 
the college dons for their kind sympathy, and 
ordered the meat to be sold at half-price. A/or¢ 
de ma vie, if we had not as great a respect 
for you as a garrison for the conqueror of a’ 
fortress—— 

CuarLes. And are you not ashamed to 
boast of these things? Have you not shame 
enough in you to blush even at the recol- 
lection of such pranks? 

SPIEGEL. Come, come! You are no longer 
the same Moor. Do you remember how, a 


181 



























































aN The Robbers } 











thousand times, bottle in hand, you made 
game of the miserly old governor, bidding 


him by all means rake and scrape together as | 


much.as he could, for that you would swill it 
all down your throat ? Don’t you remember, 
eh?—don’t you remember ?—O you good-for- 
nothing, miserable braggart! that was speak- 
ing like a man, and a gentleman, but 


CuHaRLEs. A curse on you for reminding 
me of it! A curse on myself for what I said! 
But it was done in the fumes of wine, and my 
heart knew not what my tongue uttered. 


SPIEGEL. (Shakes his head.) No, no, no! 
that cannot be! Impossible, brother! You 
are not in earnest! 
brother, is it not poverty which has brought 
you to this mood? Come! let me tell you a 
little story of my youthful days. There was a 
ditch close to my house, eight feet wide at the 
least, which we boys were trying to leap over 
for a wager. But it wasnogo. Splash! there 





Tell me, most sweet | . 
f | lows that would rather starve than manipulate 


you lay sprawling, amidst hisses and roars of | 
laughter, and a relentless shower of snowballs. | 


By the side of my house a hunter’s dog was 
lying chained, a savage beast which would 
catch the girls by their petticoats with the 
quickness of lightning, if they incautiously 
passed too near him. Now it was my greatest 
delight to -teaze this brute in every possible 
way; and it was enough to make one burst 
with laughing to see the beast fix his eyes on 
me with such fierceness, that he seemed ready 
to tear me to pieces if he could but get at me. 
Well! what happened? Once, when I was 
amusing myself in this manner, I hit him such 
a bang in the ribs with a stone, that in his 
fury he broke loose and ran right upon me. I 


tore away like lightning, but—devil take it !— | : 
y . 6 _have thrust the Austrians through a button- 


hole. 


that confounded ditch lay right in my way. 
What was to be done? The dog was close at 
my heels, and quite furious; there was no 
time to deliberate. I took a spring, and 
cleared the ditch. To that leap I was in- 
debted for life aid limb; the beast would 
have torn me to atoms. 


CuHarteEs. And to what does all this tend? 


SPIEGEL, To this—that you may be taught 
that strength grows with the occasion. For 
which reason I never despair even when things 
are at the worst. Courage grows with danger. 
Powers of resistance increase by pressure. _ It is 
evident by the obstacles she strews in my path, 
that Fate must have designed me for a great 
man. 


CHARLES. (Angrily.) I am not aware of any 
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thing for which we still require courage, and 


_ have not already shown it. 


SprEGEL. Indeed! And so you mean to let 
your gifts go to waste? to bury your talent? 


_ Do you think your paltry achievements at Leip- 


sic amount to the we plus ultra of genius? 
Let us but once get to the great world—Paris 
and London! where you get your ears boxed 
if you salute a manas honest. It is a real jubilee 
to practise one’s handicraft there on a grand 
scale. How you will stare! How you will 


| open your eyes ! to see signatures forged; dice 
_ loaded; locks picked, and strong boxes gutted ; 


| —all that you shall learn of Spiegelberg ! 


The 


_ rascal deserves to be hanged on the first gal- 





with his fingers. 

CHARLES. (/1 a fit of absence.) How now? 
I should not wonder if your proficiency went 
further still. 

SPIEGEL. I begin to think you mistrust me. 
Only wait till I have grown warm at it; you 
shall see wonders; your little brain shall whirl 


| clean round in your pericranium, when my 
| teeming wit is delivered. (He rises, excited. ) 


How it clears up within me! Great thoughts 
are dawning in my soul! Gigantic plans are 
fermenting in my creative brain. Cursed leth- 
argy (striking his forehead), which has hitherto 
enchained my faculties, cramped and fettered 
my prospects! JI awake; I feel what I am— 
and what I am to be! 
CHaRLeEs. You are a fool! 
swaggering in your brain. 
SPIEGEL. (More excited.) Spiegelberg, they 
will say, art thou a magician, Spiegelberg? 
Tis a pity, the king will say, that thou wert 
not made a general, Spiegelberg, thou wouldst 


The wine is 


Yes, I hear the doctors lamenting, ’ tis 
a crying shame that he was not bred to med- 
icine, he would have discovered the exir 
wite. Ay, and that he did not take to fi- 
nanciering, the Sullys will deplore in their 
cabinets,—he would have turned flints into 
louis d’ors by his magic. And Spiegelberg 
will be the word from east to west; then down 
into the dirt with you, ye cowards, ye reptiles, 
while Spiegelberg soars with outspread wings 
to the temple of everlasting fame. 

CuHarLEs. <A pleasant journey to you! I 
leave you to climb to the summit of glory on 
the pillars of infamy. In the shade of my an- 
cestral groves, in the arms of my Amelia, a 
nobler joy awaits me. I have already, last 
week, written to my father to implore his 














forgiveness, and have not concealed the least 
circumstance from him; and where there is 
sincerity there is compassion and help. Let 
us take leave of each other, Moritz. After 
this day we shall meet no more. The post has 
arrived. My father’s forgiveness must already 
be within the walls of this town. 


Linter SCHWEITZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, SCHUF- 
TERLE, amd RAZMAN. 


Rotter. Are you aware. that they are on 
our track? 

GrimM. ‘That we are not fora moment safe 
from being taken? 

CHARLES. I don’t wonder at it. It must be 
as it will! Have none of you seen Schwarz? 


Did he say anything about having a letter for 
me? 
Rotter. He has been long in search of 
you, on some such errand, I suspect. 
CHARLES.. Where is he? where, where? 
(Ls about to rush off in haste.) 





ROLLER. Stay! we have appointed him to 
come here. You tremble? 

CuHarLEs. Ido not tremble. Why should 
I tremble? Comrades, this letter—rejoice 


with me! I am the happiest man under the 
sun; why should I tremble? 


Linter SCHWARZ. 


CHARLES. (Rushes towards him.) Brother, 
brother! the letter, the letter! 

ScHw. (Gives him the letter, which he opens 
hastily.) What’s the matter? You have grown 
as pale as a white-washed wall! 

CHARLES. My brother’s hand! 

ScHw. What the deuce is Spiegelberg about 
there? 

Grimm. The fellow’s mad. He jumps about 
as if he had St. Vitus’ dance. 

Scour. His wits are gone a wool-gathering. 
He’s making verses, I’ll be sworn. 

Raz. Spiegelberg! Ho! Spiegelberg! The 
brute does not hear. 

Grimm. (Shakes him.) Hallo! fellow! are 
you dreaming? or 

SPIEGEL. (Who has all the time been making 
gestures tn a corner of the room, as if working 
out some great project, jumps up wildly.) Your 
money or your life! (He catches SCHWEITZER 
by the throat, who very coolly flings him against 
the wall; Moor drops the letter, and rushes 
out. A general sensation. ) 

Router. (Calling after him.) Moor! 
Where are you going? What’s the matter? 
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Grimm. What ails him? What has he 
been doing? He is as pale as death. 
ScHw. He must have got strange news. 


Just let us see! 

ROuier. (Picks up the letter from the ground, 
and reads.) ‘Unfortunate brother !’’—a plea- 
sant beginning—‘‘I have only briefly to inform 
you that you have nothing more to hope for. 
You may go, your father directs me to tell you, 
wherever your own vicious propensities lead. 
Nor are you to entertain, he says, any hope of 
ever gaining pardon by weeping at his feet, 
unless you are prepared to fare upon bread 
and water in the lowest dungeon of his castle 
until your hair shall outgrow eagles’ feathers, 
and your nails the talons of a vulture. These 
are his very words. He commands me to close 
the letter.—Farewell for ever! I pity you. 

FRANCIS VON Moor.”’ 

Scuw. <A most amiable and loving brother, 
in good truth!—And the scoundrel’s name is 
Francis. 

SPIEGEL. (Sinking forward.) Bread and 
water! Is that it? A temperate diet! But I 
have made a better provision for you. Did I 
not say that I should have to think for you 
all at last? 

SCHWEIT. What does the blockhead say? 
‘The jackass is going to think for us all ! 

SPIEGEL. Cowards, cripples, lame dogs are 
ye all, if you have not courage enough to ven- 
ture upon something great. 

ROLLER. Well, of course, so we should be, 
you are right ;—but will your proposed scheme 
get us out of this devil of a scrape? eh? 

SPIEGEL. (With a proud laugh.) Poor 
thing! Get us out of the scrape? Ha, ha, ha! 
Get us out of the scrape !—and that is all your 
thimblefull of brain can reach? And with 
that you trot your mare back to the stable? 
Spiegelberg would be a miserable bungler in- 
deed if that were the extent of his aim. Heroes, 
I tell you, barons, princes, gods, it will make 
of you! 

Raz. That’s pretty well for one bout, truly! 
But no doubt it is some neck-breaking piece 
of business; it will cost a head or so at the 
least. 

SPIEGEL. It wants nothing but courage ;— 
as to the head-work, I take that entirely upon 
myself. Courage, I say, Schweitzer! Courage, 
Roller! Grimm! Razman! Schufterle! Cour- 
age. ; 

Sserae Courage! If that 1s -all,) I have 
courage enough to walk through hell barefoot. 

Scour. And I courage enough to fight 
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the very devil himself, under the open gallows, 
for the rescue of any poor sinner. 


SPIEGEL. ‘That’s just asit should be! If ye 


have courage, let any one of you step forward 
and say he has still something to lose, and not 
every thing to gain? 

Scuw. Verily I should have a good deal to 
lose, if I were to lose all that I have yet to win! 

Raz. Yes, by Jove! and I much to win, if 
I could win all that I have not got to lose. 

Scuur. Were I to lose what I carry on 
my back on trust, I should at any rate have 
nothing to lose on the morrow. 

SPIEGEL. Very well then! (Ae fakes his 
place in the midst of them, and says in a tone 
of solemn adjuration)—if but a drop of the he- 
roic blood of the ancient Germans still flows 
in your veins—come! 
in the Bohemian forests, draw together a 
band of robbers, and What are you gaping 
at? Has your slender stock of courage oozed 
out already? 

RoLiterR. You are not the first rogue by 
many that has defied the gallows;—and yet 
what other choice have we? 

SPIEGEL. Choice? You have no choice. 
Do you want to lie rotting in the debtor’s jail 
and beat hemp till you’ are bailed by the last 
trumpet? Would you toil with pick-axe and 
spade for a morsel of dry bread? or earn a 
pitiful alms by singing doleful ditties under 
people’s windows? Or will you be sworn at 
the drumhead—and then comes the question, 
whether anybody would trust your hang-dog 
visages—and so under the splenetic humor 
of some despotic serjeant serve your time of 
purgatory in advance? Would you like to 
run the gauntlet to the beat of the drum?—or 
be doomed to drag after you, like a galley- 
slave, the whole iron-store of Vulcan? Behold 
your choice. You have before you the com- 
plete catalogue of all that you may choose 
from ! 

Rotter. Spiegelberg is not altogether 
wrong! I, too, have been concoéting plans, 
but they come much to the same thing. How 
would it be, thought I, were we to club our 
wits together, and dish up a pocket-book, or 
an almanac, or something of that sort, and 
write reviews at a penny a line, as is now the 
fashion ? 

Scour. The devil’s in you! you are pretty 
nearly hitting on my own schemes. I have 
been thinking to myself how would it answer 
were I to turn methodist, and hold weekly 
prayer meetings? 
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We will fix our abode | 


| Atheist! 


Capital! and, if that fails, turn 
We might fall foul of the four Gos- 
pels, get our book burned by the hangman, 
and then it would sell at a prodigious rate. 

Raz. Or we might take the field to cure a 
fashionable ailment. I know a quack doctor 
who has built himself a house with nothing 
but mercury, as the motto over his door im- 
plies. 

ScHwEIT. (Rises aud holds out his hand to 


GRIMM, 


| Spiegelberg.) Spiegelberg, thou art a great 





man! or else a blind hog has by chance found 
an acorn. 

ScHw. Excellent schemes! Honorable pro- 
fessions!' How great minds sympathize! All 
that seems wanting to complete the list is that 
we should turn pimps and bawds. 

SPIEGEL. Pooh! Pooh! Nonsense. And 
what is to prevent our combining most of these 
occupations in one person? My plan will ex- 
alt you the most, and it holds out glory and 
immortality into the bargain. Remember, 
too, ye sorry varlets, and it isa matter worthy 
of consideration: one’s fame hereafter—the 
sweet thought of immortality 

Ro.ier. And that at the very head of the 
muster-roll of honorable names! You are a 
master of eloquence, Spiegelberg, when the 
question is how to convert an honest man into 
a scoundrel. But does any one know what 
has become of Moor? 

SPIEGEL. Honest, say you? Do you think 
you'll be less honest then, than you are now? 
What do you call honest? To relieve rich 
misers of half of those cares which only scare 
golden sleep from their eyelids; to force 
hoarded coin into circulation; to restore the 
equalization of property; in one word, to 
bring back the golden age; to relieve Provi- 
dence of many a burdensome pensioner, and 
so save it the trouble of sending war, pesti- 
lence, famine, and above all, doétors—that is 
what I call honesty, d’ye see; that’s what I 
call being a worthy instrument in the hand of 
Providence,—and then, at every meal you eat, 
to have the sweet refle¢tion: this is what thy 
own ingenuity, thy lion boldness, thy night 
watchings, have procured for thee—to com- 
mand respect of both great and small 

Rotter. And, at last, to mount towards 
heaven in the living body, and in spite of 
wind and storm, in spite of the greedy maw of 
old father Time, to be hovering beneath the 
sun and moon and all the stars of the firma- 
ment, where even the unreasoning birds of 
heaven, attracted by noble instin@, chant 
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their seraphic music, and angels with tails hold 
their most holy councils? Don’t you see? 
And, while monarchs and potentates become 
a prey to moths and worms, to have the honor 
of receiving visits from the royal bird of Jove. 


Moritz, Moritz, Moritz! beware of the three- | 


legged beast. 


SPIEGEL. And does that fright thee, craven- | 


heart? Has not many a universal genius, who 
might have reformed the world, rotted upon 


the gallows? And does not the renown of | 


such a man live for hundreds and thousands 
of years, whereas many a king and elector 
would be passed over in history, were not his- 
torians obliged to give him a niche to com- 
plete the line of succession, or that the men- 
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tion of him did not swell the volume a few 
octavo pages, for which he counts upon hard 
cash from the publisher. And when the way- 
farer sees you swinging to and fro in the 
breeze, he will mutter to himself, ‘‘ That fel- 
low’s brains had no water in them, I’ll warrant 
me,’’and then groan over the hardship of the 
times. 

Scuweit. (Slaps him on the shoulder.) Well 
said, Spiegelberg! Well said! Why the devil 
do we stand here hesitating ? 

Scuw. And suppose it is called disgrace— 
what then? Cannot one, in case of need, 
always carry a small powder about one, which 
quietly smooths the weary traveler’s passage 
across the Styx, where no cock crowing will 
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disturb his rest? No, brother Moritz! Your 
scheme is good; so at least says my creed. 
Scuur. Zounds! and mine too! Spiegel- 
berg, I am your recruit. 
Raz. Like a second Orpheus, Spiegelberg, 
you have charmed to sleep that howling beast, 
conscience! Take me as I stand, I am yours 


entirely ! 
Grimm. S? omnes consentiunt ego non dts- 
sentio,; mind, without acomma. ‘There is an 


auction going on in my head—methodists— 
quack do¢tors—reviewers—rogues ;—the high- 
est bidder has me.—Here is my hand, Moritz! 


Rotter. And you too, Schweitzer? (He 
gives his right hand to SPIEGELBERG.) Thus I 
consign my soul to the devil. 


SPIEGEL. And your name to the stars! 
What does it signify where the soul goes to? 
If crowds of avant-couriers give notice of our 
descent, that the devils may put on their holi- 
day gear, wipe the accumulated soot of a 
thousand years from their eyelashes, and my- 
riads of horned heads pop up from the smoking 
mouth of their sulphureous chimneys, to wel- 
come our arrival! Up comrades! (Leaping up. ) 
Up! What in the world is equal to this ecstasy 


of delight? Come along, comrades! 
ROLLER. Gently, gently! Where are you 
going? Every beast must have a head, boys! 


SPIEGEL. (With bitterness.) What is that 
incubus preaching about? Was not the head 
already there, before a single limb began to 
move? Follow me, comrades! 

Router. Gently, I say! even liberty must 
have its master. Rome and Sparta perished 
for want of a chief. 

SPIEGEL. (/n a wheedling manner.) Yes,— 
stay—Roller is right. And he must have an 
enlightened head. Do you understand? A 


keen politic head. Yes! when I think what | 


you were only an hour ago, and what you are 
now,—and that it is all owing to one happy 
thought.—Yes, of course, of course, you must 
have a chief—and you "Ml own that he who 
struck out this idea may claim to have an en- 
lightened and politic head? 

Rotter. If one could hope—if one could 
dream—but I fear he will not consent. 

SPIEGEL. Why not? Speak out boldly, 
friend! Difficult as it may be to steer a labor- 
ing vessel against wind and tide, oppressive as 
may be the weight of a crown—speak your 
thought without hesitation, Roller! Perhaps 
he may be prevailed upon after all! 

Rotter. And, if he does not, the whole 
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vessel will be crazy enough.—Without Moor 
we are a body without a soul. 

SPIEGEL. ( Turning angrily from him.) Dolt! 
blockhead ! 


(Enter CHARLES VON Moor 7” violent agtita- 
tion, stalking backwards and forwards, 
and speaking to himself. ) 


Man—man! false, perfidious 
Your eyes are all tears, but 

Kisses on your lips, but 
daggers couched in your bosoms! Even lions 
and tigers nourish their young. Ravens feast 
their brood on carrion, and he—he !—Malice 
I have learned to bear; and I can smile when 
my fellest enemy drinks to me in my own 
heart’s blood—but when kindred turn traitors, 
when a father’s love becomes a fury’s hate ;— 
oh, then, let manly resignation give place to 
raging fire!—the gentle lamb become a tiger ! 
—and every nerve strain itself to vengeance 
and destruction ! 

Rotter. Hark ye, Moor! What think 
you of it? A robber’s life is pleasanter, after 
all, than to lie rotting on bread and water in 
the lowest dungeon of the castle? 

CHARLES. Why was not this spirit im- 
planted in a tiger, which gluts its raging jaws 
with human flesh? Is this a father’s tender- 
ness? Is this love for love? Would I werea 
bear, to rouse all the bears of the north against 
this murderous race!—Repentance, and no 
pardon! Oh, that I could poison the ocean, 
that men might drink death from every 


CHARLES. 
crocodile-brood ! 
your hearts steel! 


spring! Contrition, implicit reliance, and no 
pardon! 

Roiier. But listen, Moor,—listen, to what 
I am telling you! 

Cuartes. ’Tis incredible! ’tis a dream— 


a delusion! Such earnest entreaty, such a 
vivid picture of misery and tearful penitence— 
a savage beast would have been melted to 
compassion! stones would have wept, and yet 
he—it would be thought a malicious libel upon 
human nature, were I to proclaim it—and yet, 
yet—oh, that I could sound the trumpet of 
rebellion through all creation, and lead air, 
and earth, and sea, into battle array against 
this generation of hyzenas! 


Grimm. Hear me, only hear me! You are 
deaf with raving. 
CHARLES. Avaunt, avaunt! Is not thy name 


man? Art thou not born of woman? Out 
of my sight, thou thing with human visage! I 
loved him so unutterably !—never son so loved 
a father; I would have sacrificed a thousand 
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lives for him (foaming and stamping the 
ground.) Wa! where is he that will put a 
sword into my hand, that I may strike this 
generation of vipers to the quick! Who will 
teach me how to reach their heart’s core, to 
crush, to annihilate the whole race?—Such a 
man shall be my friend, my angel, my god— 
him will I worship! 

ROLLER. Such friends behold in us; be 
but advised! 

ScHw. Come with us into the Bohemian 
forests! We will form a band of robbers there, 
and you (Moor stares at him.) 

ScHweIT. You shall be our captain! you 
must be our captain! 

SPIEGEL. ( Zhrows himself into a chair in a 
rage.) Slaves and cowards! 

CHARLES. Who inspired thee with that 
thought? Hark, fellow! (grasping ROLLER 
tightly) that human soul of thine did not pro- 
duce it; who suggested it to thee? Yes, by 
the thousand arms of death! that’s what we 
will, and what we must do! the thought’s di- 
vine. He who conceived it deserves to be 
canonized. Robbers and murderers! As my 
soul lives, I am your captain! 

ALL. (With tumultuous shouts.) Wurrah! 
long live our captain! 

SPIEGEL. (Starting up, aside.) Till I give 
him his coup de gréce / 

CHARLES. See, it falls like a film from my 
eyes! What a fool was I to think of return- 
ing to be caged! My soul’s athirst for deeds, 
my spirit pants for freedom. Murderers, rob- 
bers! with these words I trample the law 
under foot—mankind threw off humanity, 
when I appealed to it.—Away, then, with hu- 
man sympathies and mercy! I no longer have 
a father, no longer affeétions; blood and death 
shall teach me to forget that any thing was 
ever dear to me! Come! come! Oh, I will 





recreate myself with some most fearful ven-_ 


geance ;—’tis resolved, I am your captain! 
and success to him who shall spread fire and 


slaughter the widest and most savagely—I > 
pledge myself he shall be right royally re- | 
_ are to be pitied. 


warded. Stand around me all of you, and 
swear to me fealty and obedience unto death! 
Swear by this trusty right hand. 

AL. (Place their hands in his.) We swear 
to thee fealty and obedience unto death! 

CuHartes. And, by this same trusty right 
hand, I here swear to you to remain your cap- 
tain, true and faithful unto death! 
shall make an instant corpse of him who doubts, 
or fears, or retreats. And may the same be- 
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fall me from your hands, if I betray my oath! 
Are you content? 
[SPIEGELBERG runs up and down tn a furious 


rage. 
ALL. (Throwing up thetr hats.) We are 
content! 
CuHarLes. Well, then, let us be gone! 


Fear neither death nor danger, for an unalter- 
able destiny rules over us. Every man has his 
doom, be it to die on the soft pillow of down, 
or in the field of blood, or on the scaffold, or 
the wheel! One or the other of these must be 
our lot! [ Lxeunt. 

SPIEGEL. (Looking after them, after a pause. ) 
Your catalogue has a hole in it. You have 
omitted poison. [ Lxct. 


SCENE III.—Moor’s Cas#/e:—AMELIA’S 
Chamber. 


FRANCIS, AMELIA. 


Francis. Your face is averted from me, 
Amelia? Am I less worthy than he who is 
accursed of his father? 

AMELIA. Away! Oh! what a loving, 
compassionate father, who abandons his son a 
prey to wolves and monsters! In his own 
comfortable home he pampers himself with 
delicious wines, and stretches his palsied limbs 
on down, while his noble son is starving. 
Shame upon you, inhuman wretches! Shame 
upon you, ye souls of dragons, ye blots on 
humanity !—his only son! 

Francis. I thought he had two. 

AMELIA. Yes, he deserves to have such 
sons as youare. On his death-bed he will in 


| vain stretch out his withered hand for his 


Charles, and recoil with a shudder when he 
feels the ice-cold hand of his Francis. Oh, 
it is sweet, deliciously sweet, to be cursed by 
such a father! Tell me, Francis, dear broth- 
erly soul,—tell me, what must one do to be 
cursed by him? 

Francis. You are raving, dearest; you 

AmELIA. Oh! indeed. Do you pity your 
brother ?—No, monster, you hate him! I hope 
you hate me too? 


Francis. I love you as dearly as I love 
myself, Amelia! 
AmeE.iA. If you love me, you will not re- 


fuse me one little request? 
Francis. None, none! 
more than my life. 


if you ask no 
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Ame.tia. Oh, if that is the case! then one 
request, which you will so easily, so readily 
grant. (Loftily.) Hate me! I should perforce 
blush crimson, if, whilst thinking of Charles, 
it should for a moment enter my mind that 
you do not hate me. You promise me this ?— 
Now go, and leave me; I so love to be alone! 

Francis. Lovely enthusiast! how greatly 
I admire your gentle, affectionate heart. 
Here, here, Charles reigned sole monarch, 
like a god within his temple; he stood before 
thee waking, he filled your imagination dream- 
ing; the whole creation seemed to thee to 
center in Charles, and to reflect him alone; 
it gave thee no other echo but of him. 

AMELIA. (With emotion.) Yes, verily, I 
own it. Despite of you all, barbarians as ye 
are, I will own it before all the world,—I love 
him! 

Francis. Inhuman, cruel! So to requite 
a love like this! To forget her 

AMELIA. (Sfarting.) What! forget me? 

Francis. Did you not place a ring on his 
finger?—a diamond ring, the pledge of your 
love? To be sure, how is it possible for 








youth to resist the fascinations of a wanton? | 


Who can blame him for it, since he had 
nothing else left to give away ;—and of course 
she repaid him with interest, by her caresses 
and embraces! 

AMELIA. ( With indignation.) My ring to a 
wanton P 

Francis. Fie, fie! it is disgraceful. ’Twould 
not be much, however, if that were all. A 
ring, be it ever so costly, is, after all, a thing 
which one may always buy of a Jew. Perhaps 
the fashion of it did not please him, perhaps 
he exchanged it for one more beautiful. 

AMELIA. (With violence.) But my ring, I 
say, my ring? 

Francis. Even yours, Amelia.—Ha! such 
a brilliant, and on my finger,—and from 
Amelia !—Death itself should not have plucked 
it hence.—It is not the costliness of the dia- 
mond, not the cunning of the pattern—it is 
love which constitutes its value. Is it not so, 
Amelia?—Dearest child, you are weeping? 
Woe be to him who causes such precious drops 
to flow from those heavenly eyes; ah, and if 
you knew all, if you could but see him your- 
self, see him under that form! 

AMELIA. Monster! what do you mean? 
What form do you speak of? 

Francis. Hush, hush, gentle soul, press 
me no further! (As 7 solloquizing, yet aloud.) 
If it had only some veil, that horrid vice, 
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under which it might shroud itself from the 
eye of the world! But there it is, glaring 
horribly through the sallow, leaden eye; pro- 
claiming itself in the sunken, deathlike look; 
ghastly protruding bones; the faltering, hol- 
low voice; preaching audibly from the shat- 
tered, shaking skeleton; piercing to the most 
vital marrow of the bones, and sapping the 
manly strength of youth—faugh! the idea 
sickens me. Nose, eyes, ears, shrink from it. 
You saw that miserable wretch, Amelia, in 
our hospital who was heavily breathing out his 
spirit; modesty seemed to cast down_ her 
abashed eye as she passed him—you cried woe 
upon him. Recall that hideous image to 
your mind, and your Charles stands before 
you! His kisses are pestilence, his lips 
poison. 
AMELIA. (Sirikes him.) Shameless liar! 
Francis. Does such a Charles inspire you 
with horror? Does the mere picture fill you 
with disgust? Go, then! gaze upon him 
yourself, your handsome, your angelic, your 
divine Charles! Go, drink his balmy breath, 
and revel in the ambrosial fumes which ascend 
from his throat! The very exhalations of his 
body will plunge you into that dark and 
deathlike dizziness which follows the smell of 
a bursting carcase, or the sight of a corpse- 
strewn battle-field. (Ameha turns away her 
face.) What sensations of love! What rapture 
in those embraces !—But is it not unjust to con- 
demn a man because of his diseased exterior? 
Even in the most wretched lump of deformity 
a soul great and worthy of love may beam forth 
brightly, like a pearl on a dunghill. (With a 
malignant smile.) Even from lips of corrup- 
tion love may To be sure, if vice should 
undermine the very foundations of character, 
if with chastity virtue too should take her 
flight, as the fragrance departs from the faded 
rose—if with the body the soul too should be 
tainted and corrupted 
AMELIA. (Lising joyfully.) Ha! Charles! 
now I recognize thee again! Thou art whole, 
whole! It was all a he! Dost thou not 
know, miscreant, that it would be impossible 
for Charles to be the being you describe? 
(francis remains standing for some time, lost in 
thought; then suddenly turns round to go 
away.) Whither are you going in such 
haste? Are you flying from your own infamy? 
Francis. (Hiding his face.) Let me go, 
let me go!—to give free vent to my tears !— 
tyrannical father, thus to abandon the best of 
your sons to misery and disgrace on every 
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side! Let me go, Amelia! I will throw my- 
self at his feet, on my knees will I conjure 
him to transfer to me the curse that he has 
pronounced—to disinherit me—to hate me— 
my blood—my life—my all 

AMELIA. (falls on his neck.) Brother of 
my Charles! Dearest, most excellent Fran- 
cis! 

Francis. O, Amelia! how I love you for 
this unshaken constancy to my brother.  For- 
give me for venturing to subject your love to 
so severe a trial! How nobly you have 
realized my wishes! By those tears, those 
sighs, that divine indignation—and for me, 
too, for me—our souls did so truly harmonize. 













































































Oh, no! that they never did! 

Francis. Alas! they harmonized so truly, 
that I always thought we must be twins. And 
were it not for that unfortunate difference in 
person, to be twin-like which, it must be ad- 
mitted, would be to the disadvantage of 
Charles, we should again and again be mis- 
taken for each other. Thou art, I often said 
to myself, thou art the very Charles, his echo, 
his counterpart. 

AMELIA. (Shakes her head.) No, no! by 
that chaste light of heaven! not an atom of 
him, not the least spark of his soul. 


Francis. So entirely the same in our dis- 
positions; the rose was his favorite flower, 


AMELIA. 
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and what flower do I esteem above the rose? 
He loved music beyond expression; and ye 
are witnesses, ye stars! how often you have 
listened to me playing on the harpsichord in 
the dead silence of night, when all around lay 
buried in darkness and slumber; and how is 
it possible for you, Amelia, still to doubt? if 
our love meets in one perfection, and if it is 
the self-same love, how can its fruits degen- 
erate? (Amela looks at him with astontsh- 
ment.) It was a calm serene evening, the last 
before his departure for Leipsic, when he took 
me with him to the bower where you so often 
sat together in dreams of love—we were long 
speechless ;—at last he seized my hand, and 
said, in a low voice, with tears in his eyes, 
“T am leaving Amelia; I know not, but I 
have a sad presentiment that it is forever— 
forsake her not, brother—be her friend—her 
Charles—if Charles—should. never—never re- 
turn. (He throws himself down before her, 
and kisses her hand with fervor.) Never, never, 
never will he return; and I stand pledged by 
a sacred oath to fulfil his behest! 

AMELIA. (Starting back.) Traitor! Now 
thou art unmasked! In that very bower he 
conjured me, if he died, to admit no other 





love. Dost thou see, how impious, how exe- 
crable thou Quit my sight! 
Francis. You know me not, Amelia; you 


do not know me in the least! 
AMELIA. Oh, yes, I know you; 
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| henceforth I know you; and you pretend to 


| Charles! 





be like him? You mean to say that he wept 
for me in your presence? Yours? He would 
sooner have inscribed my name on the pillory! 
Begone—this instant! 

FRANcIS. You insult me. 

AMELIA. Go—I say. You have robbed 
me of a precious hour; may it be deduéted 
from your life. 

Francis. You hate me, then! 

AMELIA. I despise you—away ! 

FRANCIS. (Stamping with fury.) Only wait! 
you shall learn to tremble before me!—To 
sacrifice me for a beggar! [ Lxtt in anger. 

AMELIA. Go, thou basevillain! Now, 
Charles, am I again thine own. Beggar, did 
he say? then is the world turned upside down, 
beggars are kings, and kings are beggars! I 
would not change the rags he wears for the 
imperial purple. The look with which he 
begs must, indeed, be a novle, a royal look— 
a look that withers into nought the glory, the 
pomp, the triumphs of the rich and great! 
Into the dust with thee, glittering baubles! 
(She tears her pearls from her neck.) Let the 
rich and the proud be condemned to bear the 
burthen of gold, and silver, and jewels! Be 
they condemned to carouse at the tables of 
the voluptuous! To pamper their limbs on 
the downy couch of luxury! Charles! 
Thus am I worthy of thee! [ Bxt, 
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SCENE I.—FrRancis von Moor zz his cham- 
ber—in meditation. 





Francis. It lasts too long—and the doc- 
tor even says he is recovering—an old man’s 
life is a very eternity! The course would be 
free and plain before me, but for this trouble- 
some, tough lump of flesh, which like the 
infernal demon-hound in ghost stories bars 
the way to my treasures. 

Must, then, my projects bend to the iron 
yoke of a mechanical system?—Is my soaring 
spirit to be chained down to the snail’s pace 
of matter?-—To blow out a wick which is al- 
ready flickering upon its last drop of oil—’tis 
nothing more.—And yet I would rather not 
do it myself, on account of what the world 
would say. I should not wish him to be 
killed, but merely disposed of. I should like 
to do what your clever physician does, only 
the reverse way—not stop Nature’s course by 
running a bar across her path, but only help 





her to speed a little faster. Are we not able 
to prolong the conditions of life? Why, then, 
should we not also be able to shorten them? 
Philosophers and physiologists teach us how 
close is the sympathy between the emotions 
of the mind and the movements of the bodily 
machine. Convulsive sensations are always 
accompanied by a disturbance of the mechan- 
ical vibrations — passions injure the vital 
powers — an overburdened spirit bursts its 
shell. Well then—what if one knew how to 
smooth this unbeaten path, for the easier en- 
trance of death into the citadel of life?—to 
work the body’s destruction through the 
mind—ha! an original device !—who can ac- 
complish this?p—a device without a parallel! 
—Think upon it, Moor!—That were an act 
worthy of thee for its inventor. Has not 
poisoning been raised almost to the rank of a 
regular science, and nature compelled, by the 
force of experiments, to define her limits, so 
that one may now calculate the heart’s throb- 
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bings for years in advance, and say to the 
beating pulse, ‘“‘So far, and no farther! hog 
Why should one not try one’s skill in this 
line? 

And how, then, must I too go to work, 
to dissever that sweet and peaceful union of 
soul and body? What species of sensations 
should I seek to produce? Which would the 


most fiercely assail the condition of life? | 


Anger ?—that ravenous wolf is too quickly 
satiated.—Care?—that worm gnaws far too 
slowly.—Grvef?—that viper creeps too lazily 
for me.—/var?—hope destroys its power.— 
What! and are these the only executioners of 
man?—lIs the armory of death so soon ex- 
hausted?—(/n deep thought.) How now!— 
what! ho!—I have it! (Starting up.) Terror! 
—What is proof against terror?>—What powers 
have religion and reason under that giant’s 
icy grasp?p—And yet—if he should withstand 
even this assault!—If he should !—Oh, then, 
come Anguish to my aid! and thou, gnawing 
Repentance /—furies of hell, burrowing snakes, 
who regorge your food, and feed upon your 
own excrements; .ye that are for ever destroy- 
ing, and for ever reproducing your poison! 
And thou, howling Remorse, that desolatest 
thine own habitation, and feedest upon thy 
mother.—And come ye, too, gentle Graces, 
to my aid; even you, sweet smiling JZemory, 
goddess of the past—and thou with thy over- 
flowing horn of plenty, blooming uturity ; 
show him, in your mirror, the joys of Para- 
dise, while with fleeting foot you elude his 
eager grasp. — Thus will I work my battery 
of death, stroke after stroke, upon his fragile 
body, until the troop of furies close upon him 
with Despair’ Triumph! triumph !—the plan 
is complete—difficult and masterly beyond 
compare—sure—safe; for then (wth a sneer) 
the dissecting knife can find no trace of wound 
or of corrosive poison. (Resolutely.) Be it 


so! (#nter HERMANN.) Ha! Deus ex ma- 
ching’ Wermann! 
HERMANN. At your service, gracious sir! 


Francis. (Shakes him by the hand.) You 
will not find it that of an ungrateful master. 

Hermann. I have proofs of this. 

Francis. And you shall have more soon— 
very soon, Hermann !—I have something to 
say to thee, Hermann. 

HerMANN. I am all attention. 

Francis. I know thee—thou art a resolute 
fellow—a man of mettle.—To call thee 
smooth-tongued!—My father has greatly be- 
lied thee, Hermann. . 
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HERMANN. The devil take me if I forget it! 

Francis. Spoken like a man! Vengeance 
becomes a manly heart! ‘Thou art to my 
mind, Hermann. ‘Take this purse, Hermann. 
It should be heavier were I master here. 


HERMANN. That is my unceasing wish, 
most gracious sir. I thank you. 
Francis. Really, Hermann! dost thou 


wish that I were master?—But my father has 
the marrow of a lion in his bones, and I am 
but a younger son. 

HERMANN. I wish you were the eldest son, 
and that your father were as marrowless as a 
girl sinking in a consumption. 

Francis. Ha! how that elder son would 
recompense thee! How he would raise thee 
from this groveling condition, so ill suited to 
thy spirit and noble birth, to be a light of the 
age!—Then shouldst thou be covered with 
gold from head to foot, and dash through the 
streets four in hand—verily thou shouldst !— 
But I am losing sight of what I meant to say. 
— Have you already forgotten the Lady 
Amelia, Hermann? 


Hermann. A curse upon it! Why do you 
remind me of her? 

Francis. My brother has filched her away 
from you. 

HERMANN. He shall rue it. 

Francis. She gave you the sack. And, if 


I remember right, he kicked you down stairs. 


HERMANN. For which I will kick him 
into hell. 
Francis. He used to say, it was whis- 


pered abroad, that your father could never 
look upon you without smiting his breast and 
sighing, ‘‘God be merciful to me, a sinner!’’ 

Hermann. (Waildly.) Thunder and light- 
ning! No more of this! 

Francis. He advised you to sell your pa- 
tent of nobility by auction, and to get your 
stockings mended with the proceeds. 

HERMANN. By all the devils in hell, I’ll 
scratch out his eyes with my own nails! 

Francis. What? you are growing angry? 
What signifies your anger? What harm can 
you do him? What can a mouse like you do 
to such a lion? Your rage only makes his 
triumph the sweeter. You can do nothing 
more than gnash your teeth, and vent your 
rage upon a dry crust. 

HERMANN. (Stamping.) I will grind him 
to powder! 

Francis. (Slapping his shoulder.) Fie, Her- 
mann! You area gentleman. You must not 
put up with the affront. You must not give 
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THE ROBBERS. 


ACT II, SCENE V. 
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up the lady, no, not for all the world, Her- 
mann! By my soul, I would move heaven 
and earth were I in your place. 

HERMANN. I will not rest till I have Am, 
and fim too, under ground. 

Francis. Notso violent, Hermann! Come 
nearer—you shall have Amelia. 

HERMANN. That I must; 
devil himself, I zez/7 have her. 

Francis. You shall have her, I tell you; 
and that from my hand. Come closer, I 
say.—You don’t know, perhaps, that Charles 
is as good as disinherited. 

HERMANN. ( Going closer to him.) Incredible! 
The first I have heard of it. 

Francis. Be patient, and listen! Another 
time you shall hear more. —Yes, I tell you, as 
good as banished these eleven months. But 
the old man already begins to lament the hasty 
step, which, however, I flatter myself (wth a 
smile) is not entirely his own. Amelia, too, 
is incessantly pursuing him with her tears and 
reproaches. 
searched for in every quarter of the world; 
and if he finds him —then it’s all over with 
you, Hermann. You may perhaps have the 
honor of most obsequiously holding the coach 
door while he alights with the lady to get 
married. 

HERMANN. I'll strangle him at the altar first. 

Francis. His father will soon give up his 
estates to him, and live in retirement in his 
castle. Then the proud roysterer will have 
the reins in his own hands, and laugh his 
enemies to scorn ;—and I, who wished to make 
a great man of you—a man of consequence— 
I myself, Hermann, shall have to make my 
humble obeisance at his threshold 

HERMANN. (With fire.) No, as sure as my 
name is Hermann, that shall never be! If but 
the smallest spark of wit glimmer in this brain 
of mine, that shall never be! 

Francis. Will you be able to prevent it? 
You, too, my good Hermann, will be made 
to feel his lash. He will spit in your face 
when he meets you in the streets; and woe 
be to you should you venture to shrug your 
shoulders or to make a wry mouth.—Look, 
my friend! this is all that your love-suit, your 
prospects, and your mighty plans amount to. 

HerMANN. ‘Tell me, what am I to do? 

Francis. Well, then, listen, Hermann! 
You see how I enter into your feelings, like a 
true friend.—Go—disguise yourself, so that 
no ane may recognize you; obtain audience 
of the old man; pretend to come straight from 


despite the 





Presently he will be having him | 





Bohemia, to have been at the battle of Prague 
along with my brother—to have seen him 
breathe his last on the field of battle 

HERMANN. Will he believe me? 

Francis. Ho! ho! let that be my care! 
Take this packet. There you will find your 
commission set forth at large; and documents, 
to boot, which shall convince the most in- 





| credulous.—Only make haste to get away 


unobserved. Slip through the back gate into 
the yard, and then scale the garden wall.— 
The denouement of this tragi-comedy you may 
leave to me! 

HERMANN. That, I suppose, will be, ‘‘ Long 
live our new baron, Francis von Moor!’’ 

Francis. (Patting his cheeks.) Wow cun- 
ning you are!—By this means, you see, we 
attain all our aims at once and quickly. 
Amelia relinquishes all hope of him,—the old 
man reproaches himself for the death of his 


| son, and—he sickens—a tottering edifice needs 


no earthquake to bring it down—he will not 
survive the intelligence—then am I his only 
son—Amelia loses every support, and becomes 
the plaything of my will, and you may easily 
guess—in short all will go as we wish—but 
you must not flinch from your word. 

HERMANN. What do you say? (£xuwlt- 
mmgly.) Sooner shall the ball turn back in its 
course, and bury itself in the entrails of the 
marksman.—Depend upon me! Only let me 
to the work.—Adieu! 

Francis. (Calling after him.) The harvest 
is thine, dear Hermann !—(A/one.) When the 
ox has drawn the corn into the barn, he must 
put up with hay. A dairy-maid for thee, and 
no Amelia! 


SCENE Il-—Old Moor’s Bedchamber. 
OLp Moor asleep in an arm-chair; AMELIA. 


AmEuia. (Approaching him on tip-toe. ) Softly! 
Softly! he slumbers. (She places herself before 
him.) Wow beautiful! how venerable !—ven- 
erable as the picture of a saint.—No, I can- 
not be angry with thee, thou head with the 
silver locks; I cannot be angry with thee! 
Slumber on gently, wake up cheerfully—I 
alone will be the sufferer. 

Otp M. (Dreaming.) My son! my son! 
my son! 

Ametia. (Seizes his hand.) Hark! hark! 
his son is in his dreams. 
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Otp M. Are you there? Are you really 
there? Alas! how miserable youseem! Fix 
not on me that mournful look! I am 
wretched enough. 

AMELIA. (Wakens him abruptly.) Look up, 
dear old man! ’Twas but a dream. Collect 
yourself! 

OLp M. (Half awake.) Was he not here? 
Did I not press his hands? Cruel Francis! 
wilt thou tear him even from my dreams? 

AMELIA. (Astde.) Ha! mark that, Amelia! 


Otp M. (Rousing himself.) Where is he? | 


Where? Where am I? You here, Amelia? 

AMELIA. 
have had a refreshing slumber. 

Otp M. I was dreaming about my son. 
Why did I not dream on? Perhaps I might 
have obtained forgiveness from his lips. 

AMELIA. 
forgives you. 
Father of my Charles! I, too, forgive you. 

Otp M. No, no, my child! That death- 
like paleness of thy cheek is the father’s con- 
demnation. Poor girl! 
of the happiness of thy youth.—Oh, do not 
curse me! 


AMELIA. (Affectionately kissing his hand.) 1 | 





curse you? 

OLD M. Dost thou know this portrait, my 
daughter ? 

AMELIA. Charles! 

Oxtp M. Such was he in his sixteenth year. 


But now, alas! how changed.—Oh, it is raging 
within me.—That gentleness is now indigna- 
tion; that smile despair.—It was his birth- 
day, was it not, Amelia—in the jessamine 
bower—when you drew this picture of him?— 
Oh, my daughter! How happy was I in your 
loves. 

AMELIA. (With her eye still riveted upon the 
picture.) No, no, it is not he! By Heaven, 
that is not Charles!—Here, (pointing to her 
head and her heart) here he 1s perfeét; and 
how different. The feeble pencil avails not 
to express that heavenly spirit which reigned 
in his fiery eye. Away with it! This is a 
poor image, an ordinary man! I was a mere 
dauber. 

Orp M. That kind, that cheering look !— 
Had that been at my bedside, I should have 
lived in the midst of death. Never, never 
should I have died. 

AMELIA. No, you would never, never have 
died. It would have been but aleap, as we 
leap from one thought to another and a better. 
—That look would have lighted you across 
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How do you find yourself? You | 


I have ‘robbed thee | 


| 





the tomb—that look would have lifted you 
beyond the stars! 


It is hard! it issad! 


Op M. I am dying, 


| and my son Charles is not here—I am borne to 
| my tomb, and he weeps not over my grave.— 


How sweet it is to be lulled into the sleep of 

death by a son’s prayer—that is the true re- 

quiem. 
AMELIA. (With enthustasm.) Yes, sweet it 


| is, heavenly sweet, to be lulled into the sleep 


of death by the song of the beloved.—Perhaps 
our dreams continue in the grave—a long, 
eternal, never-ending dream of Charles—till 
the trumpet of resurrection sounds—(72sing in 
ecstacy) and thenceforth and for ever in his 
arms! (A pause; she goes to the piano, and 


| plays.) 


Angels bear no resentment—he | 
(Seizes his hand sorrowfully.) | 


ANDROMACHE., 


Oh! Hedtor, wilt thou go for evermore, 

Where fierce Achilles, on the blood-stained shore, 
Heaps countless victims o’er Patroclus’ grave? 

Who then thy hapless orphan boy will rear, 

Teach him to praise the gods and hurl the spear, 
When thou art swallow’d up in Xanthus’ wave? 


O_p M. A beautiful song, my daughter. 


| You must play that to me before I die. 


AMELIA. It is the parting of Hector and 
Andromache. Charles and I used often to 
sing it together to the guitar. (She continues.) 


HECTOR, 


Beloved wife! stern duty calls to arms— 

Go, fetch my lance! and cease those vain alarms! 
On me is cast the destiny of Troy! 

Astyanax, my child, the Gods will shield, 

Should Heétor fall upon the battle-field ; 
And in Elysium we shall meet with joy! 


LEinter DANIEL. 


DaniEL. There is a man without, who 
craves to be admitted to your presence, and 
says he brings tidings of importance. 

Otp M. To me, there is but one thing in 
this world of importance; thou knowest it 
Amelia.—Perhaps it is some unfortunate crea- 
ture who seeks assistance? He shall not go 
hence in sorrow. 

AMELIA. If it be a beggar, let him come up 
quickly. 

Otp M. ‘Amelia, Amelia! spare me! 

AMELIA. (Continues to play and sing.) 
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ANDROMACHE, 


Thy martial tread no more will grace thy hall— 

Thine arms shall hang sad relics on the wall— 
And Priam’s race of godlike heroes fade! 

Oh, thou wilt go where Phoebus sheds no light— 

Where black Cocytus wails in endless night— 
Thy love will die in Lethe’s gloomy shade. 


HECTOR. 


Though I in Lethe’s darksome wave should sink, 
And cease on other mortal ties to think, 
Yet thy true love shall never be forgot! 
Hark! on the walls I hear the battle roar— 
Gird on my armor—and, oh, weep no more. 
Thy Hedtor’s love in Lethe dieth not! 


Linter FRANCIS, HERMANN 77 disguise, 
DANIEL. 


Francis. Here is the man. 


He says that 
he brings terrible news. 


Can you bear the 


recital ? 
O_p M. I know but one thing terrible to 
hear. Come hither, friend, and spare me not! 


Hand him a cup of wine! 

HERMANN. (ln a feigned voice.) Most gra- 
cious sir! Let not a poor man be visited with 
your displeasure, if against his will he lacerates 
your heart. I am a stranger in these parts, 
but I know you well! you are the father of 
Charles von Moor. 

Otp M. How know you that? 

HERMANN. I knew your son— 

AMELIA. (Starting up.) He livesthen? He 
lives? You know him? Where is he? 
Where? (About to rush out. ) 

Otp M. What know you about my son? 

HERMANN. He was a student at the uni- 
versity of Leipzic. From thence he traveled 
about, I know not how far. He wandered all 
over Germany, and, as he told me himself,— 
barefoot and bareheaded, begging his bread 
from door to door. After five months, the 
fatal war between Prussia and Austria broke 
out afresh, and as he had no hopes left in this 
world, the fame of Frederick’s victorious ban- 
ner drew him to Bohemia. Permit me, said 
he to the great Schwerin, to die on the bed of 
heroes, for I have no longer a father! 

Otp M. O! Amelia! Look not on me! 

Hermann. They gave him a pair of colors. 
With the Prussians he flew on the wings of 
victory. We chanced to lie together, in the 
same tent. He talked much of his old father, 
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and of happy days that were past—and of dis- 
appointed hopes—it brought the tears into our 
eyes. 

Op M. (Buries his face in his pillow.) No 
more! Oh, no more! 

HERMANN. A week after, the fierce battle 
of Prague was fought—I can assure you your 
son behaved like a brave soldier. He per- 
formed prodigies that day in sight of the whole 
army. Five regiments were successively cut 
down by his side, and still he kept his ground. 
Fiery shells fell right and left, and still your 
son kept his ground. A ball shattered his 
right hand: he seized the colors with his left, 
and still he kept his ground. 

AMELIA. (lu transport.) Hecttor, Heétor! 
do you hear? He kept his ground 

HERMANN. On the evening of the battle I 
found him on the same spot. He had sunk 
down, amidst a shower of hissing balls: with 
his left hand he was stanching the blood that 
flowed from a fearful wound; his right he had 
buried in the earth. ‘‘Comrade!”’ cried he, 
when he saw me, ‘‘there has been a report 
through the ranks that the general fell an hour 
ago [oie is fallen, I replied; “and 
thou? “Well, then,’’ he cried, with- 
drawing his left. hand from the wound, “let 
every brave soldier follow his general!” 
Soon after he breathed out his noble soul, to 
join his heroic leader. 

Francis. (feigning to rush wildly on HER- 
MANN.) May death seal thy accursed lips! 
Art thou come here to give the death-blow to 
our father?—-Father! Amelia! father! 

HERMANN. It was the last wish of my ex- 
piring comrade. ‘Take this sword,’’ fal- 
tered he, with his dying breath, ‘‘ deliver it to 
my aged father; his son’s blood is upon it— 
he is avenged—let him rejoice. Tell him, 
that his curse drove me into battle and into 
death; that I fell in despair.’’—His last sigh 
was ‘‘ Amelia.”’ 

AMELIA. (Lzke one aroused from lethargy.) 
His last sigh Amelia! 

Otp M. (Screaming horribly, and tearing 
his hair.) My curse drove him into death! 
He fell in despair! 

Francis. (Pacing up and down the room.) 
Oh! what have you done, father? My 
Charles! my brother! 

HERMANN. Here is the sword; and here, 
too, is a picture which he drew from his breast 
at the same time. It is the very image of this 
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-young lady. ‘‘ This for my brother Francis,”’ 
he said—I know not what he meant by it. 
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Francis. (Feigning astonishment.) Yor me? 
Amelia’s picture? For me—Charles—Amelia? 
For me? 

AMELIA. (Rushing violently upon HERMANN. ) 
Thou venal, bribed impostor! (Lays hold of 
him. ) . 

HERMANN. I am no impostor, noble lady. 
See yourself if it is not your picture.—It may 
be that you yourself gave it to him. 

Francis. By heaven! Amelia! your pic- 
ture! It is indeed. 

AMELIA. (Returns him the picture.) My 
picture, mine! Oh! heavens and earth! 

OLp M. (Screaming, and tearing his face.) 
Woe, woe! my curse drove him into death! 
He feil in despair ! 

Francis. And he thought of me in the last 
and parting hour—of me! Angelic soul!— 
When the black banner of death already waved 
over him, he thought of me! 

OLtp M. (Stammering lke an idiot.) My 
curse drove him into death! In despair my 
son perished ! 

HERMANN. ‘This is more than I can bear! 
Farewell, old gentleman! (Aszde éo FRANCIS. ) 
How could you have the heart to do this? 

[ Lxit in haste. 
(Rises, and rushes after him.) 
Stay! stay! What were his last words? 

HERMANN. (Calling back.) His last sigh 
was ‘* Amelia.”’ [ Ect. 

AMELIA. His last sigh was AMELIA!—No, 
thou art no impostor! It is too true—true— 
he is dead !—dead!—(staggering to and fro, 
wll she sinks down )—dead—Charles is dead! 

Francis. What do I see? What is this line 
on the sword ?—written with blood—Amelia! 

AMELIA. By him? 

Francis. Do I see clearly, or am I dream- 
ing? Behold in characters of blood, “ Francis, 
forsake not my Amelia!’’ And on the other 
side, ‘‘Amelia, all-powerful death has released 
thee from thy oath.’’ Now do you see—do 
you see? With hand stiffening in death he 
wrote it—with his warm life’s blood he wrote 
it—wrote it on the solemn brink of eternity! 
His spirit lingered in its flight to unite Francis 
and Amelia. 

AMELIA. Gracious heaven! it is his own 
hand-—He never loved me! [ Rushes off. 

_ Francis. (Stamping the ground.) Confu- 
sion! her stubborn heart foils all my cunning, 

OLD M. Woe, woe! forsake me not, my 
daughter !—Francis, Francis! give me back 
my son! 

FRANCIS. 





AMELIA. 


Who was it that cursed him? 
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Who was it that drove his son into battle, and 
death, and despair?—Oh, he was an angel! a 
jewel of heaven! A curse on his destroyers! 
A curse, a curse upon yourself! 

Otp M. (Séikes his breast and forehead 
with his clinched fist.) He was an angel, a 
jewel of heaven! A curse, a curse, perdition, 
a curse on myself! I am the father who slew 
his noble son! He loved me even to death! 
—To expiate my vengeance he rushed into 
battle and into death! Monster, monster that 
lam! (He rages against himself. ) 

Francis. He is gone! What avail these 
tardy lamentations? (With a satanic sneer.) 
It is easier to murder than to restore: to life. 
You will never bring him back from his grave. 

O_p M. Never, never, never bring him 
back from the grave!—Gone! lost for ever!— 
And you it was that beguiled my heart to 
curse him—you—you—Give me back my son! 

FRANCIS. Rouse not my fury, lest I forsake 
you even in the hour of death! 

Ox_p M. Monster! inhuman monster! Re- 
store my son to me! (Starts from the chair, 


and attempts to catch FRancis by the throat, 


who flings him back.) 

Francis. Feeble old dotard! would you 
dare ?—Die!—despair! [ Exit. 

O_p M. May the thunder of a thousand 
curses light upon thee! thou hast robbed me 
of my son. (Throwing himself about in his 
chair, full of despair. )—Alas! alas! to despair 
and yet not die!—They fly, they forsake me 
in death—my guardian angels fly from me; all 
the saints withdraw from the hoary murderer 
—Oh, misery! will no one support this head, 
no one release this struggling soulp—No son! 
no daughter!--no friend!—not one human 
being—will no one?—Alone—forsaken—W oe! 
—woe!—To despair, yet not to die! 


Linter AMELIA, her eyes red with weeping. 


Otp M. Amelia! messenger of heaven! 
Art thou come to release my soul? 

AMELIA. (Jn a gentle tone.) You have lost 
a noble son. 

Otp M. Murprrep him, you mean.— 
With the weight of this impeachment I shall 
present myself before the judgment-seat of 
God. 

AMELIA. Not so, old man!—Our heavenly 
Father has taken him to himself.—We should 
have been too happy in this world.—Above, 
above, beyond the stars, we shall meet again. 
_ Otp M. Meet again! Meet again! Oh! 
it will pierce my soul like a sword—should I, 
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a saint, meet him among the saints.—In the 
midst of heaven the horrors of hell will strike 
through me!—The remembrance of that deed 
will crush me in the presence of the Eternal: 
I have murdered my son! 

AMELIA. Oh, his smiles will chase away the. 
bitter remembrance from your soul! Cheer 
up, dear father! I am quite cheerful. Has 
he not already sung the name of Amelia to 
listening angels on seraphic harps, and has 
not heaven’s choir sweetly echoed it?—Was 
not his last sigh Amelia? And will not 
Amelia be his first accent of joy? 

O._p M. Heavenly consolation flows from 
your lips! He will smile upon me, you say? 
He will forgive me?—You must stay with me, 
beloved of my Charles, when I die. 

Amelia. To die is to fly to hisarms. Oh, 
how happy and enviable is your lot! Would 
that my bones were decayed !—that my hairs 
were gray!—Woe upon the vigor of youth!— 
Welcome, decrepit age, nearer to heaven and 
my Charles! 


Enter FRANCIS. 


O_p M. Come near, my son! Forgive 
me, if I spoke too harshly to you just now! I 





ae 


























































































































































































































































































































forgive you all. 
mmiepeaces | 

Francis. Have you done weeping for your 
son? For aught that I see, you had but one. 

OLp M. Jacob had twelve sons, but for his 
Joseph he wept tears of blood. 

FRANCIS. Hum! 

Otp M. Bring the Bible, my daughter, 
and read to me the story of Jacoband Joseph! 
It always appeared to me so touching, even 
before I myself became a Jacob. 

AMELIA. What part shall I read to you? 
( Takes the Bible, and turns over the leaves.) 

O_p M. Read to me the grief of the be- 
reaved father, when he found his Joseph no 
more among his children ;—when he sought 
him in vain amidst his eleven sons ;—and his 
lamentation when he heard that he was taken 
from him for ever.— 

AMELIA. (feads.) ‘‘And they took Jo- 
seph’s coat, and killed a kid of the goats, and 
dipped the coat in the blood; and they sent 
the coat of many colors, and they brought it 
to their father, and said, ‘ This have we found: 
| know now whether it be thy son’s coat or no?’ 
(Exit FRANCIS suddenly. ) And he knew it, 
and said, ‘It is my son’s coat; an evil beast 


I wish to yield up my spirit 
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hath devoured him; Joseph is without doubt 
rent in pieces cae 

OLp M. (Falls back upon the pillow.) An 
evil beast hath devoured Joseph! 

AMELIA. (Continues reading.) ‘‘And Jacob 
rent his clothes, and put sackcloth upon his 
loins, and mourned for his son many days. 
And all his sons and all his daughters rose up 
to comfort him; but he refused to be com- 
forted, and he said, ‘ For I will go down into 
the grave ke 

Otp M. Leave off! leave off! I feel very ill. 

AMELIA. (Running towards him, lets fall the 
book.) Heaven help us! What is this? 

O_p M. It is Death—darkness—is waving 
—before my eyes—l pray thee—send for the 
minister—that he may—give me—the Holy 
Communion.—Where is—my son Francis? 

AMELIA. He is fled.—God have mercy 
upon us! 

Otp M. Fled—fled from his father’s death- 
bed?—And is that all—all—of two children 
full of promise—thou hast given—thou hast— 
taken away—thy name be 

AMELIA. (With a sudden cry.) Dead! both 
dead ! [ Exit in despair. 











Linter FRANCIS, dancing with joy. 


Francis. Dead, they cry, DEAD! Now am 
I masTeR. Through the whole castle it rings, 
DEAD !—but stay, perchance he only sLEEPS ?— 
To be sure! yes, to be sure! that certainly is 
a sleep after which no ‘‘ good morrow’’ is ever 
said.—Sleep and death are but twin brothers. 
We will for once change their names !—Excel- 
lent, welcome sleep! We will call thee death! 
(He closes the eyes of OLD M.) Who now will 
come forward and dare to accuse meat the bar 
of justice, or tell me to my face, Thou art a 
VILLAIN ?—Away, then, with this troublesome 
mask of humility and virtue! Now you shall 
see Francis as he is, and tremble! My father 
was over-gentle in his demands; turned his 
domain into a family circle ; sat blandly smil- 
ing at the gate, and saluted his peasants as 
brethren and children.—My brows shall lour 
upon you like thunder-clouds; my lordly name 
shall hover over you like a threatening comet 
over the mountains; my forehead shall be 
your weather-glass!—He would caress and 
fondle the child that lifted its stubborn head 
against him. But fondling and caressing is 
not my mode. I will drive the rowels of the 
spur into their flesh, and give the scourge 
a trial—Under my rule it shall be brought to 
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pass, that potatoes and small beer shall be 
considered a holiday treat; and woe to him 
who meets my eye with the audacious front 
of health.— Haggard want and crouching 
fear are my insignia; and in this livery will I 
clothe ye. [ Exit. 


SCENE IIl.—TZhe Bohemian Woods. 
SPIEGELBERG, RAZMANN, @ /voo0p of ROBBERS. 


Raz. Are you come? Is it really you? 
Oh, let me squeeze thee into a jelly, my dear 
heart’s brother! Welcome to the Bohemian . 
forests! Why, you are grown quite stout and 
jolly! You have brought us recruits in right 
earnest,—a little army of them; you are the 
very prince of crimps! 

SPIEGEL. Eh, brother? Eh? And proper 
fellows they are!—You must confess the bless- 
ing of heaven is visibly upon me; I was a poor, 
hungry wretch, and had nothing but this staff 
when I went over the Jordan, and now there 
are eight and seventy of us, mostly ruined 
shop-keepers, reje¢ted masters of arts, and law- 
clerks from the Swabian provinces. They are 
a rare set of fellows, brother, capital fellows, 
I promise you; they will steal you the very 
buttons off each other’s trowsers in perfect 
security, although in the teeth of a loaded 
musket—and they live in clover, and enjoy a 
reputation for forty miles round, which is quite 
astonishing. There is not a newspaper in 
which you will not find some little feat or 
other. of that cunning fellow, Spiegelberg. I 
take in the papers for nothing else;—they 
have described me from head to foot;—you 
would think you saw me; they have not for- 
gotten even my coat buttons. But we lead 
them gloriously by the nose. The other day 
I went to the printing-office, and pretended 
that I had seen the famous Spiegelberg, dic- 
tated to a penny-a-liner, who was sitting there, 
the exact image of a quack doétor in the 
town; the matter gets wind, the fellow is ar- 
rested, put to the rack, and in his anguish and 
stupidity he confesses—the devil take me if he 
does not—confesses THAT HE 1S SPIEGELBERG. 
—Fire and fury! I was on the point of giving 
myself up to a magistrate, rather than have 
my fair fame marred by such a poltroon;— 
however, within three months he was hanged. 
I was obliged to stuff a right good pinch of 
snuff into my nose, as some time afterwards I 
was passing the gibbet, and saw the pseudo 

































































































































































Spiegelberg parading there in all his glory; 
—and, while Spiegelberg’s representative is 
dangling by the neck, the real Spiegelberg 
very quietly slips himself out of the noose, and 
makes jolly long noses behind the backs of 
these sagacious wiseacres of the law. 

Raz. (Laughing.) You are still the same 
fellow you always were. 

SPIEGEL. Ay, sure! body and soul.—But 
I must tell you a bit of fun, my boy, which I 
had the other day in the nunnery of St. Austin. 
We fell in with the convent just about sunset; 
and, as I had not fired a single cartridge all 
day,—you know I hate the dem perdidi as I 
hate death itself,—I was determined to im- 
mortalize the night by some glorious exploit, 
even though it should cost the devil one of his 
ears!—We kept quite quiet till late in the 
night. At last, all is still as a mouse—the 
lights are extinguished. We fancy the nuns 
must be comfortably tucked up. So I take 
brother Grimm along with me, and order the 
others to wait at the gate till they hear my 
whistle—I secure the watchman, take the keys 
from him, creep into the maid-servants’ dor- 
mitory, take away all their clothes, and whisk 
the bundle out at the window.—We go on 
from cell to cell, take away the clothes of one 
sister after another, and lastly those of the 
lady abbess herself.—Then I sound my whistle, 
and my fellows outside begin to storm and 
halloo as if doomsday was at hand, and away 
they rush with the devil’s own uproar into the 
cells of the sisters!—Ha, ha, ha!—You should 
have seen the game—how the poor creatures 
were groping about in the dark for their petti- 
coats, and how they took on when they found 
they were gone; and we, in the meantime, 
at ’em like very devils; and now, terrified and 
amazed, they wriggled under their bed-clothes, 
or cowered together, like cats, behind the 
stoves. There was such shrieking and lamen- 
tation; and then, the old beldame of an abbess 
—you know, brother, there is nothing in the 
wide world I hate so much as a spider and 
an old woman—so you may just fancy that 
wrinkled old hag standing naked before me, 
conjuring me by her maiden modesty forsooth. 
—wWell, I was determined to make short work 
of it—either, said I, out with your plate, and 
your convent jewels, and all your shining 
dollars, or. my fellows knew what I meant. 
—The end of it was, I brought away more 
than a thousand dollars’ worth out of the 
convent, to say nothing of the fun, which will 
tell its own story in due time. 








Raz. (Stamping on the ground.) Hang it! 
that I should be absent on such an occasion. 


SPIEGEL. Do you see? Now tell me, is 
not that life? ’Tis that which keeps one fresh 
and hale, and braces the body so that it swells 
hourly lke an abbot’s paunch: —I don’t 
know, but I think I must be endowed with 
some magnetic property, which attracts all 
the vagabonds on the face of the earth to- 
wards me, like steel and iron. 

Raz. <A precious magnet, indeed! But I 
should lke to know, Ill be hanged if I 
shouldn’t, what witchcraft you use? 

SPIEGEL. Witchcraft? No need of witch- 
craft.—All it wants is a head—a certain prac- 
tical capacity, which, of course, 1s not taken 
in with every spoonful of barley meal ;—for 
you know I have always said that an honest 
man may be carved out of any willow stump, 
but to make a rogue you must have brains ;— 
besides which, it requires a national genius— 
a certain RASCAL-CLIMATE—so to speak. 

Raz. Brother! I have heard Italy cele- 
brated for its artists. 

SPIEGEL. Yes, yes! Give the devil his 
due. Italy makes a very noble figure; and if 
Germany goes on as it has begun, and if the 
Bible gets fairly kicked out, of which there is 
every prospect, Germany, too, may in time 
arrive at something respectable ;—but I should 
tell you, that climate does not, after all, do 
such a wonderful deal; genius thrives every- 
where; and as for the rest, brother,—a crab, 
you know, will never become a pine-apple, not 
even in paradise.—But to pursue our subject 
—where did I leave off? 

Raz. You were going to tell me about 
your stratagems. 

SplEGEL. Ah, yes! my stratagems. Well, 
when you get into a town, the first thing is to 
fish out from the beadles, watchmen, and 
turnkeys, who are their best customers, and 
for these, accordingly, you. must look out :— 
then ensconce yourself snugly in coffee-houses, 
brothels, and beer-shops, and observe who cry 
out most against the cheapness of the times, 
the reduced five per cents., and the increasing 
nuisance of police regulations; who rail the 
loudest against government, or decry phy- 
siognomical science, and such like! These 
are the right sort of fellows, brother! Their 
honesty is as loose as a hollow tooth; you 
have only to apply your pincers. Or a shorter 





_and even better plan is, to drop a full purse in 


the public highway, conceal yourself some- 
where near, and mark who finds it.—Pre- 
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sently after you come running up, search, 
proclaim your loss aloud, and ask him, as it 
were casually, ‘‘Have you perchance picked 
wpa pursé, sir?’’ If he says ‘‘ Yes,’’—why 
then the devil fails you. But if he denies it, 
with a ‘‘ Pardon me, sir,—I remember,—I am 
sorry, sir’? (He jumps up), —then, brother, 
you've done the trick! — Extinguish your 
lantern, cunning Diogenes, you have found 
your match! 


Raz. You are an accomplished practi- 
tioner. 
SPIEGEL. My God! As if that had ever 


been doubted.—Well, then, when you have 
got your man into the net, you must take 
great care to land him cleverly !—You see, my 
son, the way I have managed is thus:—as 
soon as I was on the scent, I stuck to my can- 
didate like a leech; I drank brotherhood with 
him, and, zofa bene, you must always pay the 
score! ‘That costs a pretty penny it is true, 
but never mind that. You must go further; 
introduce him to gaming-houses and brothels ; 
entangle him in broils and rogueries till he 
becomes brankrupt in health and strength, in 
purse, conscience, and reputation; for I must 
tell you, by the way, that you will make no- 
thing of it unless you ruin both body and 
soul.—Believe me, brother, that I have ex- 
perienced it more than fifty times in my ex- 
tensive practice, that when the honest man is 
once ousted from his stronghold, the devil 
has it all his own way—the transition is then 
as easy as from a whore to a devotee.—But 
hark! What bang was that? 

Raz. It was thunder; go on. 

SPIEGEL. Or, there is a yet shorter and 
still better way. You strip your man of all 
he has, even to his very shirt, and then he 
will come to you of his own accord ;—you 
won’t teach me to suck eggs, brother,—ask 
that copper-faced fellow there. My eyes! 
how neatly I got him into my meshes. I 
showed him forty ducats, which I promised to 
give him if he would bring me an impression, 
in wax, of his master’s keys!—Only think! 
the stupid brute not only does this, but ac- 
tually brings me—I’ll be hanged if he did 
not—the keys themselves; and then thinks 
to get the money.—‘‘Sirrah,”’ said I, ‘‘are 
you aware that I am going to carry these keys 
straight to the lieutenant of police, and to 
bespeak a place for you on the gibbet?’’— 
By the powers! you should have seen how 
the simpleton opened his eyes, and began to 
shake from head to foot, like a dripping 
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poodle. —‘‘For heaven’s sake, sir, do but 
consider! I will—will”’ «¢ What will you? 
Will you at once cut your stick and go to the 
devil with me?’’—‘‘Oh, with all my heart, 
with great pleasure!’’—Ha, ha, ha! my fine 
fellow; toasted cheese is the thing to catch 
mice with—do have a good laugh at him, 
Razmann—ha, ha, ha! 

Raz. Yes, yes, I must confess—I shall in- 





‘scribe that lesson in letters of gold upon the 


tablet of my brain. Satan must know his 
people right well to have chosen you for his 
factor. 

SPIEGEL. Eh, brother? eh? And if I 
help him to half a score of fellows, he will, of 
course, let me off scot-free,—publishers, you 
know, always give one copy in ten gratis to 
those who colle¢t subscribers for them; why 
should the devil be more of a Jew?—Raz- 
mann! I smell powder. 

Raz. Zounds! I smelt it long ago.— 
You may depend upon it there has been some- 
thing going forward hereabouts!—Yes, yes! I 
can tell you, Spiegelberg, you will be welcome 
to our captain with your recruits ;—he, too, 
has got hold of some brave fellows. 








SPIEGEL. But look at mine! at mine here! 
—pbah ! 
Raz. Well, well! they may be tolerably 


expert in the finger department,—but, I tell 
you, the fame of our captain has tempted even 
some honorable men to join his staff 

SPIEGEL. So much the worse. 

Raz. Without joking! And they are not 
ashamed to serve under such a leader. He 
does not commit murder, as we do, for the 
sake of plunder—and as to money, as soon as 
he had plenty of it at command, he did not 
seem to care a straw for it; and his third of 
the booty, which belongs to him of right, he 
gives away to orphans, or supports promising 
young men with it, at college. But should he 
happen to get a country squire into his 
clutches, who grinds down his peasants like 
cattle, or some gold-laced villain, who warps 
the law to his own purposes, and hoodwinks 
the eyes of justice with his gold,—or any other 
chap of that kidney,—then, my boy, he is in 
his element, and rages like a very devil, as if 
every fibre in his body were a fury. 

SPIEGEL. Humph! 

Raz. The other day, we were told, at a 


. tavern, that a rich count from Ratisbon was 


about to pass through, who had gained the 
day in a suit worth a million of money, by the 
craftiness of his lawyer. The captain was 
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ROLLER. 


just sitting down to a game at backgammon.— 
*‘ How many of us are there?’’ said he to me, 
rising in haste. I saw him bite his nether lip, 
which he never does except when he is very 
determined.—‘‘ Not more than five,’’ I re- 
plied. —‘‘ That’s enough,’’ he said; threw his 
score on the table, left the wine he had or- 
dered untouched, and off we went. ‘The 
whole time he did not utter a syllable, but 
walked aloof and alone, only asking us from 
time to time whether we heard anything, and 
now and then: desiring us to lay our ears to 
the ground. At last the count came in sight, 
his carriage heavily laden, the lawyer seated 
by his side, an outrider in advance, and two 
horsemen riding behind. Then you should 
have seen the man. 
hand he ran before us to the carriage,—and 
the voice with which he thundered, ‘‘Halt!’’ 
—The coachman, who would not halt, was 
soon toppled from his box; the count fired 
out of the carriage and missed—the horsemen 
fled.—‘‘Your money, rascal!’’ cried Moor, 
with his stentorian voice. The count lay like 
a bullock under the axe :—‘‘And are you the 


rogue who turns justice into a venal prosti-- 


tute?’’ The lawyer shook till his teeth chat- 
tered again;—and a dagger soon stuck in his 


With a pistol in each 


body, like a stake in a vineyard.—‘‘I have 
done my part,’’ cried the captain, turning 
proudly away; ‘‘the plunder is your affair.’’ 
—aAnd with this he vanished into the forest. 

SPIEGEL. Hum! hum! Brother, what I 
told you just now remains between ourselves; 
there is no occasion for his knowing it. You 
understand me? 

Raz. Yes, yes, I understand! 

SPIEGEL. You know the man! He has 
his own notions! You understand me? 

Raz. Oh, yes, I quite understand. 


Enter SCHWARZ at full speed. 


| Who’s there? What is the matter? 
travelers in the forest? 

ScHwarz. Quick, quick! Where are the 
othersPp—Zounds! there you stand gossiping! 
—Don’t you know—do you know nothing of 
itp—that poor Roller. 

Raz. What of him? What of him? 

ScHwarz. He’s hang’d, that’s all, and 
four others with him. 

Raz. Roller hang’d? S’death! when?— 
How do you know? 

ScHwarz. He has been in limbo more 
than three weeks, and we knew nothing of it. 
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He was brought up for examination three 
several days, and still we heard nothing. 
They put him to the rack to make him tell 
where the captain was to be found—but the 
brave fellow would not split. Yesterday he 
got his sentence, and this morning was de- 
spatched express to the devil 





Raz. Confound it! Does the captain 
know? ; 
ScHwarz. He heard of it only yesterday. 


He foamed like a wild boar. You know that 
Roller was always an especial favorite; and 
then THE RACK!—Ropes and _ scaling-ladders 
were conveyed to the prison, but in vain. 
Moor himself got access to him disguised as a 
Capuchin monk, and proposed to change 
clothes with him; but Roller resolutely re- 
fused; whereupon the captain swore an oath 
that made our very flesh creep. He vowed 
that he would light a funeral pile for him, such 
as had never yet graced the bier of royalty, 
one that should burn them all to cinders. I 
fear for the city. He has long owed it a 
grudge for its intolerable bigotry; and you 
know, when he says ‘‘I’ll do it,’’ the thing is 
as good as done. 

Raz. That is true! I know the captain. 
If he had pledged his word to the devil to go 
to hell, he would never pray again, though 
half a pater-noster would take him to heaven. 
—Alas! poor Roller!—-poor Roller! 

SPIEGEL. Memento mori! But it does not 
concern me. (/fums a tune.) 


Should I happen to pass the gallows stone, 
I shall just take a sight with one eye, 

And think to myself, you may dangle alone, 
Who now, sir,’s the fool, you or 1? 


Raz. (Jumping up.) Hark! ashot! (Firing 
and noise 1s heard behind the scenes.) 
SPIEGEL. Another! 
Raz. And another! The captain! 
( Votces behind the scenes are heard singing. ) 
The Niirnbergers deem it the wisest plan, 
Never to hang till they’ve caught their man. 
Da capo. 


SCHWEITZER ad ROLLER. (Behind the 
scenes.) Holla, ho! Holla ho! 
Raz. Roller! by all the devils! Roller! 


SCHWEITZER and ROLLER (still behind the 


scenes). Razmann! Schwarz! Spiegelberg ! 
Razmann ! 
Raz. Roller! Schweitzer! Thunder and 


lightning] Fire and fury! ( They run towards 
him. ) 
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on horseback, 


CHARLES vON Moor, 
SCHWEITZER, ROLLER, GRIMM, SCHUFTERLE, 
and a troop of ROBBERS, covered with dust 
and mud. 


Linter 


CuHar.es. (Leaping from his horse.) Laib- 
erty! Liberty!—Thou art on terra firma, 
Roller !—Take my horse, Schweitzer, and wash 
him with wine. (Zhrows himself on the 
ground.) That was hot work! 


Raz. (Zo Roiuer.) Well, by the fires of 
Pluto! Art thou risen from the wheel! 
Scuwarz. Art thou his ghost? oramla 


fool? or art thou really the man? 

Roiier. (Sv breathless.) The identical— 
alive—whole.—Where do you think I come 
from? 

ScHwarz. It would puzzle a witch to tell! 
The staff was already broken over you. 

Rotter. Ay, that it was, and more than 
that! I come straightway from the gallows. 
Only let me get my breath. Schweitzer will 
tell you all. Give me a glass of brandy !— 
You there too, Spiegelberg! I thought we 
should have met again in another place.—But 
give me a glass of brandy! my bones are 
tumbling to pieces.—Oh, my captain! Where 
is my captain? 

SCHWARZ. Have patience, man, have pa- 
tience. Just tell me—say—come, let’s hear— 
how did you escape? In the name of wonder 
how came we to get you back again? My 
brain is bewildered.—From the gallows, you 
say? 

Ro.ier. (Swallows a flask of brandy.) Ah, 
that is capital! that warms the inside !— 
Straight from the gallows, I tell you. You 
stand there and stare as if that was impossible. 
—I can assure you, I was not more than three 
paces from that blessed ladder, on which I 
was to mount to Abraham’s bosom—so near, 
so very near, that I was sold, skin and all, to 
the dissecting-room!—The fee simple of my 
life was not worth a pinch of snuff.—To the 
captain I am indebted for breath, and liberty, 
and life. 


SCHWEIT. It was a trick worth the telling. 
We had heard the day before, through our 
spies, that Roller was in the devil’s own 
pickle; and unless the vault of heaven fell in 
suddenly, he would, on the morrow—that is, 
to-day—go the way ofall flesh.—Up! says 
the captain, and follow me—what is not a 
friend worth? Whether we save him or not, 
we will at least light him up a funeral pile 
such as never yet honored royalty; one which 





SCHUFTERLE. 


shall burn them black and blue.—The whole 
troop wassummoned. We sent Roller a trusty 
messenger, who conveyed the notice to him 
in a little billet, which he slipped into his 





porridge 
Router. I had but small hope of success. 
SCHWEIT. We waited till the thoroughfares | 


were clear.—The whole town was out after the 
sight ; equestrians, pedestrians, carriages, all 
pell-mell; the noise and the gibbet-psalm 
sounded far and wide. Now, says the captain, 
light up, light up!—We all flew like darts; 
they set fire to the city in three-and-thirty 
places at once; threw burning firebrands on 
the powder magazine, and into the churches 
and granaries.—Aorb/eu/ in less than a quar- 
ter of an hour a north-easter, which, like us, 
must have owed a grudge to the city, came 
seasonably to our aid, and helped to lift the 
flames up to the highest gables. Meanwhile 
we ran up and down the streets like furies, 
crying, fire! ho! fire! ho! in every direction. 
—There was such howling—screaming—tu- 
mult—fire-bells tolling.—And presently the 


powder magazine blew up into the air with a | 


crash as if the earth were rent in twain, heaven 
burst to shivers, and hell sunk ten thousand 


fathoms deeper. 
Rotter. Now my guards looked behind 


them—there lay the city, like Sodom and Go- | 





morrah—the whole horizon was one mass of | 


fire, brimstone, and smoke; and forty hills 
echoed and reflected the infernal prank far 
and wide.—A panic seized them all—I take 
advantage of the moment, and, quick as light- 
ning—my fetters had been taken off, so nearly 
was my time come—while my guards were 
looking away petrified, like Lot’s wife—I shot 
off—tore through the crowd—and away !— 
After running some sixty paces I throw off my 
clothes, plunge into the river, and swim along 
under water till I think they have lost sight of 
me.—My captain stood ready, with horses 
and clothes—and here I am.—Moor! Moor! 


| I only wish that you may soon get into just 


such another scrape, that I may requite you in 
like manner. 

Raz. A brutal wish, for which you deserve 
to be hanged. —It was a glorious prank, 
though. 

Rotter. It was help in need; you cannot 
judge of it.—You should have marched, like 
me, with a rope round your neck, traveling to 
your grave in the living body, and seen their 
horrid sacramental forms and hangman’s 
ceremonies—and then, at every reluctant step, 
as the struggling feet were thrust forward, to 
see the infernal machine, on which I was to be 
elevated, glaring more and more hideously in 
the blaze of a noon-day sun—and the hang- 
man’s rascallions watching for their prey— 
and the horrible psalm-singing—the cursed 
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twang still rings in my ears—and the screech- 
ing hungry ravens, a whole flight of them, who 
were hovering over the half-rotten carcase of 
my predecessor.—To see all this—ay, more, to 
have a foretaste of the blessedness which was 
in store for me!—Brother, brother !—And 
then, all of a sudden, the signal of deliver- 
ance.—It was an explosion as if the vault of 
heaven were rent in twain.—Hark ye, fellows! 
I tell you, if a man were to leap out of a fiery 
furnace into a freezing lake, he could not feel 
the contrast half so strongly as I did when I 
gained the opposite shore. 

SPIEGEL. (Laughs.) Poor wretch! Well, 
you have got over it. (Pledges him.) Here’s 
to a happy regeneration ! 

RouuER. (Flings away his glass.) No, by 
all the treasures of Mammon, I should not 
like to go through it a second time. Death is 
something more than a harlequin’s leap, and 
its terrors are even worse than death itself. 

SPIEGEL. And the powder magazine leap- 
ing into the air!—Don’t you see it now, Raz- 
mann ?—That was thereason the air stunk so, 
for miles round, of brimstone, as if the whole 
wardrobe of Moloch was being aired under the 
open firmament.—It was a master-stroke, cap- 
tain! I envy you for it. 

ScuweiT. If the town makes it a holi- 
day treat to see our comrade killed like a 
baited hog, why the devil should we scruple 
to sacrifice the city for the rescue of our 
comrade? And, by the way, our fellows had 
the extra treat of being able to plunder worse 
than the old emperor.—Tell me, what have 
you sacked ? 

ONE oF THE TRoop. I crept into St. 
Stephen’s church during the hubbub, and tore 
the gold lace from the altar cloth. The patron 
saint, thought I to myself, can make gold lace 
out of packthread. 

ScHweir. ’Twas well done. — What is 
the use of such rubbish in a church? ‘They 
offer it to the Creator, who despises such 
trumpery, while they leave his creatures to die 
of hunger.—And you, Sprazeler—where did 
you throw your net? 

A Seconp. I and Brizal broke into a 
merchant’s store, and have brought stuffs 
enough with us to serve fifty men. 

A Tuirp. I have filched two gold watches 
and a dozen silver spoons. 

SCHWEIT. Well done, well done! And 
we have lighted them a bonfire that will take a 
fortnight to put out again. And, to get rid 
of the fire, they must ruin the city with water. 
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—Do you know, Schufterle, how many lives 
have been lost? 

Scour. Ejighty-three, they say. The 
powder magazine alone blew threescore to 
atoms. 

Cuarues. (Very seriously.) Roller, thou 
art dearly bought. 

Scour. Bah! bah! What of thatr—lIf 
they had but been men, it would have been 
another matter—but they were babes in swad- 
dling clothes, and shriveled old nurses that 
kept the flies from them, and dried-up stove- 
squatters who could not crawl to the door— 
patients whining for the doctor, who, with his 
stately gravity, was marching to the sport.— 
All that had the use of their legs had gone 
forth to the sight, and nothing remained at 
home but the dregs of the city. 

Cuartes. Alas, for the poor creatures! 
Sick people, sayest thou? old men and 
infants? 

Scour. Ay, the devil go with them! And 
lying-in women into the bargain; and women 


| far gone with child, who were afraid of mis- 


carrying under the gibbet; and young 
mothers, who thought the sight might do 
them a mischief, and mark the gallows upon 
the foreheads of their unborn babes—poor 
poets, without a shoe, because their only pair 
had been sent to the cobbler to mend—and 
other such vermin, not worth the trouble of 
mentioning.—As I chanced to pass by a cot- 
tage, I heard a great squalling inside. I looked 
in; and, when I came to examine, what do 
you think it was? Why, an infant—a plump 
and ruddy urchin—lying on the floor under a 
table which was just beginning to burn.—Poor 
little wretch! said I, you will be cold there, 
and with that I threw it into the flames 

Cuar.es. Indeed, Schufterle?>—Then may 
those flames burn in thy bosom to all eternity! 
—Avaunt, monster! Never let me see thee 
again in my troop! What! Do you murmur? 
—Do you hesitate?—Who dares hesitate when 
I command ?—Away with him, I say!—And 
there are others among you ripe for my ven- 
geance.—I know thee, Spiegelberg.—But I 
will step in among you ere long, and hold a 
fearful muster-roll. [ Exeunt, trembling. 

CHARLES. (Alone, walking up and down in 
great agitation.) Hear them not, thou avenger 
in heaven !—How can I avert it? Art thou 
to blame, great God, if thy engines, pesti- 
lence, and famine, and floods, overwhelm the 
just with the unjust? Who can stay the flame, 
which is kindled to destroy the hornet’s nest, 
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from extending to the blessed harvest ?—Oh! 
fie on the slaughter of women, and children 
and the sick!—How this deed weighs me 
down! It has poisoned my fairest achieve- 
ments!—There he stands, poor fool, abashed 
and disgraced in the sight of heaven; the boy 
that presumed to wield Jove’s thunder, and 
overthrew pigmies when he should have 
crushed Titans.—Go, go! ’tis not for thee, 
puny son of clay, to wield the avenging sword 
of sovereign justice! Thou didst fail at thy 
first essay.—Here, then, I renounce the au- 
dacious scheme.—I go to hide myself in some 
deep cleft of the earth, where no daylight will 
be witness of my shame. (/Ze 7s about to fly. ) 


Enter a ROBBER, hurriedly. 


Rosser. Look out, captain! There is 
mischief in the wind! Whole detachments of 
Bohemian cavalry are scouring the forest.— 
That infernal bailiff must have betrayed us.— 


inter more ROBBERS. 


2ND RogpBeR. Captain! captain! they have 
tracked us!—Some thousands of them are 
forming a cordon round the middle forest. 


Enter more ROBBERS again. 


3RD RoBBER. Woe, woe, woe! we are all 
taken, hanged, drawn and quartered !—Thou- 
sands of hussars, dragoons, and chasseurs, are 
mustering on the heights, and guard all the 
passes. [ Zxi¢ CHARLES VON Moor. 


Enter SCHWEITZER, GRIMM, ROLLER, SCHUF- 
TERLE, SCHWARZ, SPIEGELBERG, RAZMANN, 
and the whole troop. 


Scuweir. Ha! have we routed them 
out of their feather beds at last? Come, be 
jolly, Roller! I have long wished to have a 
bout with these knights of the bread-basket. 
—Where is the captain? Is the whole troop 
assembled? I hope we have powder enough? 

Raz. Powder, I believe you; but we are 
only eighty in all, and therefore scarcely one 
to twenty. 

Scuweit. So much the better! And though 
there were fifty against my great toe nail— 
fellows who have waited till we lit the straw 
under their very seats— Brother, brother, 
there is nothing to fear. They sell their life 
for tenpence, and are not we fighting for our 
necks and our liberty? We will pour into 
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them like a deluge, and fire volleys upon their 
heads like crashes of thunder.—But where the 
devil is the captain? 


SPIEGEL. He forsakes us in this extremity. 
—Is there no hope of escape? 

SCHWEIT. Escape? 

SPIEGEL. Oh, that I had tarried in Je- 
rusalem ! 

Scuweir. I wish you were choked in a 


cesspool, you paltry coward !—With defenceless 

nuns you are a mighty man; but, at sight of 

a pair of fists, a confirmed sneak !—Now, show 

your courage, or you shall be sewn up alive in 

an ass’s hide and baited to death with dogs. 
Raz. The caprain! the captain! 


Enter CHARLES, speaking slowly to himseff. 


Cuartes. I have allowed them to be 
hemmed in on every side. Now they must 
fight with the energy of despair. (AJdoud. ) 
Now, my boys! now for it! We must fight 
like wounded boars, or we are utterly lost! 

Scuweir. Ha! I’ll rip them open with 
my tusks, till their entrails protrude by the 
yard !—Lead on, captain! we will follow you 
into the very jaws of death. 

CHARLES. Charge all your arms! 
plenty of powder, I hope? 

ScHweEIT. (With energy.) Powder? ay, 
enough to blow the earth up to the moon. 

Raz. Every one of us has five brace of 
pistols, ready loaded, and three carbines to 
boot. 

CuHarLEs. Good! good! Now some of 
you must climb up the trees, or conceal your- 
selves in the thickets, and some fire upon them 
in ambush 


You've 





ScuweEit. That part will suit you, Spie- 
gelberg. 
CHARLES. The rest will follow me, and 


fall upon their flanks like furies. 

Scuweir. There will I be! 

CHARLES. At the same time let every man 
make his whistle ring through the forest, and 
gallop about in every direction, so that our 
numbers may appear the more formidable. 
And let all the dogs be unchained, and set on 
upon their ranks, that they may be broken 
and dispersed, and run in the way of our fire. 
We three, Roller, Schweitzer, and myself, 
will fight wherever the fray is hottest. 

Scuweir. Masterly! excellent!—We will 
so bewilder them with balls, that they shall 
not know whence the salutes are coming. I 
have more than once shot away a cherry from 
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the mouth.—Only let them come on! (ScHUF- 
TERLE 7s pulling SCHWEITZER; Che latter takes 
the captain aside, and entreats him tn a low 





voice. ) 
CHARLES. Silence! 
SCHWEIT. I entreat you 
CHARLES. Away! Let him have the ben- 


efit of his disgrace; it has saved him. He 
shall not die on the same field with myself, 
my Schweitzer, and my Roller. Let him 
change his apparel, and I will say he is a 
traveler whom I have plundered.—Make your- 
self easy, Schweitzer. Take my word for it, 
he will be hanged yet. 


Enter FATHER DOMINIC. 


FATHER Dom. (Zo himself, starts.) Is this 
the dragon’s nest ?—With your leave, Sirs! I 
am a servant of the church; and yonder are 
seventeen hundred men, who guard every hair 


of my head. 

SCHWEIT. Bravo! bravo! Well spoken to 
keep his courage warm. 

CHARLES. Silence, comrade!—Will you 


tell us briefly, good father, what is your er- 
rand here? 

FaTHER Dom. I am delegated by the high 
justices, on whose sentence hangs life or 
death—ye thieves—ye incendiaries—ye_vil- 
lains — ye venomous generation of vipers, 
crawling about in the dark, and stinging in 


secret—ye refuse of humanity—brood of hell | 


—food for ravens and worms—colonists for 
the gallows and the wheel 

ScHWEIT. Dog! a truce with your foul 
tongue! or. (He holds the butt-end of his 
gun before FATHER Dominic’s face. ) 

CHARLES. Fie, fie, Schweitzer! You cut 
the thread of his discourse.—He. has got his 
sermon so nicely by heart.—Pray go on, sir! 
—‘‘for the gallows and the wheel ?’’—— 

FatHer Dom. And thou, their precious 
captain !—commander-in-chief of cut-purses! 
—king of sharpers!—Grand Mogul of all the 
rogues under the sun!—great prototype of 
that first hellish ringleader who imbued a 
thousand legions of innocent angels with the 
flame of rebellion, and drew them down with 
him into the bottomless pit of damnation! 
The agonizing cries of bereaved mothers 
pursue thy footsteps!—Thou drinkest blood 
like water! and thy murderous knife holds 
men cheaper than air-bubbles! 

CHARLES. Very true — exceedingly true! 
Pray proceed, sir! 
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Very 


What do you mean? 
Is that an answer? 
You were not pre- 
Go on—by all 
means go on.—What more were you going to 


FATHER Dom. 
true—exceedingly true! 

CHARLES. How, sir? 
pared for that, it seems? 


say? } 
FatHER Dom. ( Heated.) Abominable 
wretch! Avaunt! Does not the blood ofa 


murdered count of the empire cling to thy 
accursed fingers? Hast thou not, with sac- 
rilegious hands, dared to break into the Lord’s 
sanctuary, and carry off the consecrated vessels 
of the sanctissimum? Hast thou not flung 


| firebrands into our godly city, and brought 


down the powder magazine upon the heads of 
devout Christians? (Clasps his hands.) Hor- 
rible, horrible wickedness! that stinketh in 
the nostrils of Heaven, and provoketh the day 
of judgment to burst upon you suddenly !— 
ripe for retribution—rushing headlong to the 
last trump! 

CHARLES. Masterly guesses thus far! But 
now, sir, to the point! What is it that the 
right worshipful justices wish to convey to me 
through you? 

FATHER Dom. What you are not worthy to 
receive.—Look around you, incendiary! As 
far as your eye can reach, you are environed 


_by our horsemen—there is no chance of es- 


cape.—As surely as cherries grow on these 
oaks, and peaches on these firs, so surely shall 
you turn your backs upon these oaks and these 
firs in safety 

CHARLES. 
—But go on! 

FaTHER Dom. Hear, then, what mercy 
and forbearance justice shows towards such 
miscreants. If you instantly prostrate your- 
selves in submission, and sue for mercy and 
forgiveness, then severity itself will relent to 
compassion, and justice be to thee an indul- 
gent mother.—She will shut one eye upon 
your horrible crimes, and be satisfied—only 





Do you hear that, Schweitzer? 


think! — TO LET YOU BE BROKEN ON THE 
WHEEL. 
ScHWEIT. Did you hear that, captain? 


Shall I throttle this well-trained shepherd’s 
cur, till the red blood spurts from every pore? 

Ro.LER. Captain!—Fire and fury !—Cap- 
tain!—How he bites his lip! Shall I topple 
this fellow upside down like a ninepin? 

SCHWEIT. Mine, mine be the job! Let 
me kneel to you, captain—let me. implore 
you!—I beseech you to grant me the delight 
of pounding him toa jelly! (FarHER Dominic 
screams. ) 


CuHarLes. Touch him not! Let no one 
lay a finger on him!—( Zo FatHeR Dominic, 
drawing his sword.) Wark ye, sir father! 
Here stand nine and seventy men, of whom I 
am the captain, and not one of them has been 
taught to trot at a signal, or learned to dance 
to the music of artillery; while yonder stand 
seventeen hundred men grown grey under the 
musket.—But now listen! Thus says Moor, 
the captain of incendiaries.—It is true I have 
slain a count of the empire, burnt and plun- 
dered the church of St. Dominic, flung fire- 
brands into your bigoted city, and brought 
down the powder magazine upon the heads of 
devout Christians.—But that is not all—I have 
done more. (He holds out his right hand.). 
Do you observe these four costly rings, one 6n 
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each finger?—Go and report punctually to 
their worships, on whose sentence hangs life 
or death, what you shall hear and see.—This 
ruby I drew from the finger of a minister, 
whom I stretched at the feet of his prince, 
during the chase. He had fawned himself up 
from the lowest dregs, to be the first favorite ; 
—the ruin of his neighbor was his ladder to 
greatness—orphan’s tears helped him to mount 
it.—This diamond I took from a lord trea- 
surer, who sold offices of honor and trust to 
the highest bidder, and drove the sorrowing 
patriot from his door.—This opal I wear in 
honor of a priest of your cloth, whom I de- 
spatched with my own hand, after he had 
publicly deplored in his pulpit the waning 
power of the Inquisition.—I could tell you 
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more stories about my rings, but that I repent 
the words I have already wasted upon you 

FarHer Dom. O Pharaoh! Pharaoh! 

CuHarLeEs. Do you hear it? Did you mark 
that sigh? Does he not stand there as if he 
were imploring fire from heaven to descend 
and destroy this troop of Korah? 
nounces judgment with a shrug of his shoul- 
ders, and eternal damnation with a Christian 
‘‘atas!’’—Is it possible for humanity to be 
so utterly blind? He who has the hundred 
eyes of Argus to spy out the faults of his 
brother—can he be so totally blind to his 
own?—They thunder forth from their clouds 
about gentleness and forbearance, while they 
sacrifice human victims to the God of love as 
if he were the fiery Moloch.—They preach 
the love of one’s neighbor, while they drive 





FaTHER Dom. Then you despise mercy 
and forbearance?—Be it so, I have done with 
you. (Zurning to, the troop.) Now then, sirs, 
you shall hear what the high powers direct me 


| to make known to you!—If you will instantly 
| deliver up to me thiscondemned malefactor, 


He pro- | 


bound hand and foot, you shall receive a full 


| pardon—your enormities shall be entirely 


the aged and blind with curses from their | 


door.—They rave against covetousness; yet 
for the sake of gold they have depopulated 
Peru, and yoked the natives, like cattle, to 
their chariots.—They rack their brains in 
wonder to account for the creation of a Judas 
Iscariot, yet the best of them would betray 
the whole Trinity for ten shekels. Out upon 
you, Pharisees! ye falsifiers of truth! ye apes 
of deity! You are not ashamed to kneel 
before crucifixes and altars; you lacerate 
your backs with thongs, and mortify your 
flesh with fasting; and with these pitiful 
mummeries you think, fools as you are, to veil 
the eyes of Him whom, with the same breath, 
you address as the Omniscient, just as the 
great are the most bitterly mocked by those 
who flatter them while they pretend to hate 
flatterers. You boast of your honesty and 
your exemplary conduét; but the God who 
sees through your hearts would be wroth with 
Him that made you, were He not the same 
that had also created the monsters of the Nile. 
—Away with him out of my sight ! 

FaTHER Dom. That such a miscreant should 
be so proud! 

Cuartes. That’s not all.—Now I will speak 
proudly. Go and tell the right worshipful 
justices—who set men’s lives upon the cast of 
a die—I am not one of those thieves who 
conspire with sleep and midnight, and play 
the hero and the lordling on a scaling-ladder. 
—What I have done I shall no doubt hereafter 
be doomed to read in the register Of heaven ; 
but with his miserable ministers of earth I will 
waste no more words.—Tell your masters that 
my trade is retribution—vengeance my occu- 
pation! (He turns his back upon him.) 
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blotted out, even from memory.—The holy 
church will receive you, like lost sheep, with 
renewed love, into her maternal bosom, and 
the road to honorable employment shall be 
open to you all.—( With a triumphant smile. ) 
Now, sir! how does your majesty relish this? 
—Come on! bind him! and you are free! 
Cuar.es. Do youhear that? Do you hear 
it? What startles you? Why do you hesitate? 
They offer you freedom—you that are already 
their prisoners.—They grant you your lives, 


_ and that is no idle pretence, for it is clear you 


are already condemned felons. —They promise 
you honor and emolument; and, on the other 
hand, what can you hope for, even should 
you be victorious to-day, but disgrace, and 
curses, and persecution?—They ensure you 
the pardon of Heaven; you that are actually 
damned.—There is not a single hair on any 
one of you that is not already bespoke in hell. 
—Do you still hesitate? are you staggered? 
Is it so difficult, then, to choose between 
heaven and hell?—Do put in a word, father! 

FATHER Dom. (Aside.) Is the fellow crazy? 
—(Aloud.) Perhaps you are afraid that this is 
a trap to catch you alive ?—Read it yourselves ! 
Here is the general pardon fully signed. (He 
hands a paper to SCHWEITZER.) Can you still 
doubt? 

CHARLES. Only see! only see! What 
more can you require ?—Signed with their own 
hands!—It is mercy beyond all bounds !—Or 
are you afraid of their breaking their word, 
because you have heard it said that no faith 
need be kept with traitors ?—Dismiss that fear ! 
Policy alone would constrain them to keep 
their word, even though it should merely have 
been pledged to Old Nick. Who hereafter 
would believe them? How could they trade 
with it a second time?—I would take my oath 
upon it that they mean it sincerely. They 
know that I am the man who has goaded you 
on and incited you; they believe you inno- 
cent. They look upon your crimes as so many 
juvenile errors—exuberances of rashness. It 
is I alone they want—I must pay the penalty. 
—Is it not so, father? 

FaTHER Dom. What devil incarnate is it 











that speaks out of him?—Of course it is so— 
of course.—The fellow turns my brain 

CHARLES. What! no answer yet? Do you 
think it possible to cut your way through yon 
phalanx? Only look round you! just look 
round! You surely do not reckon upon that ; 
that were indeed a childish conceit !—Or do 
you flatter yourselves that you will fall like 
heroes, because you saw that I rejoiced in the 
prospect of the fight?—Oh, do not console 
yourselves with the thought! You are not 
Moor !—You are miserable thieves! wretched 
tools of my great designs! despicable as the 
rope in the hand of the hangman!—No, no! 
Thieves do not fall like heroes. Life must be 
the hope of thieves, for something fearful has 
to follow.—Thieves may well be allowed to 
quake at the fear of death.—Hark! Do you 
hear their horns echoing through the forest >— 
See there! how their glittering sabres threaten ! 
—What? are you still irresolute? are you 
mad?» are you insane?—lIt is unpardonable. 
Do you imagine I shall thank you for my life? 
I disdain your sacrifice! 

FaTHER Dom. (/x utter amazement.) 1 shall 





go mad! I must be gone! Was the like ever 
heard of? 
CHARLES. Or are you afraid that I shall 


stab myself, and so by suicide put an end to 
the bargain, which only holds good if I am 
given up alive? No, comrades! that is a vain 


fear. Here I fling away my dagger, and my 

pistols, and this phial of poison, which might 
_ have been a treasure to me.—I am so wretched 
_ that I have lost the power even over my own 
_ life.—What! still in suspense? Or do you 

think, perhaps, that I shall stand on my de- 
| fense when you try to seize me?. See here! I 
| bind my right hand to this oak-branch—now 
| | am quite defenceless, a child may overpower 
me.—Who is the first to desert his captain in 
_ the hour of need! 

Rotter. (With wild energy.) And what 
though hell encircle us with nine-fold coils! 
(Brandishing his sword.) Who is the coward 
that will betray his captain ! 

Scuweit. (TZears the pardon, and fungs the 
pieces into FATHER Dominic's face.) Pardon 
be in our bullets! Away with thee, rascal! 
Tell your senate that you could not find a 
single traitor in all Moor’s camp.—Huzza! 
| Huzza!—Save the captain ! 

ALL. (Shouting.) Huzza! Save the captain! 
Save him! Save our noble captain! 

Cuares. (Releasing his hand from the tree, 
joyfully.) Now we are free, comrades I—I feel 
a host in this single arm !—Death or liberty! 
At the least they shall not take a man of us 
alive ! 

[ Zhey sound the signal for attack ; noise and 
tumult. Exeunt with drawn swords. 
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AC UST, 


SCENE: I.—AMELIA 7” the garden, playing 
the guitar. 


Bright as an angel from Walhalla’s hall, 
More beautiful than aught of earth was he! 
Heay’n-mild his look, as sunbeams when they fall, 
Reflected from a calm cerulean sea. 


His warm embrace—oh, ravishing delight! 
With heart to heart the fiery pulses danced— 

Our every sense wrapp’d in ecstatic night— 
Our souls in blissful harmony entranced, 
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His kisses—oh, what paradise of feeling! 

E’en as two flames which round each other twine— 
Or flood of seraph harp-tones gently stealing, 

In one soft swell, away to realms divine! 


They rushed, commingled, melted, soul in soul! 
Lips glued to lips, with burning tremor bound! 

Cold earth dissolved, and love without control 
Absorb'd all sense of worldly things around! 


He’s gone!—for ever gone!—Alas! in vain 
My bleeding heart in bitter anguish sighs;— 

To me is left alone this world of pain, 
And mortal life in hopeless sorrow dies. 






e 








Finter FRANCIS. 


Francis. Here again already, perverse 
enthusiast? You stole away from the festive 
banquet, and marred the mirthful pleasures of 
my guests. 

AmeLiA. ’Tis pity, truly, to mar such 
innocent pleasures! Shame on them! The 
funeral knell that tolled over your father’s 
grave must still be ringing in your ears 

Francis. Wilt thou sorrow, then, for ever? 
Let the dead sleep in peace, and do thou 
make the living happy! I come 

AmeE.Lia. And when do you go again? 








Francis. Alas! Look not on me thus 
scornfully! You wound me, Amelia. I come 
to tell you 





AMELIA. To tell me, I suppose, that Francis 
von Moor has become lord and master here. 
Francis. Precisely so! that is the very 


subject on which I wish to communicate with | 


you.—Maximilian von Moor is gone to the 
tomb of his ancestors. I am master. But I 
wish to be so in the fullest sense, Amelia.— 
You know what you have been to our house ; 
always regarded as Moor’s daughter, his love 
for you will survive even death itself; that, 
assuredly, you will never forget? 

AMELIA. Never, never! Who could be so 
unfeeling as to drown the memory of it in fes- 
tive banqueting? 

Francis. It is your duty to repay the love 
of the father to his sons; and Charles is dead. 
—Ha! you are struck with amazement—dizzy 
with the thought ?—To be sure ’tis a flattering 
and an elating prospect, which may well over- 
power the pride of a woman.—Francis tramples 
under foot the hopes of the noblest and the 
richest, and offers his heart, his hand, and 
with them all his gold, his castles, and his 
forests, to a poor, and, but for him, destitute 
orphan. — Francis—the feared — voluntarily 
declares himself-Amelia’s slave 

AMELIA. Why does not a thunderbolt cleave 
the impious tongue which utters the criminal 
proposal! Thou hast murdered my beloved 
Charles; and shall Amelia, his betrothed, call 
thee husband? ‘Thou? —— 

Francis. Be not so violent, most gracious 
princess!—It is true that Francis does not 
come before you like a whining Celadon—’ tis 
true he has not learned, like a love-sick swain 
of Arcadia, to sigh forth his amorous plaints 
to the echo of caves and rocks. — Francis 
speaks—and, when not answered, he—com- 
MANDS. 














AMELIA. Commands? thou reptile! Com- 
mand me? And what if I laughed your 
command to scorn? 

Francis. That you will hardly do. There 
are means, too, which I know of, admirably 
adapted to humble the pride of a capricious, 
stubborn girl—cloisters and walls! 

AMELIA. Excellent! delightful! to be for 
ever secure within cloisters and walls from thy 
basilisk look, and to have abundant leisure to 
think and dream of Charles.—Welcome with 
your cloister! welcome your walls! 

Francis. Ha! Is that itp—Beware! Now 
you have taught me the art of tormenting 
you.—The sight of me shall, like a fiery-haired 
fury, drive out of your head these eternal 
phantasies of Charles.—FRancis shall be the 
dread phantom ever lurking behirid the image 
of your beloved, like the fiend-dog that guards 
the subterranean treasure.—I will drag you to 
church by the hair, and sword in hand wring 
the nuptial vow from your soul. By main 
force will I ascend your virginal couch, and 
storm your haughty modesty with still greater 
haughtiness. 

AMELIA. (Gives him a slap in the face.) 
Then take that first by way of dowry! 

Francis. Ha! I will be ten-fold, and 
twice ten-fold revenged for this!—My wife !— 
No, that honor you shall never enjoy.—You 
shall be my mistress, my strumpet! The 
honest peasant’s wife shall point her finger at 
you as she passes you in thestreet. Ay, gnash 
your teeth as fiercely as you please—scatter 
fire and destruction from your eyes—the fury 
of a woman piques my fancy—it makes you 
more beautiful, more tempting.—Come, this 
resistance will garnish my triumph, and your 
struggles give zest to my embraces.—Come, 
come to my chamber—I burn with desire.— 
Come this instant.—(Adtempts to drag her 
away.) 

AMELIA. (Ladls on his neck.) Forgive me, 
Francis! (As he ts about to clasp her tn his 
arms, she suddenly draws the sword at hts side, 
and hastily disengages herself.) Do you see 
now, miscreant, how I am able to deal with 
yourp—I am only a woman, but a woman 
enraged.—Dare to approach, and this steel 
shall strike your lascivious heart to the core— 
the spirit of my uncle will guide my hand. 
Avaunt, this instant! (She drives him away.) 
Ah! how different I feel!—Now I breathe 





again—I feel strong as the snorting steed, fero- 


cious as the tigress when she springs upon the 
ruthless destroyer of her cubs.—To a cloister, 
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did he say? I thank thee for the happy 
thought !—Now has disappointed love found a 
place of refuge—the cloister—the Redeemer’s 
bosom is the sanctuary of disappointed love. 

(She ts on the point of going. ) 


Linter HERMANN, “imidly. 
Hermann. Lady Amelia! . Lady Amelia! 


AMELIA. Unhappy man! why dost thou | 
disturb me? : : 
HERMANN. I must throw this weight from 


my soul before it drags it down to hell. (Fad/s 


down before her.) Pardon! pardon! I have | 


grievously injured you, Lady Amelia! 

AMELIA. Arise! depart! I will hear noth- 
ing. ( Going.) 

HERMANN. (Detaining her.) No; stay! In 
the name of Heaven! In the name of the 
Eternal! You must know all! 

Ametia. Not another word.—I forgive you. 
—Depart in peace. (Lx the act of going.) 

HERMANN. Only one word—listen!—lIt 
will restore all your peace of mind. 

AMELIA. ( Zurning back and looking at him 
with astonishment.) Wow, friend?—Who in 
heaven or on earth can restore my peace of 
mind ? 

HERMANN. 
it!—Hear me! 

AMELIA. (Seizing his hand with compassion. ) 
Good sir!—Can one word from thy lips burst 
asunder the portals of eternity? 

HERMANN. (fisting. ) Charles lives! 

AMELIA. (Screaming. ) Wretch! 

HERMANN. Even so.—And one word more 
—Your uncle 

AMELIA. (Rushing upon him.) Thou liest! 

HERMANN. Your uncle 

AMELIA. Charles lives ? 

Hermann. And your uncle 

AMELIA. Charles lives? 

Hermann. And your uncle, too—Betray 
me not! (HERMANN runs off. ) 

AMELIA. 
petrified; after which she starts up wildly, and 
rushes after HERMANN.) Charles lives! 











SCENE Il.—Country near the Danube. 


THE RogBERS (encamped on a rising ground, 
under trees, their horses are grazing below.) 


Cuarves. Here must I lie. ( Throwing him- 
self on the ground.) | feel as if my limbs were 
all shattered. My tongue is as dry asa pots- 
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(Stands a long while like one 





_ destroyed. 





herd. (SCHWEITZER disappears unperceived.) 1 
would ask one of you to bring me a handful of 
water from that stream, but you are all tired 
to death. 


ScHwarz. Our wine-flasks, too, are all 
empty. ‘ 
CHARLES. See how beautiful the harvest 


looks!—The trees are breaking with the 
weight of their fruit.—The vines are full of 


promise. ; 
Grimm. It is a fruitful year. 
Cuartes. Do you think so?—Then, at 


least, ONE toil in the world will be repaid. 
OnE?—Yet in the night a hailstorm may come 
and destroy it all. 

Scuw. That is very possible. It may all 
be destroyed an hour before the reaping. 

CHARLES. Just what I say.—All will be 
Why should man prosper in that 
which he has in common with the ant, while 
he fails in that which places him on a level 
with the gods?—Or is this the aim and limit 
of his destiny? 

Scuw. I know not. 

CuHarLes. Thou hast said well; and wilt 


_have done better, if thou never seekest to 
| know !—Brother, I have looked on men, their 


One word from my lips can do | 


inseét cares and their giant projects,—their 
god-like plans and mouse-like occupations, 
their intensely eager race after happiness—one 
trusting to the fleetness of his horse,—another 
to the nose of his ass,—a third to his own legs; 
this chequered lottery of life, in which so 
many stake their innocence and their Heaven 
to snatch a prize, and—blanks are all they 
draw—for they find, too late, that there was 
no prize in the wheel. It is adrama, brother, 
enough to bring tears into your eyes, while it 
shakes your sides with laughter. 

ScuHw. How gloriously the sun is setting 
yonder! 

CHARLES. (Absorbed in the scene.) So dies 
a hero !—Worthy of adoration. 

ScHw. You seem deeply moved. 

CuarLEs. When I was but a boy—it was 


| my darling thought to live like him, like him 


to die. (With suppressed grief.)—It was a 
boyish thought ! 

Grimm. It was indeed. 

Cuartes. There was a time—(fressing his 
hat down upon his face)—I would be alone, 
comrades. 

ScHw. Moor! Moor! Why what the 
deuce! How his color changes. 

Grimm. By all the devils! What ails him? 
Is he ill? 




















ARRON 2 tee 


CHARLES. There was a time when I could 
not have slept, had I forgotten my evening 
prayers 

Grimm. Are you beside yourself? Would 
you let the remembrance of your boyish years 
school you now? 

CHARLES. (Lays his head upon the breast of 








Grimm.) Brother! Brother! 
Grimm. Come! Don’t play the child— 
I pray you 


CHARLES. Oh that I were—that I were again 
a child! 

Grimm. Fie! fie! 

ScHw. Cheer up! Behold this smiling 
landscape—this delicious evening! 


CuHarLEs. Yes, friends, this world is very 
lovely— 
ScHw. Come, now, that was well said. 


CHARLES. 

GRIMM. 
talk thus. 

Cuarues. (Sinking back.) And I so hid- 
eous in this lovely world—a monster on this 
glorious earth! 

Grimm. Oh dear! oh dear! 

CuarRLES. My innocence! give me back 
my innocence! Behold, every living thing is 
gone forth to bask in the cheering rays of the 
vernal sun—why must I alone inhale the tor- 
ments of hell out of the joys of heaven?—All 
are so happy, all so united in brotherly love, 
by the Spirit of peace !—The whole world ONE 
family, and one Father above—but He not my 
father !—I alone the outcast, I alone rejected 
from the ranks of the blessed—the sweet name 
of child is not for me—never for me the soul- 


This earth so glorious !— 
Right—right—I love to hear you 


thrilling glance of her I love—never, never | 


the bosom-friend’s embrace—(starting back 
wildly )—surrounded by murderers—hemmed 
in by hissing vipers—riveted to vice with iron 
fetters—whirling headlong on the frail reed of 
sin to the gulf of perdition—amid the blooming 
flowers of a glad world, a howling Abaddon ! 

Scuw. (Zo the others.) How strange! I 
never saw him thus before. 

Cuartes. (With melancholy.) Oh, that I 
might return again to my mother’s womb! 
That I might be born a beggar!—I should 
desire no more,—no more, oh heaven !—but 
that I might be like as one of those poor 
laborers!—Oh, I would toil till the blood 
streamed down my temples,—to buy myself 
the luxury of one guiltless slumber—the bless- 
edness of a single tear. : 

Grimm. (Zo the others.) A little patience 
—the paroxysm is nearly over. 
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CHARLES. There was a time when my tears 
flowed so freely—Oh, those days of peace !— 
Dear home of my fathers—ye verdant halcyon 
vales!—O all ye Elysian scenes of my child- 
hood!— Will -you never return?—will your 
delicious breezes never cool my burning 
bosom?—Mourn with me, Nature, mourn !— 
They will never return! never will their deli- 
cious breezes cool my burning bosom !—They 
are gone! gone! irrevocably gone! 





Linter SCHWEITZER, with water in his hat. 


ScHWEIT. (Offering him water in his hat.) 
Drink, captain; here is plenty of water, and 
cold as ice. 

ScuHw. You are bleeding! 
been doing? 

ScHwWEIT. A bit of a freak, you fool, which 
well-nigh cost me two legs and a neck. As I 
was frolicking along the steep sandbanks of the 
river, plump, in a moment, the whole concern 
slid from under me, and I after it, some ten 
fathoms deep;—there I lay, and, as I was 
recovering my five senses, lo and behold, the 
most sparkling water in the gravel! Not so 
much amiss this time, said I to myself, for the 
caper I have cut. ‘The captain will be sure to 
relish a drink. 

CHARLES. (Returns him the hat, and wipes 
his face.) But you are covered with mud, 
Schweitzer, and we can’t see the scars which 
the Bohemian horseman marked on your fore- 
head—your water was good, Schweitzer—and 
those scars become you well. 


What have you 


ScHweEIT. Bah! ‘There’s room for a score 
or two more yet. 
CHARLES. Yes, boys—it was a hot day’s 


work—and only one man lost.—Poor Roller! 
he died a noble death. A marble monument 
would be erected to his memory had he died 
in any other cause than mine. Let this suffice. 
(He wipes the tears from his eyes.) Wow 
many, did you say, of the enemy were left on 
the field? 

Scuweir. A hundred and sixty hussars, 
ninety-three dragoons, some forty chasseurs— 
in all about three hundred. 

CuHartes. Three hundred for one! Every 
one of you has a claim upon this head. (He 
bares his head.) By this uplifted dagger! As 
my soul liveth, I WILL NEVER FORSAKE YoU! 

ScHweiT. Swear not! You do not know 
but you may yet be happy, and repent your 
oath. 

CHARLES. By THE ASHES OF MY ROLLER! 
I WILL NEVER FORSAKE YOU. 
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KOSINSKY. 


Enter KOSINSKY. 


Kosinsky. (Aszde.) Hereabouts, they say, 
I shall find him.—Ha! What faces are these? 
Should they be—if these—they must be the 
men! Yes, ’tis they, ’tis they !—lI will accost 
them. 

Scuw. Take heed! Who goes there? 

Kosinsky. Pardon, sirs.—I know not 
whether I am going right or wrong! 


CHARLES. Suppose right, whom do you 
take us to be? 

Kosrnsxy. Men! 

Scuweir. I wonder, captain, whether we 


have given any proof of that? 

Kostnsky. Iam in search of men who can 
look death in the face, and let danger play 
around them like a tamed snake; who prize 
liberty above life or honor; whose very names, 
hailed by the poor and the oppressed, appal 
the boldest, and make tyrants tremble. 

ScHweit. (Zo the Captain.) I like that 
fellow.—Hark ye, friend! You have found 
your men. 

Kosinsky. So I should think, and I hope 
soon to find them brothers.—You can direct 
me to the man I am looking for.—’ Tis your 
captain, the great Count von Moor. 

ScHWEIT. ( Zaking him warmly by the hand. ) 
There’s a good lad.—You and I must be 
chums. 

CHARLES. (Coming nearer.) Do you know 
the captain ? ° 

Kosinsky. Thou art he !—ain those features 
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—that air—who ean look at thee, and doubt 
it? (Looks earnestly at him for some time.) I 
have always wished to see the man with the 
annihilating look, as he sat on the ruins of 


Carthage. That wish is realized. 
ScHweiT. A mettlesome fellow! 
CuarLes. And what brings you to me? 
Kosinsky. Oh, captain! my more than 


cruel fate.—I have suffered shipwreck on the 
stormy ocean of the world;—I have seen all 
my fondest hopes perish; and nought remains 
to me but a remembrance of the bitter past, 
which would drive me to madness, were I not 
to drown it by directing my energies to new 
objects. 

CuHarRLEs. Another arraignment of the ways 
of Providence !—Proceed. 

Kostnsky. I becameasoldier. Misfortune 
still followed me in the army.—I made a 
venture to the Indies, and my ship was shi¥- 
ered on the rocks—nothing but frustrated 
hopes! At last, I heard tell far and wide of 
your valiant deeds, INCENDIARISMs, as they 
called them, and I came straightway hither, a 
distance of thirty leagues, firmly resolved to 
serve under you, if you will deign to accept 
my services.—I entreat thee, noble captain, 
refuse me not ! 

ScHWEIT. (With a leap into the air.) 
Hurrah! Hurrah! Our Roller replaced ten 
hundred fold! An out-and-out brother cut- 
throat for our troop. 

CHARLES. What is your name? 

Kosinsky. Kosinsky. 
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CHARLES. What? Kosinsky! And do you | 
| not death? 
are embarking on the most weighty passage of | 
your life as heedlessly as a giddy girlP—You . 


know that you are but a thoughtless boy, and 


will find no playing at bowls or ninepins here, 
as you probably imagine. 
Kosinsxy. I understand you, sir.—I am, 


‘tis true, but four-and-twenty years old, but I. 


have seen swords glittering, and have heard — 


balls whistling around me. 


Cuar.es. Indeed, young gentleman ?—And | 
_ before you plunge headlong into it. 


was it for this that you took fencing lessons, 


to run poor travelers through the body for the | 


sake of a dollar, or stab women in the back? 
Go! go! You have played truant to your 
nurse because she shook the rod at you. 

SCHWEIT. 
what are you about?-—Do you mean to turn 
away such a Hercules?—Does he not look as 
if he could baste Maréchal Saxe across the 
Ganges with a ladle? 

CHARLES. Because your silly schemes mis- 
carry, you come here to turn rogue and 
assassin !—MurpDER, boy, do you know the 
meaning of that word?—You may have 
slumbered in peace after cropping a few 


poppy-heads, but to have a murder-on your | 


soul 

Kosinsky. All the murders you bid me 
commit be upon my head! 

CHARLES. What! Are you so nimble- 
witted? Do you take measure of aman to 
catch him by flattery? How do you know 
that I am not haunted by terrific dreams, or 
that I shall not tremble on my death-bed? 
How much have you already done of which 
you have considered the responsibility? 

Kosinsky. Very little, I must confess; 
excepting this long journey to you, noble 
count . 

CHARLES. Has your tutor let the story of 
Robin Hood get into your hands?—Such 
careless rascals ought to be sent to the galleys. 
—And has it heated your childish fancy, and 
infected you with the mania of becoming a 
hero? Are you thirsting for honor and fame? 
Would you buy immortality by deeds of incen- 
diarism?—Mark me, ambitious youth! No 
laurel blooms for the incendiary. No triumph 
awaits the victories of the bandit—nothing but 
curses, danger, death, disgrace!—Do you see 
the gibbet yonder on the hill? 

SPIEGEL. (Going up and down tndignantly. ) 
Oh, how stupid! How abominably, unpar- 
donably stupid! 
went to work in a very different manner. 








Why, what the devil, captain! | 


That’s not the way! I 





Kosinsky. What should he fear, who fears 

CuHaRLEs. Bravo! Capital! You have 
made good use of your time at school; you 
have got your Seneca cleverly by heart.—But, 
my good friend, you will not be able, with 
these fine phrases, to cajole nature in the hour 
of suffering; they will never blunt the biting 
tooth of remorse.—Ponder on it well, my son! 
(Takes him by the hand.) JTadvise you asa 
father.—First learn the depth of the abyss 
If in 
this world you can catch a single glimpse of 
happiness—moments may come when you— 
awake,—and then—it may be too late. Here 
you step out, as it were, beyond the pale of 
humanity—you must either be more than 
human or a demon.—Once more, my son! if 
but a single spark of hope glimmer for you 
elsewhere, fly this fearful compact, where 
nought but despair enters,—unless a higher 
wisdom has so ordained it.—You may deceive 
yourself —believe me, it is possible to mistake 
that for strength of mind which in reality is 
nothing more than despair.—Take my council ! 


| MINE! and depart quickly. 


Kostnsky. No! I will not stir. IPfmy en- 
treaties fail to move you, hear but the story of 
my misfortunes.—And then, you will force 
the dagger into my hand as eagerly as you 
now seek to withhold it.—Seat yourselves 
awhile on the grass, and listen. 

CHARLES. I will hear your story. 

Kosinsky. Know, then, that Iam a Bohe- 
mian nobleman. By the early death of my 
father I became master of large possessions. 
The scene of my domain was a paradise— 
for it contained an angel—a maid adorned 
with all the charms of blooming youth, and 
chaste as the light of heaven.—But to whom 
do I talk of this? It falls unheeded on your 
ears—ye never loved, ye were never be- 
loved 





Scuweir. Gently, gently! The captain 
grows red as fire. 
CuarLes. No more! TI’ll hear you some 


other time—to-morrow,—or by and by, or— 
after I have seen blood. 

Kosinsky. Blood, blood !—Only hear on! 
Blood will fill your whole soul. She was of 
citizen birth, a German—but her look dis- 
solved all the prejudices of aristocracy. With 
blushing modesty she received the bridal ring 
from my hand, and on the morrow I was to 
have led my AMELIA to the altar. (CHARLES 
rises suddenly.) In the midst of my intoxi- 
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cating dream of happiness, and while our 
nuptials were preparing, an express summoned 
me to court. JIobeyed the summons. Letters 
were shown me, which I was said to have 
written, full of treasonable matter. I grew 
scarlet with indignation at such malice ;—they 


deprived me of my sword, thrust me into | 


prison, and all my senses forsook me. 

ScHwWEIT. And in the meantime—go on! 
I already scent the game. 

Kosinsky. There I lay a whole month, 
and knew not what was taking place. I was 
full of anxiety for my Amelia, who I was sure 
would suffer the pangs of death every moment 
in apprehension of my fate. At last the prime 
minister makes his appearance,—congratulates 
me in most honey-sweet words on the estab- 
lishment of my innocence,—reads to me a 
warrant of discharge,—and returns me my 
sword. I flew in triumph to my castle, to the 
arms of my Amelia,—but she had disappeared ! 
She had been carried off, it was said, at mid- 
night, no one knew whither, and no eye had 
beheld her since.—A suspicion instantly flashed 
across my mind. I rushed to the capital—I 
made inquiries at court—all eyes were upon 
me,—no one would give me information.— 
At last I discovered her through a grated 
window of the palace—she threw me a small 
billet. 

ScHWEIT. Did I not say so? 

Kosinsky. Death and destruction! The 
contents were these! They had given her the 
choice between seeing me put to death, and 
becoming the mistress of the prince. In the 
struggle between honor and love she chose 
the latter, and (wzth a bitter smile) I was saved. 

SCHWEIT. And what did you do, then? 

Kosinsky. ‘Then I stood like one trans- 
fixed by a thunderbolt !—Blood was my first 
thought, blood my last!—Foaming at the 
mouth I ran to my quarters, armed myself 
with a two-edged sword, and, with all haste, 





rushed to the minister’s house, for he—he 
alone—had been the fiendish pander. They 
must have observed me in the street, for, as I 
went up, I found all the doors fastened.—I 
searched, I inquired.—He was gone, they said, 
to the prince.—I went straight thither but 
nobody there would know anything about 
him.—I return, force the doors, find the base 
wretch, and was on the point when five 
or six servants suddenly rushed on me from be- 
hind, and wrenched the weapon from my hands. 

SCHWEIT. (Stamping the ground.) And so 
the fellow got off clear, and you lost your 
labor? , 

Kosinsky. I was arrested, accused, crim- 
inally prosecuted, degraded, and—mark this! 
—transported beyond the frontier, as a SPECIAL 
favor. My estates were confiscated to the 
minister, and Amelia remained in the clutches 
of the tiger, where she weeps and mourns away 
her life, while my vengeance must keep a fast, 
and crouch submissively to the yoke of des- 
potism. 

ScHWEIT. (Lusing and whetting his sword.) 
That is grist to our mill, captain !—There is 
something here for the incendiaries! 

CHARLES. (Who has been walking up and 
down tn violent agitation, with a sudden start, 
to the RopBers. ) I must see her.—Up! collec 
your baggage—you’ll stay with us, Kosinsky! 
—Quick, pack up! 

THE Ropsers. Where to? What? 

CHARLES. Where to? Who asks that 
question? (fiercely to SCHWEITZER.) Traitor, 
wouldst thou keep me back?—But, by the 
hope for heaven! 








ScHweEIT. I, a traitor?—Lead on to hell, 
and I will follow you! 
CHARLES. (Salling on his neck.) Dear 


brother! thou shalt follow me.—She weeps, 
she weeps, she mourns away her life. Up! 
quickly! all of you! to Franconia! In a 
week we must be there. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE 1.—Rural scenery tn the neighbor- 
hood of CHARLES VON Moor’s casée. 


CHARLES VON Moor, KosINsky, a¢ a distance. 


CuHarLeEs. Go forward, and announce me. 
You remember what you have to say? 

Kosinsky. You are Count Brand, you 
come from Mecklenburg. I am your groom. 
—Do not fear, I shall take care to play my 
part. Farewell! [ Exit. 

Cuartes. Hail to thee, Earth of my 


Fatherland !—( K7sses the earth. )—Heaven of | 


my Fatherland !—Sun of my Fatherland !—Ye 
meadows and hills, ye streams and woods !— 
Hail, hail to ye all!—How deliciously the 
breezes are wafted from my native hills !— 
What streams of balmy perfume greet the poor 
fugitive! —Elysium!—Realms of poetry!— 


Stay, Moor! thy foot has strayed into a holy 


temple. (Comes nearer.) See there! the old 
swallow-nests in the castle yard!—and the 





little garden-gate!—and this corner of the 
fence, where I so often watched in ambuscade 
to teaze old Towzer!—and down there, in 
the green valley, where, as the great Alexan- 
der, I led my Macedonians to the battle of 
Arbela—and the grassy hillock yonder, from 
which I hurled the Persian satrap—and then 
waved on high my victorious banner! (He 
smiles.) The golden age of boyhood lives 
again in the soul of the outcast.—I was then 
so happy, so wholly, so cloudlessly happy—and 
now—behold all my prospects a wreck! Here 
should I have presided, a great, a noble, an 
honored man—here have lived over again 
the years.of boyhood in the blooming children 
of my Amelia—here!—here have been the 
idol of my people—but the foul fiend opposed 
it! (Starting.) Why am There? To feel like 
the captive when the clanking of his chains 
awakes him from his dream of liberty.—No, 
let me return to my wretchedness !—The 
captive had forgotten the light of day, but the 
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dream of liberty flashes past his eyes like a 
blaze of lightning in the night, which leaves 
it darker than before.—Farewell, ye native 
vales! once ye saw Charles as a boy, and then 
Charles was happy.—Now ye have seen the 
man, his happiness turned to despair! (fe 
moves rapidly towards the most distant point of 
the landscape, where he suddenly stops and 
casts a melancholy look across to the castle. 3) 
Not to behold her! not even one look?—and 
only a wall between me and Amelia!—No! 
see her I must!—and him too!—though it 
crush me! (He turns back.) Father! father! 
thy son approaches.—Away with thee, black, 
reeking gore! Away with that grim, ghastly 
look of death! Oh, give me but this one 
hour free!—Amelia! Father! thy Charles 
approaches !— (He goes quickly towards the 
castle.) Torment me when the morning 
dawns—give me no rest with the coming 
night—beset me in frightful dreams? But, oh! 
poison not this my only hour of bliss! (Ze zs 
standing at the gate. )—What is it I feel? What 
means this, Moor? Be a man! ‘These 
death-like shudders—foreboding terrors 

| Enters. 











SCENE Il.—Galery in the Castle. 
Einter CHARLES VON Moor, AMELIA. 


AmetiA. And are you sure that you should 
know his portrait among these pictures? 

CHARLES. Oh, most certainly! his image 
has always been fresh in my memory. (/Pass- 
ing along the pictures.) THIS is not it. 

AmeELIA. You are right !—He was the first 
count, and received his patent of nobility from 
Frederic Barbarossa, to whom he rendered 
some service against the corsairs. 

CuHaries. (St#ll reviewing the pictures.) 
Neither is it THIS—nor THIS—nor THAT—it is 
not among these at all. 





AMELIA. Nay! look more attentively! I 
thought you knew him. 
CuarLes. As well as my own father! This 


picture wants the sweet expression around the 
mouth, which distinguished him among a thou- 
sand.—lIt is not he. 

AMELIA. You surprise me. What! 
seen him for eighteen years, and still 

CHARLES. (Quickly, with a hechc blush.) 
Yes, THIS is he! (He stands as if struck by 
lightning. ) 

AMELIA. 


not 





An excellent man! 
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Cuaries. (Absorbed in the contemplation of 
the picture.) Father! father! forgive me !— 
Yes, an excellent man!—(He wipes his eyes. ) 
—A godlike man! 

Ametia. You seem to take a deep interest 
in him. 

CuHarLEs. Oh, an excellent man!—And 
he is gone you say? 

AMELIA. Gone! as our best joys perish— 
(Gently taking him by the hand.) Dear sir, no 
happiness ripens in this world. 

CuarLEs. Most true, most true !—And 
have you already proven this truth by sad ex- 
perience? You, who can scarcely yet have 
seen your twenty-third year? 

Ametia. Yes, alas, I have proved it. 
Whatever lives, lives to die in sorrow. We 
engage our hearts, and grasp after the things 
of this world, only to undergo the pang of 
losing them. 





CHarLEs. What can you have lost, and 
yet so young? 
Ametia. Nothing —everything— nothing. 


—Shall we go on, count? 

CuHarLes. In such haste? Whose portrait 
is that on the right? ‘There is an unhappy 
look about that countenance, methinks. 

AmELIA. That portrait on the left is the 
son of the count, the present count.—Come, 
let us pass on! 


Cuartes. But this portrait on the right? 

AmE.LIA. Will you not continue your walk, 
sir? 

CuarLEs. But this portrait on the right 


hand ?—You are in tears, Amelia? 
[Zxit AMELIA, 7” precipitation. 
CHARLES. She loves me, she loves me !— 
—Her whole being began to rebel, and the 
traitor tears rolled down her cheeks.—She 
loves me !—Wretch, hast thou deserved this at 
her hands? Stand I not here like a con- 
demned criminal before the fatal block! Is 
this the couch on which we so often sat— 
where I have hung in rapture on her neck? 
Are those my ancestral halls? (Overcome by 
the sight of his father’s portrait.) Thou—thou 
—F lames of fire darting from thine eyes—His 
curse—His curse—He disowns me—Where am 
I?—My sight grows dim—Horrors of the 
living God—’ Twas I, ’twas I that killed my 
father ! [He rushes off. 


Finter FRANCIS VON Moor, in deep thought. 


Francis. Away with that image! Away 
with it! Craven heart! Why dost thou trem- 
ble, and before whom? Have I not felt, during 
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ACT IV, SCENE II. 


THE ROBBERS. 




















Gav ene Qs i ERT = as rot re 
ek CN ae ZN 





the few hours that the count has been within | 
these walls, as if a spy from hell were gliding 
at my heels.—Methinks I should know him! 
There is something so lofty, so familiar, in his | 
wild, sun-burnt features, which makes me trem- 
ble.—Amelia, too, is not indifferent towards 
him! Does she not dart eager, languishing 
looks at the fellow—looks of which she is so 
chary to all the world beside ?—Did I not see 
her drop those stealthy tears into the wine, 
which, behind my back, he quaffed so eagerly 
that he seemed to swallow the very glass? 
Yes, I saw it—I saw it in the mirror with my 
own eyes. ‘Take care, Francis! Look about 
you! Some destruction-brooding monster is 
lurking beneath all this! (He stops, with a 
searching look, before the portrait of CHARLES. ) | 
His long, crane-like neck—his black, fire- | 
sparkling eyes—hem! hem !—his dark, over- 


| 


| 


back. )—Malicious hell! dost thou send me 
this suspicion? Ir 1s CHARLES !—Yes, all his 
features are reviving before me.—It is he !— 
despite his mask!—it is he!—Death and 
damnation! (Goes up and down with agitated 
steps.) Is it for this that I have sacrificed my 
nights—that I have mowed down mountains 
and filled up chasms?—For this that I have 
turned rebel against all the instinéts of hu- 
manity?—To have this vagabond outcast 
blunder in at last, and destroy all my cun- 
ningly devised fabric. But gently! gently! 
What remains to be done is but child’s play.— 
Have I not already waded up to my very ears 
in mortal sin? Seeing how far the shore lies 
behind me, it would be madness to attempt to 
swim back.—To return is now out of the 
question.—GRaAcE itself would be beggared, 
and INFINITE MERCY become bankrupt, were 
they to be responsible for all my liabilities. — 
Then onward like a man !—(He rings the bell. ) 
Let him be gathered to the spirit of his father, 
and now come on!—For the dead I care not! 
—Daniel! Ho! Daniel!—I’d wager a trifle 
they have already inveigled him too into the | 
plot against me! He looks so full of mystery ! 


LEinter DANIEL. 


DaniEL. What is your pleasure, my master? 
Francis. Nothing. Go, fill this goblet 
with wine, and quickly! (act DaniEv.) Wait 
a little, old man! I shall find you out! I will 
fix my eye upon you so keenly that your 
stricken conscience shall betray itself through 








| gave it youP 
hanging, bushy eye-brows. (Suddenly starting | 





your mask! He shall die !—He is but a sorry 












A 


[Gi Re aa FSS Cs 
File 2 


bungler who leaves his work half finished, and 
then looks on idly, trusting to chance for what 


| may come of it. 


Finter DANIEL, with the wine. 


Bring it here! Look me steadfastly in the 
face! How your knees knock together! How 
you tremble! Confess, old man! what have 
you been doing? 

DanieL. Nothing, my honored master, by 
heaven and my poor soul! 

Francis. Drink this wine!—What?. you 
hesitate?—Out with it quickly! What have 
you put into the wine? 


DaniEL. Heaven help me! What! I in 
the wine? 
Francis. You have poisoned it! Are you 


not as white assnow? Confess, confess! Who 
The count? Is it notso? The 
count gave it you? 

DanieL. The count? Jesu Maria! 
count has not given me anything. 

Francis. (Grasping him tight.) 1 will 
throttle you till you are black in the face, you 
hoary-headed liar! Nothing? Why, then, 
are you so often closeted together? He, and 
you, and Amelia? And what are you always 
whispering about? Out withit! What secrets, 
eh? what secrets has he confided to you? 

DanieL. I call the Almighty to witness 
that he has not confided any secrets to me. 

Francis. Do you mean to deny it? What 
schemes have you been hatching to get rid of 
me? Am I to be smothered in my sleep? or 
is my throat to be cut in shaving? or am I to 
be poisoned in wine or chocolate? Eh? Out 
with it, out with it!—Or am I to have my 
quietus administered in my soup?—Out with 
it! I know it all! 

DanieLt. May Heaven so help me in the 
hour of need as I now tell you the truth, and 
nothing but the pure, unvarnished truth! 

Francis. Well, this time I will forgive you. 
But the money! he most certainly put money 
into your purse? And he pressed your hand 
more warmly than is customary ?—something 
in the manner of an old acquaintance? 

DaniEL. Never, indeed, sir. 

Francis. He told you, for instance, that 
he had known you before ?—that you ought to 
know him?—that the scales would some day 
fall from your eyes?—that—what? Do you 
mean to say that he never spoke thus to you? 

_DantEL. Not a word of the kind. 

Francis. ‘That certain circumstances re- 

strained him—that one must sometimes wear 
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a mask in order to get at one’s enemies—that 
he would be revenged, most terribly revenged ? 

DantEL. Not a syllable of all this. 

Francis. What? nothing at all? Recollect 
yourself,—That he knew the old count well— 
most intimately—that he loved him—loved 
him exceedingly—loved him like a son. 

DaNiEL. Something of that sort I remem- 
ber to have heard him say. _ 

Francis. (Zurning pale.) Did he say so? 
did he really? How? let me hear. He said 
he was my brother? 

DaniEL. (Astonished.) What, my master? 
—He did not say that. But as Lady Amelia 
was conducting him through the gallery—I 
was just dusting the picture-frames—he sud- 
denly stood still before the portrait of my late 
master, and seemed thunderstruck. Lady 
Amelia pointed it out, and said, ‘‘ An excellent 
IMamy eee eS ameRIMOsteexcellemts mali usmehe 
replied, wiping a tear from his eye. 

Francis. Hark, Daniel! You know I have 
ever been a kind master to you; I have given 
you food and raiment, and have spared your 
labor in consideration of your advanced age. 

DanieL. For which may Heaven reward 
you! and I, on my part, have always served 
you faithfully. 

Francis. That is just what I was going to 
say. You have never in all your life contra- 
dicted me; for you know much too well that 
you owe me obedience in all things, whatever 
I may require of you. 

DanigEL. In all things with all my heart, 
so it be not against God and my conscience. 

Francis. Stuff! nonsense! Are you not 
ashamed of yourself? An old man, and be- 
lieve that Christmas tale! Go, Daniel! that 
was a stupid remark. You know that I am 
your master. It is on me that God and con- 
science will be avenged, if, indeed, there be a 
God and a conscience. 





DaniEL. (Clasping his hands together.) 
Merciful Heaven! 
Francis. By your obedience! Do you 


understand that word? By your obedience, I 
command you.—With to-morrow’s dawn the 
count must no longer be found among the 


living. 
DantéEL. Merciful Heaven! and wherefore? 
Francis, By your BLIND obedience !—I 


shall rely upon you implicitly. 

DanteL. On me? May the blessed Virgin 
have mercy on me! On me? What evil, 
then, have I, an old man, done! 

Francis. There is no time now for re- 
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Would 


flection; your fate is in my hands. 
you rather pine away the remainder of your 
days in the deepest of my dungeons, where 
hunger shall compel you to gnaw your own 
bones, and burning thirst make you suck your 
own blood?—Or would you rather eat your 
bread in peace, and have rest in your old age? 


DaniEL. What, my lord? Peace and rest 
in my old age? And I a murderer? 

Francis. Answer my question ! 

DaniEL. My gray hairs! my gray hairs! 

Francis. Yes or no! 

DaniEL. No!—God have mercy upon me! 


Francis. (Lx the act of going.) Very well! 
you shall have need of it. (DANIEL defains 
him, and falls on his knees before him. ) 


DanieL. Mercy, master! mercy! 
Francis. Yes or no! 
DantEL. Most gracious master! I am this 


day seventy-one years of age! and have 
honored my father and my mother, and, to 
the best of my knowledge, have never in the 
whole course of my life defrauded any one to 
the value of a farthing,—and I have adhered 
to my creed truly and honestly, and have 
served in your house four-and-forty years, and 
am now calmly awaiting a quiet happy end.— 
Oh, master! master! (wolently clasping his 
knees) and would you deprive me of my only 
solace in death, that the gnawing worm of an 
evil conscience may cheat me of my last 
prayer? that I may go to my long home an 
abomination in the sight of God and man? 
No, no! my dearest, best, most excellent, 
most gracious master! you do not ask that, 
you cannot ask that, of an old man turned 
three score and ten! 


Francis. Yes or no! What is the use of 
all this palaver? 
DanrEL. I will serve you from this day 


forward more diligently than ever; I will wear 
out my old bones in your service like a com- 
mon day-laborer; I will rise earlier, and lie 
down later.—Oh! and I will remember you in 
my prayers night and morning; and God will 
not reject the prayer of an old man. 

Francis. Obedience is better than sacrifice. 
Did you ever hear of the hangman standing 
upon ceremony when he was told to execute a 
sentence? 

DanieEL.. That is very true! but to murder 
an innocent man—one 

Francis. Am I responsible to you? Is the 
axe to question the hangman why he strikes 
this way, and not that?—But see how for- 
bearing I am.—I offer you a reward for 
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performing what you owe me in -virtue of 
your allegiance. 

DanigeL. But, when I swore allegiance to 
you, I at least hoped that I should be allowed 
to remain a Christian. 

Francis. No contradiction! Look you! 
I give you the whole day to think about it! 
Ponder well on it! Happiness or misery. —Do 
you hear—do you understand? ‘The extreme 
of happiness, or the extreme of misery! I can 
do wonders in the way of torture. 

DANIEL. (After some reflection.) Vll do it; 
I will do it to-morrow. oy | Zexrs. 

Francis. The temptation is strong, and I 
should think he was not born to die a martyr 
to his faith.—Have with you, sir count! Ac- 
cording to all ordinary calculations, you will 
sup to-morrow with old Beelzebub. In these 
matters ‘all depends upon one’s view of a 
thing: and he is a fool who takes any view 
that is contrary to his own interest.—A father 
quaffs, perhaps, a bottle of wine more than 
ordinary—he is in a certain mood—the result 





is a human being, the last thing that was 
thought of in the affair.—Well, I too am ina 
certain mood,—and the result is that a human 
being perishes; and surely there is more of 
reason and purpose in this than there was in 
his production.—If the birth of a man is the 
result of an animal paroxysm, who should take 
it into his head to attach any importance to 
the NEGATION OF HIS BIRTH?P—A curse upon 
the folly of our nurses and teachers, who fill 
our imaginations with frightful tales, and im- 
press fearful images of punishment upon the 
plastic brain of childhood, so that involuntary 
shudders shake the limbs of the man with icy 
fear, arrest his boldest resolutions, and chain 
his awaking reason in the fetters of super- 
stitious darkness. —MurpER! What a hell full 
of furies hovers around that word.—Yet ’tis no 
more than if Nature forgets to bring forth one 
man more—or the doctor makes a mistake— 
and thus the whole phantasmagoria vanishes. 
It was something, and it is nothing.—Does 
not this amount to exactly the same thing as 


221 





though it had been nothing, and came to 
nothing; and about nothing it is hardly worth 
while to waste a word.—Man is made of filth, 
and for a time wades in filth, and produces 
filth, and sinks back into filth, till at last he 
fouls the boots of his own posterity. That is 
the burthen of the song—the filthy cycle of 
human fate; and with that—a pleasant journey 
to you, sir brother!—Conscience, that splen- 
etic, gouty moralist, may drive shrivelled old 
drones out of brothels, and torture usurers on 
their death-beds—with me it shall never more 
have audience. [ Exzt. 


SCENE IIl.—Anzother Room tin the Castle. 


CHARLES VON Moor enters from one side, 
DANIEL from the other. 


Cuar es. (Hastily.) Where is Lady Amelia? 

DanieEL. Honored sir! permit an old man 
to ask you a favor. 

CuHar.eEs. It is granted. What is it you 
ask? 

DanieL. Not much, and yet all—but little, 
and yet a great deal.—Suffer me to kiss your 
hand! 

CHARLES. That I cannot permit, good old 
man (embraces him), from one whom I should 
like to call my father. 


Daniet. Your hand, your hand! I beseech 
you. 

CHARLES. That must not be. 

DaniEL. It must! (He takes hold of it, 


surveys tt quickly, and falls down before him.) 
Dear, dearest Charles! 

CHARLES. (Startled; he composes himself, 
and says tn a distant tone.) What mean you, 
my friend? I don’t understand you. 

_Daniet. Yes, you may deny it, you may 
dissemble as much as you please !—’Tis very 
well! very well.—For all that, you are my 
dearest, my excellent young master.—Good 
Heaven! that I, poor old man, should live to 
have the joy—what a stupid blockhead was I 
that I did not at a glance—oh, gracious 
powers! And you are really come back, and 
the dear old master is under ground, and here 
you are again!—What a purblind dolt I was 
to be sure! (striking his forehead) that I did 
not on the instant—Oh, dear me !—who could 
have dreamt it !—What I have so often prayed 
for with tears—Oh, mercy me!—There he 
stands again, as large as life, in the old room! 
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What’s all this oration about? 
Are you ina fit of delirium, and have escaped 
1 from your keepers; or are you rehearsing a 
stage player’s part with me? 


CHARLES. 


DanieL. Oh, fie! fie!—It is not pretty of 


| you to make game of an old servant.—That 


scar!—Eh! do you remember it?—Good 
Heaven! what a fright you put me into—l 
always loved you so dearly; and what misery 
you might have brought upon me—You were 
sitting in my lap--do you remember?—there, 
in the round chamber.—Has all that quite 
vanished from your memory—and the cuckoo 
too, that you were so fond of listening to?— 
Only think! the cuckoo is broken, broken all 
to shivers—old Susan smashed it in sweeping 
the room—yes, indeed and there you sat in my 
lap, and cried, ‘‘Cockhorse!”’ and I ran off to 
fetch your wooden horse.—Mercy on me! what 
business had I, thoughtless old fool, to leave 
you alone?—and how I felt as if I were ina 
boiling caldron when I heard you screaming 
in the passage; and, when I rushed in, there 
was your red blood gushing forth, and you 
lying on the ground.—Oh, by the Blessed 
Virgin! did I not feel as if a bucket of icy 
cold water was emptied all over me?—but so it 
happens, unless one keeps all one’s eyes upon 
children.—Good Heaven! if it had gone into 
your eye!—Unfortunately it happened to be 
the right hand.—‘‘As long as I live,”’ said I, 
‘never again shall any child in my charge get 
hold of a knife or scissors, or any other edge 
tool.’’—’Twas lucky for me that both my 
master and mistress were gone on a journey. — 
“Yes, yes! this shall be a warning to me for 
the rest of my life,’’ said I—Gemini, Gemini! 
I might have lost my place, I might—God 
forgive you, you naughty boy—but, thank 
Heaven! it healed fairly, all but that ugly 
scar. 

CHARLES. I do not comprehend one word 
of all that you are talking about. 

DaniEL. Eh? eh? that was the time! was 
itnot? How many a ginger-cake, and biscuit, 
and macaroon, have I slipped into your hands 
—I was always so fond of you. And do you 
recollect what you said to me down in the 
stable, when I put you upon old master’s 
hunter, and let you scamper round the great 
meadow? ‘‘Daniel!’’ said you, ‘‘only wait 
till I am grown a big man, and you shall be 
my steward, and ride in the coach with me.”’ 
—‘‘Yes,’’ said I, laughing, ‘‘if Heaven grants 
me life and health, and you are not ashamed 
of the old man,’’ I said, ‘I shall ask you to 




















let me have the little house down in the 
village, that has stood empty so long; and 
then I will lay in a few butts of good wine, and 
turn publican in my old age.’’—Yes, you may 
laugh, you may laugh !—Eh, young gentleman, 
have you quite forgotten all that?—You do 
not want to remember the old man, so you 
carry yourself strange and loftily ;—but, you 
are my jewel of a young master, for all that. 
—You have, it is true, been a little bit wild 
—don’t be angry !—as young blood is apt to 
be !—All may be well yet in the end. 

CHARLEs. (Fails on his neck.) Yes! Daniel! 
I will no longer hide it from you! I am your 
Charles, your lost Charles!§ And now tell 
me, how does my Amelia? 

DaniEL. (Begins to cry.) That I, old sinner, 
should live to have this happiness—and my 
late blessed master wept so long in vain !— 
Begone, begone, hoary old head! Ye weary 
bones, descend into the grave with joy! My 
lord and master lives!—my own eyes have 
beheld him! 

Cuar.es. And he will keep his promise to 
you.—Take that, honest greybeard, for the old 
hunter. (Forces a heavy purse upon him.) 1 
have not forgotten the old man. 

DaniEL. How? What are you doing? Too 
much! You have made a mistake. 

CHARLES. No mistake, Daniel! (DANIEL 
zs about to throw himself on his knees before 
him.) Rise! Tell me, how does my Amelia? 

DaniEL. Heaven reward you! Heaven re- 
ward you! Oh gracious me!—Your Amelia 
will never survive it, she will die for joy! 

Cuar.es. (Zagerly.) She has not forgotten 
me then? 

DaniEL. Forgotten you? How can you 
talk thus? Forgotten you, indeed!—You 
should have been there, you should have seen 
how she took on when the news came of your 
death, which his honor caused to be spread 
abroad 








CHARLES. What do you say? my bro- 
ther. 
DaniEL. Yes, your brother; his honor, 


your brother—another day I will tell you more 
about it, when we have time—and how cley- 
erly she sent him about his business when he 
came a-wooing every blessed day, and offered 
to make her his countess. Oh, I must go; I 
must go and tell her; carry her the news. (/s 
about to run off. ) 

CHARLES. Stay! stay! she must not know 
—nobody must know, not even my bro- 
ther. 





-and let no eye see you! 








DANIEL. 


Your brother? No, on no ac- 
count ; he must not know it! Certainly not! 
—If he know not already more than he ought 
to know.—Oh, I can tell you, there are wicked 
men, wicked brothers, wicked masters ;—but 
I would not for all my master’s gold be a 
wicked servant.—His honor thought you were 
dead. 

CHARLES. 
tering about? 

DanieL. (Ln a@ half-suppressed voice.) And 
to be sure when a man rises from the dead 
thus uninvited—your brother was the sole heir 
of our late master 

CuarLes. Old man!—what is it you are 
muttering between your teeth, as if some 
dreadful secret were hovering on your tongue 
which you fear to utter, and yet ought? Out 
with it! 

DanieL. But I would rather gnaw my old 
bones with hunger, and suck my own blood 
for thirst, than gain a life of luxury by murder. 

[ Lxit hastily. 

CHARLES. (Starting up, after a terrible 
pause.) Betrayed! Betrayed! It flashes upon 
my soul like lightning!—A FIENDISH TRICK! 
—A MURDERER AND A ROBBER through fiend- 
like machinations!—Calumniated by him !— 
My letters falsified, suppressed !—his heart full 
of love !—Oh, what a monstrous fool was I !— 
His fatherly heart full of love !—oh, villainy, 
villainy !—It would have cost me but once 
kneeling at his feet—a tear would have done 
it—oh blind, blind fool that I was !—( Running 
up against the wall.) | might have been happy 
—oh, villainy, villainy !—Knavishly, yes knav- 
ishly cheated out of all happiness in this life! 
(He runs up and down in a rage.) A rnur- 
derer, a robber, all through a knavish trick !— 
He was not even angry !—Not a thought of 
cursing ever entered his heart.—Oh, miscreant ! 
inconceivable, hypocritical, abominable mis- 
creant ! 


Humph! What are you mut- 





LEinter KOSINSKY. 


Kostnsky. Well, captain, where are you 
loitering? What is the matter? You are for 
staying here some time longer, I perceive? 

CuHartEs. Up! Saddle the horses! Before 
sunset, we must be over the frontier! 

Kosinsky. You are joking. 

CHARLES. (Jn a commanding tone.) Quick ! 
quick! delay not! leave everything behind! 
[ Lxit Kosinsky. 

I fly from these walls. The least delay 
might drive me raving mad; and he my fa- 
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ther’s son!—Brother! brother! thou hast 
made me the most miserable wretch on earth ; 
I never injured thee; this was not brotherly. 
—Reap the fruits of thy crime in quiet, my 
presence shall no longer embitter thy enjoy- 
ment—but, surely, this was not acting like a 
brother. May oblivion shroud thy misdeed 
for ever, and death not bring it back to light. 


Enter KOSINSKY. 


Kosinsky. The horses are ready saddled, 
you can mount as soon as you please. 

CuarLes. . Why in such haste? 
urgent? Shall I see her no more? 

Kostnsky. I will take off the bridles again, 
if you wish it; you bade me hasten head over 
heels. 

CHARLES. One more farewell! one more! 
I must drain this poisoned cup of happiness to 
the dregs, and then—Stay, Kosinsky! Ten 
minutes more—behind, in the castle yard— 
and we gallop off. 


Why so 


SCENE IV.—/x the Garden. 


AmeE.ia. ‘You are in tears, Amelia?’’— 
These were his very words—and spoken with 
such expression—such a voice!—oh, it sum- 
moned up a thousand dear remembrances !— 
scenes of past delight, as in my youthful days 
of happiness, my golden spring-tide of love — 
The nightingale sung again with the same 
sweetness, the flowers breathed the same deli- 
cious fragrance, as when I used to hang en- 
raptured on his neck.—Ha! false, perfidious 
heart! And dost thou seek thus artfully to 
veil thy perjury?—No, no! begone for ever 
from my soul, thou sinful image !—TI have not 
broken my oath, thou only one! Avaunt, 
from my soul, ye treacherous, impious wishes! 
In the heart where Charles reigns, no son of 
earth may dwell.—But why, my soul, dost 
thou thus constantly, thus obstinately turn 
towards this stranger? Does he not cling to 
my heart in the very image of my only one? 
Is he not his inseparable companion in my 
thoughts?—‘‘ You aRE IN TEARS, AMELIA?’’?— 
Ha! let me fly from him !—fly !—never more 
shall my eyes behold this stranger ! 

[CHARLES opens the garden gate. 

AMELIA. (Starting.) Hark! hark! did I 
not hear the gate creak! (She perceives 
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CHARLES, and starts up.) He?—whither?— 


-what?—I am rooted to the spot,—I cannot 


fly!—Forsake me not, good Heaven!—No! 
thou shalt not tear me from my Charles !— 
My soul has-no room for two deifies, I am but 
a mortal maid! (She draws the picture of 
Cuares from her bosom.) Thou, my Charles! 
be thou my guardian angel against this stran- 
ger, this invader of our loves! At thee will I 
look, at thee, nor turn away my eyes—nor 
cast one sinful look towards him! (She szts 
silent, her eyes fixed upon the picture. ) 
Cuarves. You here, Lady Amelia ?—and 
so sad? and a tear upon that pi¢ture?p—(A- 
MELIA gives him no answer.)—And who is the 
happy man, for whom these silver drops fall 
from an angel’s eyes? May I be permitted to 
look at 








(He endeavors to look at the picture. ) 
AMELIA. No—yes—no! 
CuHares. (Starting back.) Ha!—and does 





he deserve to be so idolized? Does he de- 
serve it? 
AmeELIA. Had you but known him! 
Cuarwes. I should have envied him. 
AmeE.ta. Adored, you mean. 
CHARLES. Ha! 
AMELIA. Oh, you would so have loved him! 


—there was so much, so much in his face—in 
his eyes—in the tone of his voice,—which 
was so like yours—that I love so dearly !— 
(CHARLES casts his eyes down to the ground. )— 
Here, where you are standing, he has stood a 
thousand times—and by his side one who, by his 
side, forgot heaven and earth. Here his eyes 
feasted on Nature’s most glorious panorama,— 
which, as if conscious of his approving glance, 
seemed to increase in beauty under the appro- 
bation of her masterpiece.—Here he held the 
audience of the air captive with his heavenly 
music.—Here, from this bush, he plucked 
roses, and plucked those roses for me.—Here, 
here, he lay on my neck; here he imprinted 
burning kisses on my lips, and the flowers hung 
their heads with pleasure beneath the foot-tread 
of the lovers.— 

CHARLES. He is no more? 

AmeELiA. He sails on troubled seas—A- 
melia’s love sails with him.—He wanders 
through pathless, sandy deserts—Amelia’s love 
clothes the burning sand with verdure, and the 
barren shrubs with flowers.—Southern suns 
scorch his bare head, northern snows pinch his 
feet, tempestuous hail beats down on his tem- 
ples, but Amelia’s love lulls him to sleep in 
the midst of the storm.—Seas, and mountains, 
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and skies, divide the lovers—but their souls 
rise above this prison-house of clay, and meet 
in the paradise of love.—You appear sad, 
count? 
CHARLES. 


my love. 

AMELIA. (Pale.) What? You love another? 
Alas! what have I said? 

CHARLES. She believed me dead, and in 
my supposed death she remained faithful to 
me—she heard again that I was alive, and she 
sacrificed for me the crown of a saint.—She 
knows that I am wandering in deserts, and 
roaming about in misery, yet her love follows 
me on wings through deserts and through 
misery. Her name, too, like yours, is Amelia. 

Ametia. How I envy your Amelia! 

Cuar.es. Oh, she is an unhappy maid. 
Her love is fixed upon one who is lost—and it 
can never—never be rewarded. 

Ametia. Say not so! It will be rewarded 
in heaven. Is it not agreed that there is a 
better world, where mourners rejoice, and 
where lovers meet again? 

CuarLes. Yes, a world where the veil is 
lifted—where the phantom love will make 
terrible discoveries—ETERNITY is its name.— 
My Amelia is an unhappy maid. 


These words of love rekindle 

















AMELIA. 


Unhappy, and loves you? 
CuarRLEs. Unhappy, because she loves me! 
What if I were a murderer? How, lady 
Amelia, if your lover could reckon you up a 
murder for every one of your kisses? Woe to 


my Amelia! She is an unhappy maid. 

AMELIA. (Gazly rising.) Ha! what a happy 
maid am I! My only one is a reflection of 
Deity, and Deity is mercy and compassion! 
He could not bear to see a fly suffer.— His 
soul is as far from every thought of blood as 
the sun is from the moon. (CHARLES suddenly 
turns away into a thicket, and looks wilily out 
into the landscape. AMELIA sings, playing the 
guitar. ) 


Oh! Heétor, wilt thou go for evermore, 

Where fierce Achilles, on the blood-stained shore, 
Heaps countless victims o’er Patroclus’ grave ? 

Who then thy hapless orphan boy will rear, 

Teach him to praise the gods and hurl the spear, 
When thou art swallowed up in Xanthus’ wave? 


CuHar.es. (Silently tunes the guitar, and plays. ) 


Beloved wife !—stern duty calls to arms— 
Go, fetch my lance! and cease those vain alarms! 


[He flings the guitar away, and rushes off. 
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SCENE V.—A neighboring forest.—Night.— 
An old ruined castle in the centre of the scene. 


The band of ROBBERS encamped on the ground. 
The ROBBERS, s7mging. 


To rob, to kill, to wench, to fight, 
Our pastime is, and daily sport; 

The gibbet claims us morn and night, 
So let’s be jolly, time is short. 


A merry life we lead, and free, 
A life of endless fun; 
Our couch is ’neath the greenwood tree, 
Through wind and storm we gain our fee, 
The moon we make our sun. 
Old Mercury is our patron true, 
And a capital chap for helping us through. 


To-day we make the abbot our host, 
The farmer rich to-morrow; 

And where we shall get our next day’s roast, 
Gives us nor care nor sorrow. 


And, when with Rhenish and rare Moselle 
Our throats we have been oiling, 

Our courage burns with a fiercer swell, 

And we’re hand and glove with the Lord of Hell, 
Who down in his flames is broiling. 


For fathers slain the orphans’ cries, 
The widowed mothers’ moan and wail, 
Of brides bereaved the whimpering sighs, 
Like music sweet, our ears regale. 


Beneath the axe to see them writhe, 
Bellow like calves, fall dead like flies; 

Such bonny sights, and sounds so blithe, 
With rapture fill our ears and eyes. 


And when at last our death-knell rings— 
The devil take that hour! 

Payment in full the hangman brings, 
And off the stage we scour. 

On the road a glass of good liquor or so, 

Then hip! hip! hip! and away we go! 


ScHweir. The night is far advanced, and 
the captain has not yet returned. 

Raz. And yet he promised to be back 
before the clock struck eight. 

ScHweir. Should any harm have befallen 
him, comrades, wouldn’t we kindle fires! ay, 
and murder sucking babes? 

_ SPIEGEL. (Takes RazMANN aside.) A word 
in your ear, Razmann! 
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Scuwarz. (Zo Grimm.) Should we not 
send out scouts? 
Grimm. Let him alone! He no doubt 


has some feat in hand that will put us ‘to 
shame. 

Scuweit. Then youare out, by old Harry! 
He did not part from us like one that had any 
masterpiece of roguery in view.—Have you 
forgotten what he said as he marched us across 
the heath?2—‘‘The fellow that takes so much 
as a turnip out ofa field, if I know it, leaves 
his head behind him, as true as my name is 
Moor.’’—We dare not plunder. 

Raz. (Aside to SPYEGELBERG.) What are 
you driving at ?—Speak plainer. 

SpieGEL. Hush! hush!—I know not what 
sort of a notion you and I have of liberty, that 
we should toil under the yoke lke bullocks 
while we are making such wonderful fine 
speeches about independence.—I like it not. 

ScuwE!IT. (Zo Grimm.) What crotchet has 
that swaggering booby got in his numskull, I 
wonder? 

Raz. (Aside to SPIEGELBERG.) Is it the 
captain you mean? 

SpreGEL. Hush! [I tell you; hush!—He 
has got his eaves-droppers all around us.— 
CapTain, did you say? Who made him cap- 
tain over us?—Has he not, in fa¢t, usurped 
that title, which by right belongs to me?— 
What? Is it for this that we stake our lives— 
that we endure all the splenetic caprices of 
fortune—that we may in the end congratulate 
ourselves upon being the serfs of a slave ?— 
Serfs! When we might be princes?p—By 
heaven ! Razmann,—I could never brook it. 

SCHWEIT. ( Overhearing him—to the others. ) 
Yes—there’s a hero for you! He is just the 
man to do mighty execution upon frogs with 
stones. —The very breath of his nostrils, when 
he sneezes, would blow you through the eye of 
a needle. 

SPIEGEL. (Zo RazMAnnw.) Yes, and for years 
I have been intent upon it. There must be an 
alteration, Razmann.—If you are the man I 
always took you for—Razmann !—He is miss- 
ing—he is almost given up—Razmann—me- 
thinks his hour is come.—What? does not the 
color so much as mount to your cheek when 
you hear the chimes of liberty ringing in your 
ears?—Have you not courage enough to take 
the hint? 

Raz. Ha! Satan! What bait are thou 
spreading for my soul? 

SPIEGEL. Does it take?—Good! then fol- 
low me! I have marked in what direétion he 








SCHWEITZER. 


slunk off.—Come along! a brace of pistols 
seldom fail; and then—we shall be the first 
to strangle sucking babes. (He endeavors to 
draw him off.) 

SCHWEIT. (Luraged, draws his sword.) Ha! 
caitiff! I have overheard you!—You remind 
me, at the right moment, of the Bohemian 
forest!—Were not you the coward that began 
to quail when the cry arose, ‘‘ THE ENEMY IS 
coMING!’’ I then swore by my soul—/( Zhey 
fight, SPIEGELBERG 7s &zlled.) To the devil 
with thee, assassin ! ; 

Ropsers. (/n agitation.) Murder! murder! 
—Schweitzer !—Spiegelberg !—Part them! 

ScuweElt. ( Zhrowing the sword on the body.) 
There let him rot! Be still, my comrades !— 
Don’t let such a trifle disturb you.—The brute 
has always been inveterate against the captain, 
and has not a single scar on his whole body.— 
Once more, be still.—Ha, the scoundrel !—He 
would stab a man behind his back—skulk and 
murder! Is it for this that the hot sweat has 
poured down us in streams? that we may 
sneak out of the world at last like contemptible 
wretches! The brute! Is it for this that we 
have lived in fire and brimstone? To perish 
at last like rats? 

Grimm. But what the devil, comrade, were 
you after?—What were you quarreling about? 
—The captain will be furious. 

ScHweEIT. Be that on my head.—And you, 
wretch! (Zo RazMANN) you were his accom- 
plice, you !—Get out of my sight !—Schufterle 





was another of your kidney, but he has met his 
deserts in Switzerland—has been hanged, as 
the captain prophesied. (4 shot ts heard.) 

Scuw. (Jumping up.) Hark! a pistol-shot! 
(Another shot is heard.) Another !—Hallo! 
the captain ! 

Grimm. Patience! If it be he, there will 
be a third. ( Zhe third shot ts heard.) 

Scuw. ’Tis he! ’Tis the captain !—Absent 
yourself awhile, Schweitzer—till we explain to 
him! ( Zhey frre.) 


Enter CHARLES VON Moor and KOsINsKY. 


ScHwEIT. (Running to meet them.) Wel- 
come, captain.—I have been somewhat choleric 
in your absence. (He conducts him to the 
corpse.) Be you judge between him and me. 
—He meant to waylay and ASSASSINATE you. 

Roppers. (Jn consternation.) What? the 
captain ? 

CuHares. (After fixing his eyes for some time 
upon the corpse, with a sudden burst of feeling. ) 
Oh, incomprehensible finger of the avenging 
Nemesis!—Was it not he whose siren song 
seduced me to be what I am?—Let this sword 
be consecrated to the dark goddess of retribu- 
tion !—That was not ¢hy deed, Schweitzer. 

ScHweEIr. By Heaven, it was mine, though! 
and as the devil lives, it is not the worst deed 
I have done in my time. (Zurns away 
moody. ) 

CHARLES, (Absorbed in thought.) I compre- 
hend—Great Ruler in heaven—I comprehend. 
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—The leaves fall from the trees, and my 
autumn is come.—Remove this object from 
my sight! (Zhe corpse of SPIEGELBERG 75 car- 
ried out. ) 

Grimm. Give us your orders, captain! 
What shall we do next ? 

CHARLES. Soon—very soon—all will be 
accomplished.—Hand me my lute—I have lost 
myself since I have been there.—My lute, | 
say, I must nurse up my strength again.— 
Leave me! ; 

Rospers. ’Tis midnight, captain. 

CuHarLes. They were only stage tears after 
all.—Let me bring to memory the song of the 
old Roman, that my slumbering genius may 
wake up again.—Hand me my lute.—Mid- 
night, say you? 

ScHw. Yes, and past, too! Our eyes are 
as heavy as lead. For three days we have not 
slept a wink. re 

CHARLES. What? does balmy sleep visit 
the eyes of murderers? Why doth it flee mine? 
I never was a coward, nor a villain.—Lay 
yourselves to rest. —At day-break we march. 

Rossers. Good-night, captain. 

[ Zhey stretch themselves on the ground and 
Jall asleep. Profound silence, CHARLES 
takes up his guitar and plays. 


BRUTUS. 


Oh, be ye welcome, realms of peace and rest! 
Receive the last of all the sons of Rome! 

From dread Philippi’s field, where all the best 
Fell bleeding in her cause, I wearied come.— - 

Cassius, no more!—And Rome now prostrate laid: 
My brethren all lie weltering in their gore! 

No refuge left but Hades’ gloomy shade; 
No hope remains !—No world for Brutus more! 


CAESAR. 


Who’s he that, with a hero’s lofty bearing, 
Comes striding o’er yon mountain’s rocky bed? 
Unless my eyes deceive, that noble daring 
Bespeaks the Roman warrior’s fearless tread. — 
Whence, son of Tiber, do thy footsteps bend? 
Say, stands the seven-hill'd city firmly yet? 
No Cesar there, to be the soldier’s friend! 
Full oft has he that orphan’d city wept. 


BRUTUS. 


Ha! thou of three-and-twenty wounds! Avaunt! 
Thou unblest shade, what calls thee back to light? 

Down with thee, down, to Pluto’s deepest haunt, 
And shroud thy form in black, eternal night. 
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Proud mourner! triumph not to Jearn our fall! 
Philippi’s altars reek with freedom’s blood! 
The bier of Brutus is Rome’s funeral pall; 
He Minos seeks.—Hence to thy Stygian flood! 


CAESAR. 


That death-stroke, Brutus, which thy weapon hurl’d!— 

Thou, too, Brutus ?—that thou shouldst be my foe !— 
Oh, son! —It was thy father!—Son!—The world 

Was thine by heritage !—Now proudly go, 
Well mayst thou claim to be the chief in glory, 

’Twas thy fell sword that pierced thy father’s heart! 
Now go—and at yon gates relate thy story— 
Say Brutus claims to be the chief in glory. 

’Twas his fell sword that pierced his father’s heart! 
Go—Now thou’rt told what staid me on this shore,— 
Grim ferryman, push off, and swiftly ply thine oar. 


BRUTUS. 


Stay, father, stay!—Within the whole bright round 
Of Sol’s diurnal course I knew but one 
Who to compare with Czesar could be found; 
And that one, Czesar, thou didst call thy son! 
’Twas only Czesar could destroy a Rome— 
Brutus alone that Czesar could withstand— 
Where Brutus lives, must Caesar die!—Thy home 
Be far from mine.—I’I1 seek another land. 


[He lays down his guitar, and walks to and 
SJro in deep meditation. 


Who will give me certainty ?—All is so dark 
—a confused labyrinth—no outlet—no guiding 
star.—Were but ALL TO END with this last gasp 
of breath.—To END, like an empty puppet- 
show.—But why, then, this BURNING THIRST 
after HAPPINESS? Wherefore this ideal of un- 
ATTAINED PERFECTION? ‘This LOOKING TO AN 
HEREAFTER for the fulfilment of our hopes?— 
If the paltry pressure of this paltry thing (put- 
ting a pistol to his head) makes the wise man 
and the fool—the coward and the brave—the 
noble and the villain, equal?—the harmony 
which pervades the inanimate world is so di- 
vinely perfeét—why, then, should there be 
such discord in the intelle€tual?—No! no! 
there must be something beyond, for I have 
not yet attained to happiness. 

Think ye that I will tremble, Spirits of my 
slaughtered viétims?—No, I will not tremble. 
( Trembling violently.)—The shrieks of your 
dying agonies—your black, convulsive features 
—your ghastly bleeding wounds—what are 
they all but links of one indissoluble chain of 
destiny, which hung upon the temperament of 


my father, the life’s blood of my mother, the 
humors of my nurses and tutors, and even 
upon the holiday pastimes of my childhood! 
—( Shaking with horror.) Why has my Perillus 
made of me a brazen bull, whose burning en- 
trails yearn after human flesh? (He lifts the 
pistol again to his head. ) 

TIME AND ETERNITY !—linked together: by 
a single instant !—Fearful key, which locks 
behind me the prison-house of life, and opens 
before me the habitations of eternal night— 
tell me—oh, tell me— WwHITHER—WHITHER 
wilt thou lead me !—Strange, unexplored land! 
—Humanity is unnerved at the FEARFUL 
THOUGHT, the elasticity of our finite nature is 
paralyzed, and fancy, that wanton ape of the 
senses, juggles our credulity with appalling 
phantoms.—No! no! a man must be firm.— 
Be what thou wilt, thou UNDEFINED FUTU- 
RITY, so I remain but true to MysELF.—Be 
what thou wilt, so I but take this inward SELF 
hence with me.—External forms are but the 
trappings of the man.—My heaven or my hell 
is within. 

What if Thou shouldst doom me to be sole 
inhabitant of some burnt-out world, which 
Thou hast banished from thy sight, where 
darkness and never-ending desolation were all 
my prospeét—then would my creative brain 
people the silent waste with its own images, 
and I should have Eternity for leisure to un- 
ravel the complicated picture of universal 

















wretchedness.—Or wilt Thou make me pass 
through ever-repeated births, and ever-chang- 
ing scenes of misery, stage by stage—to an- 
nihilation? Can I not burst asunder the 
life-threads woven for me in another world, as 
easily as I do these ?—Thou mayest reduce me 
into Nothing—But Thou canst not take from 
me this power. (He loads the pistol, and then 
suddenly pauses. )—And shall I then rush into 
death from a coward fear of the ills of life?— 
Shall I yield to misery the palm of viétory 
over myself?-—No! I will endure it! (He 
Jiings the pistol away.) Misery shall blunt 
its edge against my pride!—Be my destiny 
fulfilled! (/¢ grows darker and darker.) 
HERMANN. (Coming through the forest.) 
Hark! hark! the owl screeches horribly—the 
village clock strikes twelve—Well, well—vil- - 
lainy is asleep—no listeners in these wilds. 
(He goes to the castle and knocks.) Come 
forth, thou man of sorrow! tenant of this 
miserable dungeon !—thy meal awaits thee. 
CHARLES. (Stepping gently back, unper- 
ceived.) What means this? 
Voice. (From within the castle.) Who 
knocks? Is it you, Hermann, my raven? 
HERMANN. Yes, ’tis Hermann, your raven. 
—Come to the grating and eat. (Owls are 
screeching. )—Your night companions make a 
horrid noise, old man!—Do you relish your 
repast ? 


Voice. Yes, I was very hungry. Thanks 
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to Thee, thou merciful sender of ravens, for 
this thy bread of the wilderness !—And how 1s 
my dear child, Hermann? 

Hermann. Hush!—hark!—A noise like 
snoring !—Don’t you hear something? 

Voice. What? Do vou hear anything? 

Hermann. ’Tis the whistling of the wind 
through the crannies of the tower—a sere- 
nading which makes one’s teeth chatter, and 
one’s nails turn blue. Hark! ’tis there again 
—I still fancy I hear snoring.—You have 
“company, old man.—Ugh! ugh! ugh! 

Voice. Do you see anything? 

HERMANN. Farewell,——farewell ;—this is a 
fearful place. Go down into your hole—thy 
deliverer, thy avenger is above—Oh! accursed 
son! (Ls about to fly.) 

Cuaries. (Stepping forth with horror.) 
Stand ! 

HERMANN. (Screaming.) Oh, me! 


CHARLES. Stand! I say. 

HERMANN. Woe! woe! woe! now all is 
discovered ! 

CHARLES. Speak! Who art thou? What 
brought thee here? Speak! 

HERMANN. Mercy, mercy! gracious sir!— 


Hear but one word before you kill me. 

Cuar.es. (Drawing his sword.) What am 
I to hear? 

HERMANN. ’Tis true, he forbade me at 
the peril of my life—but I could not help it— 
I dare not do otherwise—a God in heaven— 
your own venerable father there—pity for him 
overcame me.—Kill me, if you will! 

Cuartes. There’s some mystery here—Out 
with it !—Speak! I must know all. 

Voice. (From the castle.) Woe! woe! 
it you, Hermann, that are speaking? 
whom are you speaking, Hermann ? 

CHarLEs. Some one else down there ?— 
What is the meaning of all this? (Runs fo- 
wards the castle.) Is it some prisoner whom 
mankind have cast off?—I will loosen his 
chains.—Voice! Speak! Where is the door? 

HerRMANN. Oh, have mercy, sir—seek no 
further, I entreat—for mercy’s sake desist! 

[He stops his way. 

Cuar.Es. Locks, bolts, and bars, away !— 
It must come out.—Now, FOR THE FIRST TIME, 
come to my aid, THIEFCRAFT! (fe opens the 
grated tron door with housebreaking tools.—An 
Op Man, reduced to a skeleton, comes up from 
below.) 

THE OLD Man. 
Mercy! 


Is 
To 


Mercy on a poor wretch! 
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Cuares. (Starts back in terror.) That is 
MY FATHER’S voice! 

OLp Moor. I thank thee, merciful Heaven ! 
The hour of deliverance has arrived. 

CuHarLEs. Shade of the aged Moor! what 
has disturbed thee in thy grave? Has thy soul 
left this earth charged with some foul crime 
that bars the gates of paradise against thee p— 
Say?—I will have masses read, to send thy 
wandering spirit to its home.—Hast thou 
buried in the earth the gold of widows and 
orphans, that thou art driven to wander howl- 
ing through the midnight hour? I will snatch 
the hidden treasure from the clutches of the 
infernal dragon, though he should vomit a 
thousand red-hot flames upon me, and gnash 
his sharp teeth against my sword. Or comest 
thou, at my request, to reveal to me the mys- 
teries of eternity ?—Speak, thou! speak! I am 
not the man to blanch with fear? 

O_p M. I am not a spirit.—Touch me—I 
live—but oh! a life indeed of misery ! 

CHARLES. What! hast thou not been buried? 

Otp M. I was buried—that is to say, a 
dead dog lies in the vault of my ancestors, 
and I have been pining for three long moons 
in this dark and loathsome dungeon, where no 
sunbeam shines, no warm breeze penetrates, 
where no friend is seen, where the hoarse 
raven croaks and owls screech their midnight 
concert 

CHARLES. 
done this! 

Otp M. Curse him not!—’Tis my son, 
Francis, who did this. 





Heaven and earth! Who has 


CHARLES. Francis? Francis?—Oh, eternal 
chaos ! 
Orp M. If thou art a mai and hast a 


human heart—oh! my unknown deliverer— 
then listen to a father’s miseries which his 
own sons have heaped upon him.—For three 
long moons I have moaned my pitiful tale to 
these flinty walls—but all my answer was an 
empty echo, which seemed to mock my wail- 
ings.—Therefore, if thou art a man, and hast 
a human heart 

CuHarLEs. That appeal might move even 
wild beasts to pity. 

Op M. I lay upon a sick bed, and had 
scarcely begun to recover a little strength, 
after a dangerous illness, when a man was 
brought to me, who pretended that my first- 
born had fallen in battle. He brought a sword 
stained with his blood, and his last farewell— 
and said that my curse had driven him into 
battle, and death, and despair. 
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CHARLES. ( Zurning away in violent agita- 
tion.) he light breaks in upon me! 

Otp M. Hear me on! I fainted at the 
dreadful news.—They must have thought me 
dead; for, when I recovered my senses, I was 
already in my coffin, shrouded like a corpse. 
—I scratched against the lid.—It was opened 
* —’twas in the dead of night—my son Francis 
stood before me—‘‘ What!’’ said he, with a 
tremendous voice, ‘‘wilt thou then live for 
ever ?’’—and with this he slammed to the lid of 
the coffin. The thunder of these words bereft 
me of my senses; when I awoke again, I felt 
that the coffin was in motion, and being borne 
on wheels.—At last it was opened — I found 
myself at the entrance of this dungeon—my 
son stood before me, and the man, too, who 
had brought me the bloody sword from 
Charles.—I fell at my son’s feet, and ten times 
I embraced his knees, and wept, and conjured, 
and supplicated,—but the supplications of a 
father reached not his flinty heart.—‘‘ Down 
with the old carcase!’’ said he, with a voice of 
thunder, ‘‘he has lived too long ;’’—and I 
was thrust down without mercy, and my son 
Francis closed the door upon me. 

CuHar_es. Impossible !—impossible! Your 
memory or your senses deceive you. 

Otp M. Oh, that it were so!—But hear 
me on, and restrain your rage! ‘There I lay 
for twenty hours, and not a soul cared for my 
misery. No human footstep treads this solitary 
wild, for ’tis commonly believed that the ghosts 
of my ancestors drag clanking chains through 
these ruins, and chant their funeral dirge at 
the hour of midnight.—At last I heard the door 
creak again on its hinges: this man opened it, 
and brought me bread and water. He told 
me that I had been condemned to die of hun- 
ger, and that his life was in danger should it 
be discovered that he fed me.—Thus has my 
miserable existence been till now sustained— 
but the unceasing cold—the foul air of my 
filthy dungeon—my incurable grief—have ex- 
hausted my strength, and reduced my body to 
a skeleton.—A thousand times have I implored 
Heaven, with tears, to put an end to my 
sufferings—but doubtless the measure of my 
punishment is not fulfilled,—or some happiness 
must be yet in store for me, for which he 
deigns thus miraculously to preserve me.—But 
I suffer justly—my Charles! my Charles !— 
and before there was even a gray hair on his 
head ! 

Cuartes. Enough! Rise! ye stocks, ye 
lumps of ice! ye lazy unfeeling sleepers! Up! 





| will none of you awake? (He fires a pistol over 


their heads. ) 

THE Ropsers. (Starting up.) Ho! 
hallo! what is the matter? 

CHARLES. Has not that tale shaken you 
out of your sleep? ’Tis enough to break the 
sleep eternal! See here, see here! The laws 
of the world have become mere dice-play ; the 
bonds of nature are burst asunder; the Demon 
of Discord has broken loose, and stalks abroad 
triumphant; the Son has slain his father! 

THE Roppers. What does the captain say ? 

CuHartes. Slain! did I say?—No, that is 
too mild a term! A son has a thousandfold 
broken his own father on the wheel,—impaled, 
racked, flayed him alive !—but all these words 
are too feeble to express what would make sin 
itself blush, and cannibals shudder. For ages, 
no devil ever conceived a deed so horrible.— 
His own father!—but see, see him! he has 
fainted away !—His own father—the son—into 
this dungeon—cold—naked—hungry—athirst 
—Oh! see, I pray you, see! ’tis my own 
father, in very truth it is. 

THE Roppers. (Come running and surround 
the old man.) Your father? Yours? 

Scuweit. (Approaches him reverently, and 
falls on his knees before him.) Father of my 
captain! let me kiss thy feet! My dagger is 
at thy command. 

CuHares. Revenge, revenge, revenge! thou 
horribly injured, profaned old man! Thus, 
from this moment, and for ever, I rend in 
twain all ties of fraternity. (fe rends his gar- 
ment from top to bottom.) “Here, in the face of 
heaven I curse him—curse every drop of blood 
which flows in his veins! Hear me, O moon 
and stars! and thou black canopy of night, 
that lookest down upon this horror !— Hear 
me, thrice terrible avenger! Thou who reign- 
est above yon pallid orb, who sittest an 
avenger and a judge above the stars, and 
dartest thy fiery bolts through darkness on the 
head of guilt! Behold me on my knees—be- 
hold me raise this hand aloft in the gloom of 
night—and hear my oath—and may nature 
vomit me forth as some horrible abortion from 
out the circle of her works, if I break that oath ! 
—Here I swear that I will never more greet 
the light of day, till the blood of that foul 
parricide, spilt upon this stone, reeks in misty 


hallo! 


vapor towards heaven. fTe rises. 
Rogsers. ’Tis a deed of hell! After this, 
who shall call us villains?—No! by all the 


dragons of darkness! we never have done any- 
thing half so horrible. 
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CuarLes. True! and by all the fearful 
groans of those whom your daggers have de- 
spatched—of those who on that terrible day | 
were consumed by fire, or crushed by the 
falling tower—no thought of murder or rapine 
shall be harbored in your breast, till every 
man among you has dyed his garments scarlet 
in this monster’s blood.—It never, I should 
think, entered your dreams, that it would fall 
to your lot to execute the great decrees of 
Heaven? The tangled web of our destiny is 
unraveled! ‘To-day, to-day, an invisible power 
has ennobled our craft! Worship Him who 
has called you to this high destiny, who has 
conducted you hither, and deemed ye worthy 
to be the terrible angels of his inscrutable 
judgments! Uncover your heads! Bow down 
and kiss the dust, and rise up san¢tified. 

[ Zhey kneel. 

SCHWEIT. Now, captain, issue your com- 
mands! What shall we do? 

CHARLES. Rise, Schweitzer! and touch 
these sacred locks! (Leading him to his father, 
and putting a lock of hair in his hand.) Do you 
remember still, how you cleft the skull of that 





Bohemian trooper, at the moment his sabre 
was descending on my head, and I had sunk 


| down on my knees, breathless and exhausted ? 


—’Twas then I promised thee a reward that 
should be right royal. But to this hour I have 
never been able to discharge that debt.— 
ScHWEIT. You swore that much to me, ’tis 
true; but let me call you my debtor for ever! 
CHarLes. No; now will I repay thee, 
Schweitzer! No mortal has yet been honored 
as thou shalt be.—I appoint thee avenger of 
my father’s wrongs! [SCHWEITZER 77s¢s. 
ScHWEIT. Mighty captain! this day you 
have, for the first time, made me truly proud! 
—Say, when, where, how shall I smite him? 
CHARLES. The minutes are sacred—You 
must hasten to the work.—Choose the best of 
the band, and lead them straight to the count’s 
castle! Drag him from his bed, though he 
sleep, or lie folded in the arms of pleasure !— 
Drag him from the table, though he be drunk! 
—Tear him from the crucifix, though he lie on 
his knees before it! But mark my words—I 
charge thee, deliver him into my hands,alive! 
—I will hew that man to pieces, and feed’ the 
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hungry vultures with his flesh, who dares but 
graze his skin, or injure a single hair of his 
head! I must have him whole. Bring him 
to me whole and alive, and a million shall be 
thy reward. I'll plunder kings at the risk of 
my life, but thou shalt have it, and go free as 
air.—Thou hast my purpose—see it done! 


























ScHweEIT. Enough, captain!—here is my 
hand upon it. You shall see both of us, or 
neither.—Come, Schweitzer’s destroying an- 
gels, follow me! [Lit with a troop. 

CuarLEs. The rest of you disperse in the 
forest—I remain here. 






































































































































ACT V. 


SCENE I.—A vwista of rooms.— Dark night. 


Einter DANIEL, with a lantern and a 
bundle. 


DaniEL. Farewell, dear home!—How many 
happy days have I enjoyed within these walls, 
while my old master lived.—Tears to thy 


memory, thou whom the grave has long since 
devoured !—He deserves this tribute from an 
old servant.—His roof was the asylum of 
orphans, the refuge of the destitute, but this 
son has made it a den of murderers. —Farewell, 
thou dear floor! How often has old Daniel 
scrubbed thee!—Farewell, dear stove, old 
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Daniel takes a heavy leave of thee.—All things 
had grown so familiar to thee,—thou wilt feel 
it sorely, old Eleazar.—But heaven preserve 
me through grace from the wiles and assaults 


‘of the Tempter.— Empty I came hither— | 
_ the balsam of life on sugar? 


empty I will depart,—but my soul is saved! 
(He ts in the ad? of going out, when he ts met by 
FRANCIS, rushing in, in his dressing-gown.) 
Heaven help me!—Master! 

[He puts out his lantern. 

Francis. Betrayed! betrayed! The spirits 
of the dead are vomited from their graves.— 
The realm of death, shaken out of its eternal 
slumber, roars at me, ‘‘ MURDERER! MUR- 
DERER !’’—-Who moves there? 

DaniEL. (Lrightened.) Help, holy Virgin! 
help! Is it you, my gracious master, whose 
shrieks echo so terribly through the castle that 
every one is aroused out of his sleep? 

Francis. Sleep! And who gave thee leave 
to sleep? Go, get lights! (#x7zt DaNIEL.— 
Enter another servant.) No one shall sleep at 
this hour.—Do you hear?—AlIl shall be awake 
—in arms—let the guns be loaded !—Did you 
not see them rushing through yon vaulted 


passages ? 
SERVANT. See whom, my lord? 
Francis. Whom? you dolt, slave!—And 


do you, with a cold and vacant stare, ask me 
whom? Have they not beset me to madness? 
—Whom blockhead! whom?—Ghosts and 
demons !—How far is the night advanced? 

SERVANT. The watch has just called two. 

Francis. What! will this eternal night last 
till doomsday ?—Did you hear no tumult near? 
—no shout of victory?—no trampling of 
horses ?—Where is Char—the Count, I would 
say? 

SERVANT. I know not, my lord. 

Francis. You know not? And are you, too, 
one of his gang?—TI’ll tread your villain’s 
heart out through your ribs, for that infernal 


‘I know not !’—Begone, fetch the minister! 
SERVANT. My lord! 
Francis. What! Do you grumble? Do 


you demur? (£xtt servant hastily.) Do my 
very slaves conspire against me? Heaven, 
earth, and hell—all conspire against me! 

DaniEL. (Returns with a lighted candle.) 
My lord! 

Francis. Who said I trembled? No!— 
*twa3 but a dream.—The dead still rest in their 
graves!—Tremble! or palep—No, no! Iam 
calm—quite tranquil. 

DaniEL. You are as pale as death, my lord; 
your voice is weak and faltering. 
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Francis. I am somewhat feverish. When 
the minister comes, be sure you say I am in a 


fever. Say that I intend to be bled in the 
morning. 
DaniEL. Shall I give you some drops of 


Francis. Yes, balsam of life on sugar! The 
minister will not be here just yet. My voice 
is weak and faltering. Give me of the balsam 
of life on sugar! 

DaniEL. Let me have the keys, I will go 
down to the closet and get it 

Francis. No! no! no!—Stay!—or I will 





| go with you.—You see I must not be left 


alone.—How easily I might, you see—faint— 
if I should be left alone. Never mind, never 
mind! It will pass off—you must not leave me. 

DanieEL. Indeed, sir, you are ill, very ill. 

FRANCIS. Yes, just so, just so, nothing 
more.—And illness, you know, bewilders the 
brain, and breeds strange and maddening 
dreams.— What signify dreams ?— Dreams 
come from the stomach, and cannot signify 
anything.—Is it not so, Daniel? I had a very 
comical dream just now. 

[He sinks down fainting. 

DaniEL. Oh, merciful Heaven! what is 
this >—George !—Conrad !—Sebastian !—Mar- 
tin!—Give but some sign of life! (Shaking 
him. )—Oh, the blessed Virgin !—Oh, Joseph! 
—Keep but your reason!—They will say I 
have murdered him!—Lord have mercy upon 
me! 

Francis. ( Confused.) Avaunt !—avaunt !— 
why dost thou glare upon me thus, thou hor- 
rible speétre?—The time for the resurrection 
of the dead is not yet come. 


DANIEL. Merciful Heavens! he has lost 
his senses. 
Francis. (Recovering himself gradually.) 


Where am I?—You here, Daniel? What have 
I said? Heed it not. I have told a lie, 
whatever I said.—Come! help me up!—’ Twas 
only a fit of delirium—because—because—I 
have not finished my night’s rest. 

DaniEL. If John were but here!—I’ll call 
for help—I’ll send for the physician. 

Francis. Stay! Seat yourself by my side 
on this sofa!—There.—You are a sensible 
man, a good man. Listen to my dream! 

DaniEL. Not now; another time! Let 
me lead you to bed ;—you have great need of 
rest. 

Francis. No, no—lI prithee, listen, Dan- 
iel, and have a good laugh at me !—You must 
know, I fancied that I held a princely ban- 
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Ces 
quet, my heart was merry, and I lay stretched 
on the turf in the castle garden,—and all on a 
sudden—it was at mid-day—and all on a sud- 
den—but mind you have a good laugh at 
me! 

DanieL. All on a sudden? 

Francis. All on a sudden a tremendous 
peal of thunder struck upon my slumbering 
ear; I started up staggering and trembling; 
and lo, it seemed as if the whole hemisphere 
had burst forth in one flaming sheet of fire, 
and mountains, and cities, and forests melted 
away like wax in the furnace ;—and then arose 
a howling whirlwind, which swept before it 
the earth, and the sea, and heaven—then 
came a sound, as from brazen trumpets, 
‘‘Earth, give up thy dead: Sea, give up thy 
dead !’’—and the open plains began to heave, 
and to cast up skulls, and ribs, and jawbones, 
and legs, which drew together into human 
bodies, and then came sweeping along in 
dense, interminable masses—a living deluge. 
—Then I looked up, and lo! I stood at the 
foot of the thundering Sinai, and above me 
was a multitude, and below mea multitude; 
and on the summit of the mountain, on three 
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smoking thrones, sat three men, before whose 
gaze all creation trembled.— 


DanieEL. Why, this is a living picture of 
the day of judgment. 
Francis. Did I not tell you? Is it not 


ridiculous stuff?p—And one stepped forth who, 
to look upon, was like a starlight night; he 
had in his hand a signet ring of iron, which 
he held up between the east and the west, and 
said, ‘‘Eternal, holy, just, immutable! There 
is but ome truth; there is but ome virtue! 
Woe, woe, woe! to the doubting sinner !’’— 
Then stepped forth a second, who had in his 
hand a flashing mirror, which he held up 
between the east and the west, and said, 
“‘This is the mirror of truth; hypocrisy and 
deceit cannot look on it.’’—Then was I terri- 
fied, and so were all, for we saw the forms of 
snakes, and tigers, and leopards, reflected 
from that fearful mirror.—Then stepped forth 
a third, who had in his hand a brazen balance, 
which he held up between the east and the 
west, and said, ‘‘ Approach, ye sons of Adam! 
—I weigh your thoughts in the balance of my 
wrath! and your deeds with the weight of 
my fury !’’— 
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The Lord have mercy upon me! 
They all stood pale and trem- 


DANIEL. 
FRANCIS. | 
bling, and every heart was panting with fearful 


expectation. Then it seemed to me as if I 
heard my name called the first from out the 
thunders of the mountain, and the innermost 
marrow froze within my bones, and my teeth 
chattered loudly. Presently the clang of the 
balance was heard, the rocks sent forth thun- 
ders, and the hours glided by, one after the 
other, towards the left scale, and each threw 
into it a mortal sin.— 

DaniEL. Oh, may God forgive you! 

Francis. He forgave me not! The left 
scale grew mountains high, but the other, 
filled with the blood of atonement, still out- 
weighed it.—At last came an old man, heavily 
bowed down with grief, his arm gnawed 
through with raging hunger. Every eye 
turned away in horror from the sight. I knew 
the man—he cut off a lock of his silver hair, 
and cast it into the scale of my sins, when, lo! 
in an instant, it sank down to the abyss, and 
the scale of atonement flew up on high. Then 
heard I a voice, issuing like thunder from the 
bowels of the mountain, ‘‘ Pardon, pardon to 
every sinner of the earth and of the deep! 
Thou alone art rejected!’’ (A profound 
pause. )—Well, why don’t you laugh? 

DanigEL. Can I laugh while my flesh 
creeps >—Dreams come from above. 

Francis. Pshaw! Pshaw! Say not so! 
Call me a fool, an idiot, an absurd fool! Do, 
there’s a good Daniel, I entreat of you; have a 
hearty laugh at me! 


DaniEL. Dreams come from God. I will 
pray for you. 
Francis. Thou hest, I tell thee.—Go, this 


instant, run! be quick! see where the minister 
tarries all this time; tell him to come quickly, 
instantly !—But, I tell thee, thou liest! 


DaniEL. Heaven have mercy upon you! 
[ Exit. 
Francis. Vulgar prejudice! mere super- 


stition !—It has not yet been proved that the 
past is not past and forgotten, or that there is 
an eye above this earth to take account of 
what passes on it.—Humph! humph! But 
whence, then, this fearful whisper to my soul? 
Is there really an avenging judge above the 
stars?—No, no!—Yes, yes! A fearful monitor 
within bears witness that there is One above 
the stars who judgeth!—What! meet the a- 
venger above the stars this very night >—No, 
no! I say.—All is empty, lonely, desolate, 
beyond the stars.—Miserable subterfuge, be- 
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neath which thy cowardice seeks to hide itself. 
—And if there should be something in it after 
all? No! no! it cannot be. I insist that it 
cannot be! But yet, if there should be!— 
Woe to thee, if thy sins should all have been 
registered above!—if they should be counted 
over to thee this very night!—Why creeps 
this shudder through my frame?—To DiE!— 
Why does that word fright me thus?—To give 
an account to the Avenger, there, above the 
stars !—and if he should be just—the wail of 
orphans and widows, of the oppressed, the 
tormented, ascending to his ears, and he be 
just? Why have they been afflicted? And why 
have I been permitted to trample upon them? 


Enter PASTOR MOSER. 


Moser. Your lordship sent forme: JI am 
surprised! The first time in my life! Is it 
to scoff at religion, or does it begin to make 
you tremble? 

Francis. I may scoff, or I may tremble, 
according as you shall answer me.—Listen to 
me, Moser; I will prove that you are a fool, 
or wish to make fools of others, and you shall 
answer me.—Do you hear? At the peril of 
your life you shall answer me. 

Moser. ’Tis a higher Being whom you 
summon before your tribunal. He will answer 
you hereafter. 

Francis. I will be answered now, this 
instant, that I may not commit the contempti- 
ble folly of calling upon the idol of the vulgar 
under the pressure of suffering. I have often, 
in bumpers of burgundy, tauntingly pledged 
you in the toast, ‘“‘ There is no God!’’—Now 
I address myself to you in earnest, and I tell 
you, there is none!—You shali oppose me 
with all the weapons in your power; but with 
the breath of my lips I will blow them away. 

Moser. ’Twere well if you could also blow 
away the thunder which will alight upon your 
proud soul with ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand tons’ weight! That omniscient God, 
whom you—fool and miscreant—are denying 
in the midst of His creation, needeth not to 
justify himself by the mouth of dust. He is 
as great in your tyrannies, as in the sweetest 
smile of triumphant virtue. 

Francis. Uncommonly well said, parson! 
Thus I like you. 

Moser. I stand here as steward of a greater 
Master, and am addressing one who, like my- 
self, is a sinner—one whom I care not to 
please. I must indeed be able to work mira- 
cles, to extort the acknowledgment from your 
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obdurate wickedness—but, if your conviction 
is so firm, why did you send for me? Pray 
tell me, why have you sent for me in the 
middle of the night? 

Francis. Because time hangs heavy on my 
hands, and the chess-board has ceased to have 
any attraction. I wish to amuse myself ina 
tilt with the parson. Your empty terrors will 
not unman my courage. I am well aware 
that those who have come off short in this 
world look forward to eternity; but they will 
be sadly disappointed. I have always read 
that our whole being is nothing more than a 
blood-spring, and that, with its last drop, 
mind and thought dissolye into nothing. 
They share all the infirmities of the body: 
why, then, should they not cease with its 
dissolution? Why not evaporate in its de- 
composition? Let a drop of water stray into 
your brain, and life makes a sudden pause, 
which borders on non-existence, and this 
pause continued is death. Sensation is the 
vibration of a few chords, which, when the 
instrument is broken, cease to sound. If I 
raze my seven castles—if I dash this Venus to 
pleces—there is AN END of their symmetry 


and beauty. Behold! thus it is with your 
immortal soul! 
Moser. So says the philosophy of your 


despair.» But your own heart, which knocks 
against your ribs with terror even while you 
thus argue, gives your tongue the lie. These 
cobwebs of systems are swept away by the 
single word—‘‘THou Must pIE!’’—I chal- 
lenge you, and be this the test:—If you main- 
tain your firmness in the hour of death; if 
your principles do not then miserably desert 
you, you shall be admitted to have the best of 
the argument. But if, in that dread hour, the 
least shudder creeps over you, then woe be to 
you! you have deceived yourself. 

Francis. (D¢sturbed.) If in the hour of 
death a shudder creeps over me? 

Moser. I have seen many such wretches 
before now, who set truth at defiance up to 
that point; but at the approach of death the 
illusion vanished. I will stand at your bed- 
side when you are dying—lI should much like 
to see a tyrant die.—I will stand by, and look 
you steadfastly in the face when the physician 
takes your cold, clammy hand, and is scarcely 
able to dete¢t your expiring pulse; and when 
~ he looks up, and, with a fearful shake of the 
head, says to you, ‘‘All human aid is in 
vain!’’ Beware, at that moment, beware, 
lest you look like Richard and Nero! 





Francis. No, no! 
Moser. Even that very ‘‘No’’ will then 
be turned to a howling ‘‘ Yea!’’—An inward 


tribunal, which you can no longer cheat with 
sceptical delusions, will then wake up and pass 
judgment upon you. But the waking up will 
be like that of one buried alive in the bowels 
of the churchyard ;—there will come remorse 
like -that of the suicide who has committed 
the fatal aét and repents it ;—’twill be a flash 
of lightning suddenly breaking in upon the 
midnight darkness of your life!—There will 
be onE look, and, if you can sustain that, I 
will admit that you have won! 

Francis. ( Walking up and down restlessly. ) 
Cant! Priestly cant! 

Moser. ‘Then, for the first time, will the 
sword of eternity pass through your soul ;— 
and then, for the first time, too. late, the 
thought of Gop will wake up a terrible 
monitor, whose name is JupGE. Mark this, 
Moor; a thousand lives hang upon your beck: 
and, of those thousand, every nine hundred 
and ninety-nine have been rendered miserable 
by you. You wanted but the Roman Empire 
to be a Nero, the kingdom of Peru to be a 
Pizarro. Now do you really think that the 
Almighty will suffer a worm like you to play 
the tyrant in His world, and to reverse all his 
ordinances? Do you think the nine hundred 
and ninety-nine were created only to be de- 
stroyed, only to serve as puppets in your 
diabolical game? Think it not! He will 
call you to account for every minute of which 
you have robbed them, every joy that you 
have poisoned, every perfection that you have 
intercepted.—Then, if you can answer Him— 
then, Moor, I will admit that you have won. 

Francis. No more, not another word! 
Am I to be at the mercy of thy drivelling 
fancies ? 

Moser. Beware! The different destinies 
of mankind are balanced with terrible nicety. 
The scale of life which sinks here will rise 
there, and that which rises here will sink 
there. What was here temporary affliction will 
there be eternal triumph; and what here was 
temporary triumph will there be eternal despair. 

Francis. (Rushing savagely upon him.) 
May the thunder of heaven strike thee dumb, — 
thou lying spirit! I will tear thy venomed 
tongue out of thy mouth! 

Moser. Do you so soon feel the weight of 
truth? Before I have brought forward one 
single word of evidence? Let me first pro- 
ceed to the proofs 
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To hell with thee and 
The soul is annihilated, I tell 
thee, and I will not be gainsayed ! 


Francis. Silence! 


thy proofs! 


Moser. That is what the spirits of the 
bottomless pit are hourly moaning for; but 
Heaven denies the boon. Do you hope to 
escape from the Avenger’s arm even in the 
solitary waste of nothingness? If you climb 
up into heaven, he is there! if you make your 
bed in hell, behold he is there also! If you 
say to the night, ‘‘Hide me!’’ and to the 
darkness, ‘‘Cover me!’’ even the night shall 
be light about you, and darkness blaze upon 
your damned soul like a noonday sun. 

Francis. But I do not wish to be im- 
mortal—let them be so that like; I have no 
desire to hinder them. I will force him to 
annihilate me; I will so provoke his fury, 
that he may utterly destroy me. Tell me 
which are the greatest sins—which excite him 
to the most terrible wrath? 

Moser. I know but two. But MEN do 
not commit these, nor do MEN even dream of 
them. 

Francis What are they ?>— 

Moser. (Very significantly.) PARRICIDE is 
the name of the one; FRATRICIDE of the 
other.—Why do you turn so suddenly pale? 

Francis. What, old man? Art thou in 
league with heaven or with hell? Who told 
thee that? 

Moser. Woe to him that hath them both 
upon his soul! It were better for that man 
that he had never been born! But be at 
peace; you have no longer either a father or 
a brother! 

Francis. Ha!—what! Do you know no 
greater sin?—Think again!—Death, heaven, 
eternity, damnation, hang upon thy lips.— 
Not one greater? 

Moser. No, not one! 

Francis. (Falling back in a chair.) Anni- 
hilation! annihilation! 

Moser. Rejoice, then; rejoice! Con- 
gratulate yourself!—With all your abomina- 
tions, you are yet a saint in comparison with 
a parricide. The curse that falls upon you is 
a love ditty in comparison with the curse that 
lies upon him.—Retribution 

Francis. (Starting up.) Away with thee! 
May the graves open and swallow thee ten 
thousand fathoms deep, thou bird of ill omen! 
Who bade thee come here? Away, I tell 
thee, or I will run thee through and through! 

Moser. Can mere ‘priestly cant’? excite 
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a philosopher to such a pitch of frenzy? Why 
not blow it away with a breath of your lips? 
[ Zxit. 
[Francis throws himself about tn his chat 
in terrible agitation. Profound stillness. 


Enter a SERVANT, hastily, 


SERVANT. The Lady Amelia has fled. 
The count has suddenly disappeared. 


Enter DANIEL, 72 great alarm. 


DaniEL. My Lord, a troop of furious 
horsemen are galloping down the hill, shouting 
‘“‘murder! murder!’’—The whole village is 
in alarm. 

Francis. Quick! let all the bells be 
tolled—summon every one to the chapel—let 
all fall on their knees—pray for me.—All 
prisoners shall be released and forgiven—I 
will make two and three-fold restitution to 
the poor—I will—why don’t you run?—Do 
call in the father confessor, that he may give 
me absolution for my sins.—What ?—are you 
not gone yet? 

[ Zhe uproar becomes more audible. 

DaniEL. Heaven have mercy upon me, 
poor sinner! Can I believe you in earnest, 
sir? You, who always made a jest of religion? 
How many a Bible and prayer book have you 
flung at my head when by chance you caught 
me at my devotions! 

Francis. No more of this.—To pDIE!— 
think of it !—ro prE!—It will be too late !— 
(The votce of SCHWEITZER 7s heard, loud and 
Jurious.) Pray for me, Daniel!—Pray, I en- 
treat you! 

DaniEL. I always told you,—‘‘ you hold 
prayer in such contempt ;—but take heed! 
take heed! when the fatal hour comes, when 
the waters are flowing in upon your soul, you 
will be ready to give all the treasures of the 
world for one little Christian prayer.’’—Do 
you see it now?—What abuse you used to 
heap on me! Now you feel it! Is it not 
so? 

Francis. (Embracing him violently.) For- 
give me! my dear, precious jewel of a Daniel, 
forgive me!—I will clothe you from head to 
foot—do but pray. I will make quite a 
bridegroom of you—I will—only do pray—I 
entreat you—on my knees, I conjure you.— 
In the devil’s name, pray!—why don’t you 
pray? [ Zumult in the street, shouts and noises. 

SCHWEIT. (Jn the street.) Storm the place! 
—Kill all before you!—Force the gates !—I] 
see lights !—He must be there ! 























Francis. (On his knees.) Listen to my 
prayer, oh God in heaven!—It is the first 
time—it shall never happen again.—Hear me, 
God in heaven! 


DantEL. Mercy on me! What are you 
‘saying! What a wicked prayer! 


Uproar of the PEOPLE, rushing in. 


PEOPLE. Robbers! murderers! Who 
makes such a dreadful noise at this midnight 
hour? 

ScuweEIT. (S#/ in the street.) Beat them 
back, comrades!—’Tis the devil, come to 
fetch your master.—Where is Schwarz with 
his troop!—Surround the castle, Grimm !— 
Scale the walls! 

Grimm. Bring the firebrands.—Either we 
must up or he must down.—I will throw fire 
into his halls. 

Francis. (Praying.) Oh Lord! I have 
been no common murderer—I have been 
guilty of no petty crimes, gracious Lord 

DaniEL. Heaven be merciful to us! His 
very prayers are turned to sins. (Stones and 
firebrands are hurled up from below; the 
windows fallin with a crash; the castle takes 
jire.) 

Francis. I cannot pray.— Here! and 
here! (Striking his breast and his forehead.) 
All is so void—so barren! (Rises from his 
knees.) No, I will not pray.—Heaven shall 
not have that triumph, nor hell that pastime. 

DaniEL. Oh holy Virgin! Help!—save! 
—The whole castle is in flames! 

Francis. There, take thissword! Quick! 
Run it right through my body, that these 
fiends may not be in time to make holiday 
sport of me. [ Zhe fire increases. 








DaNniEL. Heaven forbid! Heaven for- 
bid; I would send no one before his time to 
heaven, much less to [He runs away. 

Francis. (Following him with a ghastly 
stare, after a pause.) To hell, thou wouldst 
say.—Indeed! I scent something of the 
kind.—(/x delirium.) Are these their tri- 
umphant yells? Do I hear you hissing, ye 
serpents of the abyss?—They force their way 
up—they besiege the door!—Why do I shrink 
from this biting steel?—The door cracks—it 
yields—there is no escape!—Ha! then do 
thou have mercy upon me! [fe sears away 
the golden cord from his hat, and strangles 
himself. 





Enter SCHWEITZER and his band. 


ScHWEIT. Murderous wretch, where art 
thou?—Did you see how they fled ?—Has he 
so few friends?—Where has the beast crawled 
to? 

Grimm. (Stumbles over the corpse.) Stay! 
what is this lying in the way? Lights here. 

Scuw. He has been beforehand with us. 
Put up your swords. ‘There he lies sprawling 
like a dead dog. 

ScHweit. Dead! What! dead? Dead 
without me?—’Tis a lie, I say.—Mark how 
quickly he will spring upon his feet! (Shakes 
him.) Hollo! up with you! There is a 
father to be murdered. 

Grimm. Spare your pains. 
as a log. 

ScuwEIt. (Steps aside from him.) Yes, his 
game is up. He is dead! dead!—Go back, 
and_ tell my captain he is as dead as a log.— 
He will not see me again. [Blows his brains 
out. 


He is as dead 
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SCENE II.—TZhe scene the same as the last 
scene of the preceding Adc. 


Otp Moor seated on a stone ; CHARLES VON 
Moor offosite; ROBBERS scattered 
through the wood. 


Cuaries. He does not come! 

[Strikes his dagger against a stone till the 

sparks fly. 

Otp M. Let pardon be his punishment— 
redoubled love my vengeance. 

CuarLes. No! by my enraged soul, that 
shall not be! I will not permit it. He shall 
bear that enormous load of crime with him 
into eternity !—What else should I kill him 
for? 

Otp M. (Bursting into tears.) Oh, my 
child! 

CuarLes. What! you weep for him? In 
sight of this dungeon ? 

Otp M. Mercy! oh, mercy! ( Wringing 
his hands violently.) Now—now my son is 
brought to judgment! 

CHar.eEs. (Starting.) Which son? 

Otp M. Ha! what means that question ? 

CuHartes. Nothing! nothing! 

O_p M. Art thou come to make a mock- 
ery of my grief? 

CuHareEs. ‘Treacherous conscience !—Take 
no heed of my words! 

Otp M. Yes, I persecuted a son, and a 
son persecutes me in return. It is the finger 
of God.—Oh my Charles! my Charles! If 
thou dost hover around me in the realms of 
peace, forgive me! oh forgive me! 

Cuares. (fastily.) He forgives you!— 
(Checking himself.) If he is worthy to be 
called your son, he must forgive you! 

Oxtp M. Ha! he was too noble a son for 
me—But I will go to him with my tears, my 
sleepless nights, my racking dreams. I will 
embrace his knees, and cry—cry aloud—‘‘I 
have sinned against heaven and before thee; 
I am no more worthy to be called thy father!”’ 

CHARLES. (ln deep emotion.) Was he very 
dear to you—that other son? 

Otp M. Heaven is my witness, how much 
I loved him.—Oh, why did I suffer myself to 
be beguiled by the arts of a wicked son?—I 


was an envied father among the fathers of the’ 


world—my children full of promise, blooming 
by my side!—But—oh that fatal hour!—the 
demon of envy entered into the heart of my 
younger son—I listened to the serpent—and 
—lost both my children ! 

| Hides his countenance. 
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CuHares. (Removes to a distance from him.) 
Lost for ever! 

Otp M. Oh, deeply do I feel the words 
of Amelia.—The spirit of vengeance spoke 
from her lips. ‘In vain wilt thou stretch 
forth thy dying hands after a son, in vain 
fancy thou art grasping the warm hand of thy 
Charles,—he will never more stand by thy 
bedside. ”’ 

[CHARLES stretches out his hand to him with 

averted face. 
Oh, that this were the hand of my Charles !— 
But he is laid far away in the narrow house— 
he is sleeping the iron sleep—he hears not the 
voice of my lamentation.—Woe is me! to die 
in the arms of a stranger !—No son left—no 
son left to close my eyes !— 

CuHarRLEs. (Jn violent emotion.) It must be 
so—the moment has arrived—Leave me—(¢o 
the Roppers.) And yet—can I restore his son 
to him?—Alas! No! I cannot restore him 
that son!—No! I will not think of it. 

O_p M. Friend! what is that you were 
muttering? 

CHARLES. Your son—yes, old man—(/a/- 
tering) your son—is—lost for ever !- 

Op M. For ever? 

CHARLES. (Looking up to heaven in bitter 
anguish.) Oh this once—keep my soul from 
sinking !—Sustain me but this once! 

Oxtp M. For ever, did you say? 

Cuar_Les. Ask no more! I said for ever! 

Otp M. Stranger, stranger! why didst 
thou drag me forth from the dungeon to 
remind me of my sorrows? 

CuarLes. And. what?—if I were now to 
snatch his blessing?—snatch it like a thief, 
and steal away with the precious prize?—A 
father’s blessing, they say, is never lost. 

Otp M. And is my Francis too lost? 

CuHarRLES. (Falling on his knees before him.) 
*Twas I who burst the bars of your dungeon. 
—I crave thy blessing! ; 

OLtp M. (Sorrowfully.) Oh that thou 
shouldst destroy the son!—thou, the father’s 
deliverer!—Behold! Heaven’s mercy is un- 
tiring, and we pitiful worms let the sun go 
down upon our wrath. (Lays his hand upon 
the head of CHARLES.) Be thou happy, even 
as thou shalt be merciful! 

CHARLES. (Rising much affected.) Oh!— 
where is my manhood? My sinews are un- 
strung—the sword drops from my hand. 

O.tp M. How lovely a thing it is when 
brethren dwell together in unity; as the dew 
drops of heaven that fall upon the mountains 
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of Zion.—Learn to deserve that happiness, 
young man, and the angels of heaven will sun 
themselves in thy glory. Let thy wisdom be 
the wisdom of gray hairs, but let thy heart be 
the heart of innocent childhood. 

CuarLes. Oh, for a foretaste of that hap- 
piness !—Kiss me, divine old man! 

Otp M. (Kissing him.) Think it thy fa- 
ther’s kiss; and I will think that I am kissing 
my son.—Canst thou too weep? 

Cuar_es. I felt as if it were my father’s 
kiss !—Woe unto me, were they to bring him 
now! 

[ Zhe companions of SCHWEITZER enter in a 
silent and mournful procession, hanging 
down their heads, and hiding their faces. 

CHARLES. Good Heaven! (Retreats hor- 
ror-struck, and seeks to hide himself. They 
pass by him. His face ts averted. Profound 
silence. They halt.) 

Grimm (ln a subdued tone.) My captain! 

[CHARLES does not answer, and steps farther 

back. 

Scuw. Dear captain! 
still farther. 

GRIMM. 


[CHARLES retreats 


*Tis not our fault, captain! 


Cuar_es. (Without looking at them.) Who 
are ye? 

Grimm. You do not look at us! Your 
faithful followers. 

CHARLES. Woe to ye, if ye are faithful 
to me! 

Grimm. The last farewell from your ser- 


vant Schweitzer !—he never will return, thy 
faithful Schweitzer ! 

CHARLES. ( Starting.) Then ye have not 

found him? 

ScHw. Found him dead. 

CHARLES. (Leaping up with joy.) Thanks, 
O Sovereign Ruler of all things!—Embrace 
me, my children !—Mercy be henceforward our 
watchword !—Now, were that too surmounted, 
—all would be surmounted. 


E-nter ROBBERS with AMELIA. 


Ropsers. Hurrah! 
_splendid prize! 

AmeELIA. ( With hair dishevelled.) The dead, 
they cry, have arisen at his voice—My uncle 
alive—in this wood—Where is he? Charles? 
Uncle!—Ha? (She rushes into the arms of 
OLD Moor. ) 

Otp M. Amelia! my daughter! Amelia! 
(holds her tightly grasped tn his arms.) 

. Cuaries. (Starting back.) Who brings this 
image before my eyes? 


hurrah! A prize, a 








AMELIA. ( Tearing herself from the old man, 
rushes upon CHARLES, and embraces him in an 
ecstasy of delight.) I have him, O, ye stars! I 
have him! 

CHARLES. ( Tearing himself away, to the 
Rossers.) Let us be gone, comrades! The 
arch fiend has betrayed me! 

AMELIA. My bridegroom, my bridegroom! 
thou art. raving! Ha! ’Tis with delight! 
Why, then, am I so cold, so unfeeling, in the 
midst of this tumult of happiness? 

OLD M. (Rousing himself.) Bridegroom? 
Daughter! my daughter! Thy bridegroom? 

AMELIA. His for ever! He for ever, ever, 
mine! Oh! ye heavenly powers! support me 
in this ecstasy of bliss, lest I sink beneath its 
weight! 

CHARLES. Tear her from my neck! Kill 
her! Kill him! Kall me—yourselves—every- 
body !—Let the whole world perish! 

[ About to rush off. 

AMELIA. Whither? what? Love! eternity! 





happiness! never-ending joys! and thou 
wouldst fly? 
CHARLES. Away, away! most unfortunate 


of brides !—See with thine own eyes; ask, and 
hear it with thine own ears!—Most miserable 
of fathers! Let me escape hence for ever! 

AMELIA. Support me! for Heaven’s sake 
support me!—It is growing dark before my 
eyes !—He flies ! 

CHARLES. Too late! In vain! Your curse, 
father !—Ask me no more!—I am—I have— 
your curse—your supposed curse!—Who en- 
ticed me hither? (Rushing upon the ROBBERS 
with drawn sword.) Which of you enticed me 
hither, ye demons of the abyss? Perish, then, 
Amelia!—Die, father! Die, for the third 
time, through me!—These, thy deliverers, are 
Ropsers and Murperers!—Thy Charles is 
their Caprain! [OLD Moor expires. 

[AMELIA stands silent and transfixed like 

a statue. The whole band are mute. A 
fearful pause. 

Cuares. (Rushing against an oak.) The 
souls of those I have Rasa in the intoxica- 
tion of love—of those whom I crushed to 
atoms in the sacredness of sleep—of those 
whom Ha! ha! ha! do you hear the pow- 
der-magazine bursting over the heads of women 
in travail?—Do you see the flames creeping 
round the cradles of sucklings?—That is our 
nuptial torch; those shrieks our wedding 
music!—Oh! he forgetteth none of these 
things !—he knoweth how to connect the links 
in the chain of life.—Therefore do love’s de- 
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lights elude my grasp; therefore is love given 
me for a torment !—This is retribution ! 

Ameuia. ’Tis all true! Thou Ruler in 
heaven! ’Tis all true!—What have I done, 
poor innocent lamb?—I have loved this man! 

CuarLes. This is more than a man can 
endure.—Have I not heard death hissing at 
me from thousands of barrels, and never 
yet moved a hair’s breadth out of its way.— 
And shall I now be taught to tremble like a 
woman? tremble before a woman?—No! a 
woman shall not conquer my manly courage! 
—Blood! blood! ’tis but a fit of womanish 
feeling.—I must glut myself with blood; and 
this will pass away. [He ts about to fly. 

AMELIA. (S7xking into his arms.) Mur- 
derer! devil !—I cannot—angel—leave thee! 

CuHar es. ( Zhrusting her from him.) Away! 
insidious serpent! Thou wouldst make a 
mockery of my frenzy; but I will bid defi- 
ance to my tyrant destiny.—What! art thou 
weeping? O ye relentless, malicious stars !— 
She pretends to weep, as if any soul could 
weep for me!— (AMELIA falls on his neck.) 
Ha! what means this? She shuns me not,— 
she spurns me not.—Amelia! hast thou then 
forgotten ?—Dost thou remember whom thou 
art embracing, Amelia? 

Ametia. My only one, mine, mine, for 
ever ! 

CHARLES. (Recovering himself, in an ecstasy 
of joy.) She forgives me, she lovesme! Then 
am I pure as the ether of heaven, for she loves 
me!—With tears I thank thee, all-merciful 
Father! (He falls on his knees, and bursts 
into a violent fit of weeping.) The peace of 
my soul is restored,—my sufferings are at an 
end.—Hell is no more!—Behold! oh _ be- 
hold! the child of light weeps on the neck of 
a repentant demon !—(Aising, and turning to 
the Rospers.) Why are ye not weeping also? 
Weep, weep, ye are all so happy.—O Amelia! 
Amelia! Amelia! 

[He hangs on her neck, they remain locked 

in a silent embrace. 

A Rosser. (Stepping forward, enraged.) 
Hold, traitor!—This instant come from her 
arms !—or I will speak a word that shall make 
thy ears tingle, and thy teeth chatter with 
horror! [He holds his sword between them. 

AAN AGED Rogpper. Remember the Bohe- 
mian forests! Dost thou hear? dost thou 
tremble ?—Remember the Bohemian forests, I 
tell thee! Faithless man! where are thy 
oaths? Are wounds so soon forgotten? Who 
staked fortune, honor, life itself, for thee? 
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Who stood by thee like walls, and like shields 
caught the blows which were aimed at thy life? 
—Didst not thou then lift up thy hand and 
swear, an iron oath NEVER TO FORSAKE US, 
even as we forsook not thee?—Base, perfidi- 
ous wretch! and wouldst thou now desert us, 
at the whining of a harlot? 

A THIRD Rosser. Shame on thy perjury! 
The spirit of the immolated RoLLER, whom 
thou didst summon from the realms of death 
to attest thy oath, will blush at thy cowardice, 
and rise from his grave full armed to chastise 
thee. 

THe Roppers. (AM in disorder, tearing 
open their garments.) See here! and here! 
Dost thou know these scars? ‘Thou art ours! 
With our heart’s blood we have bought thee, 
and thou art ours bodily, even though the 
Archangel Michael should seek to wrest thee 
out of the grasp of the fiery Moloch !—Now! 
March with us!—SACRIFICE FOR SACRIFICE; 
AMELIA FOR THE BAND! 

CHARLES. (Releasing her hand.) It is past! 
—I would arise, and return to my father, 
but Heaven has said ‘It shall not be!”’ 
( Coldly.) Blind fool that I was! why should 
I wish it? Is it possible for a great sinner to 
return? A great sinner never can return.— 
That ought I long since to have known.—Be 
still! I pray thee be still!—’Tis all as it 
should be.—When He sought me, I would 
not; now that I seek Him, He will not. 
What can be more just?—Do not roll about 
thine eyes so wildly—He has no need of me. 
—Has He not creatures in abundance ?—One 
He can easily spare, and that one am I.— 
Come along, comrades! 

AMELIA. (Pulling him back.) Stay, I be- 
seech you! One blow! one deadly blow! 
Again forsaken! Draw thy sword, and have 
mercy on me! 

CuarLEs. Mercy has taken refuge among 
bears—I will not kill thee! 

AMELIA. (Embracing his knees.) Oh, for 
Heaven’s sake! by all that is merciful !—I 
ask no longer for love—I know that our stars 
fly from each other in opposition.—Death is 
all I ask.—Forsaken, forsaken!—Take that 
word in all its dreadful import !—Forsaken! I 
cannot survive it! Thou knowest well that 
no woman can survive that.—All- I ask is 
death. See, my hand trembles! I have not 
courage to strike the blow. I shrink from 
the gleaming blade !—To thee it 1s so easy, so 
very easy; thou art a master in murder—draw 
thy sword, and make me happy! 




















































































































CuarLes. Wouldst thou alone be happy? 
Away with thee! I will kill no woman! 
AMELIA. Ha! destroyer! thou canst only 


kill the happy; those who are weary of exist- 
ence thou sparest! 
Rossers.) Then do ye have mercy on me, 
disciples of murder!—There lurks a blood- 
thirsty pity in your looks that is consoling to 
the wretched.—Your master is a boaster and 
a coward. 

CHARLES. Woman, what dost thou say? 
( Zhe RoppBeErs turn away.) 

AMELIA. No friend? No, not even among 





(She glides towards the | 





these a friend? (She rises.) Well, then, let 
Dido teach me how to die! (She zs going; a 


| RopBer fakes aim at her.) 


CuarLes. Hold! Dare it !—Moor’s Amelia 
shall die by no other hand than Moor’s! 

[He strikes her dead. 

THE Roppers. Captain, captain! what 
hast thou done? Art thou raving? 

CHARLES. (With his eyes fixed on the body.) 
One more pang, and all will be over.—She is 
immolated! Now, look on! have you any 
further demand? Ye staked a life for me, a 


life which had ceased to be your own—a life 
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full of infamy and shame !—lI have sacrificed 
an angel for you. Now! look upon her! 
Are you content? 

Grimm. You have repaid your debt with 
usury. You have done all that man could do 
for his HONOR, and more.—Now let’s away! 

CuarLes. What say you? Is not the life 
of a saint for the life of a felon more than an 
equal exchange?—Oh! I say unto you, if 
every one of you were to mount the scaffold, 
and to have his flesh torn from his bones 
piecemeal with red-hot pincers, through eleven 
long summer days of torture, yet would it not 
counterbalance these tears! (With a bitter 
laugh.) The scars! the Bohemian forests! 
Yes, yes! they must be repaid, of course! 

Scuw. Compose yourself, captain! Come 
along with us! this is no sight for you. Lead 
us elsewhere! 

CHARLES. Stay!—one word more, before 
we proceed elsewhere.—Mark me, ye malicious 
executioners of my barbarous nod !—from this 
MOMENT I cease to be your captain.—With 
shame and horror I here lay down the bloody 
. staff under which you thought yourselves l- 
censed to perpetrate your crimes, and to defile 
the fair light of heaven with deeds of darkness. 
—Depart, to the right and to the left—We 
shall never more have aught in common. 

THE Ropsers. Ha! coward! where are 
thy lofty schemes?—were they but soap- 
bubbles, which disperse at the breath of a 
woman? * 

Cuartes. Oh! fool that I was, to fancy 
that I could amend the world by misdeeds, 
and maintain law by lawlessness !—I called it 
vengeance and equity.—I presumed, O Provi- 
dence! upon whetting out the notchés of thy 
sword, and repairing thy partialities —But— 
O vain trifling !—here I stand on the brink of 
a fearful life, and learn, with wailing and 
gnashing of teeth, that TWO MEN LIKE MYSELF 
COULD RUIN THE WHOLE EDIFICE OF THE MORAL 
WORLD. Pardon—pardon the boy who 
thought to forestall Thee—To THEE ALONE 





belongeth vengeance—Thou needest not the 
hand of man!—But it is not in my power to 
recall the past—That which is ruined remains 
ruined—What I have thrown down will never 
more rise up again.—Yet one thing is left me, 
whereby 1 may atone to the offended majesty 
of the law, and restore the order which I have 
violated. A victim is required—a victim to 
declare before all mankind how inviolable 
that majesty is—that victim shall be myself.— 
I will be the death offering ! 

Roppers. ‘Take his sword from him—he 
will kill himself. 

Cuar.es. Fools that ye are! doomed to 
eternal blindness! ‘Think ye that one mortal 
sin will expiate other mortal sins? Do you 
suppose that the harmony of the world would 
be promoted by such an impious discord? 
(Throwing his arms at their feet.) He shall 
have me alive.—I go, to deliver myself into 
the hands of justice. 


Ropsers. Put him in chains! he has lost 
his senses ! 
CuarLes. Not that I have any doubt but 


that justice would find me speedily enough, if 
the powers above so ordained it. But she 
might surprise me in sleep, or overtake me in 
flight, or seize me with violence and the 
sword, and then I should have lost the only 
merit left me, that of making my death a 
freewill atonement. Why should I, like a 
thief, any longer conceal a life, which in the 
counsels of the heavenly ministry has long 
been forfeited ? 

Tue Roppers. Let him go. He is in- 
fected with the great-man-mania; he means 
to offer up his life for empty admiration. 

CuHarLes. I might, ’tis true, be admired 
for it. (After a moment’s refiechon.) I re- 
member, on my way hither, talking to a poor 
creature, a day-laborer, with eleven living 
children. A reward has been offered of a 
thousand Louis-d’ors to any one who shall 
deliver up the great robber alive—That man 
shall be served. [ Exit. 
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 


HE chief sources from which I have drawn 

the history of this conspiracy are, Cardi- 
nal de Retz’s Conjuration. du Comte Jean 
Louis de Fiesque, the Histoire des Génes, and 
the third volume of Robertson's History of 
Charles the Fifth. 

The liberties which I have taken with the 
historical facts will be excused, if I have 
succeeded in my attempt; and, if not, it is 
better that my failure should appear in the 
effusions of fancy, than in the delineation of 
truth. Some deviation from the real catas- 
trophe of the conspiracy (according to which 
the Count accidentally perished when his 
schemes were nearly ripe for execution) was 
rendered necessary by the nature of the 
Drama, which does not allow the interpo- 
sition either of chance, or of a particular 
providence. It would be matter of surprise 
to me that this subject has never been adopted 
by any tragic writer, did not the circum- 
stances of its conclusion, so unfit for dramatic 
representation, afford a sufficient reason for 
such neglect. Beings of a SUPERIOR nature 
may discriminate the finest links of that chain 
which conneéts an individual action with the 
system of the universe, and may, perhaps, 
behold them extended to the utmost limits of 
time, past and future: but man seldom sees 
more than the simple facts, divested of their 
various relations of cause and effect. The 
writer therefore must adapt his performance 





to the short-sightedness of human nature, 
which he would enlighten; and not to the 
penetration of Omniscience, from which all 
intelligence is derived. 

In my Tragedy of the Robbers it was my 
object to delineate the victim of an extrava- 
gant Sensibility; here I endeavor to paint the 
reverse; a victim of Art and Intrigue. But, 
however strongly marked in the page of his- 
tory the unfortunate project of Fiesco may 
appear, on the stage it may perhaps prove less 
interesting. If it be true that sensibility alone 
awakens sensibility, we may conclude that 
the political hero is the less calculated for 
dramatic representation, in proportion as it 
becomes necessary to lay aside the feelings of 
a man in order to become a political hero. 

It was, therefore impossible for me to 
breathe into my fable that glowing life which 
animates the pure productions of poetical in- 
spiration; but, in order to render the cold and 
sterile actions of the Politician capable of 
affecting the human heart, I was obliged to 
seek a clue to those actions in the human 
heart itself. I was obliged to blend together 
the Man and the Politician, and to draw, 
from the refined intrigues of state, situations 
interesting to humanity. ‘The relations which 
I bear to society are such as unfold to me 
more of the heart than of the cabinet; and, 
perhaps, this very political defect may have 
become a poetical excellence. 
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FIESCO; 


OR, 


THE GENOESE CONSPIRACY: 


A TRAGEDY. 


Nam id facinus imprimis ego memorabile existimo sceleris atque periculi novitiate.”—SALLUST. 


DRAMATIS 


ANDREAS. Doria, Duke of Genoa, a venerable 
old man eighty years of age, retaining the traces of a 
high spirit: the chief features in this character are 
dignity, and a rigid brevity in command. 


GIANETTINO Doria, Nephew of the former, | 


and pretender to the Ducal power, twenty-six years 
of age, rough and forbidding in his address, de- 
portment, and manners, with a vulgar pride and 
disgusting features. 


Fiesco, Count of Lavagna, chief of the con- 


spiracy, a tall, handsome young man, twenty-three | 


years of age; his character is that of dignified pride 
and majestic affability, with courtly complaisance 
and deceitfulness. 


VERRINA, a determined republican, sixty years 
of age; grave, austere, and inflexible: a marked 
character. 


BouRGOGNINO, a conspirator, a youth of 


twenty; frank and high-spirited; proud, hasty, and 
undisguised. 


CALCAGNO, a conspirator, a worn-out de- 
bauchee of thirty; insinuating and enterprising. 


Sacco, a conspirator, forty-five years of age, 
with no distinguishing trait of charaCter, 


LoMELLINo, in the confidence of the pre- 
tender, a haggard courtier. 


SCENE— Genoa. 





PERSON/#. 


ZENTURIONE, 
ZiBO, Malcontents. 
ASSERATO, 


RoMANO, a painter, frank and simple, with the 
pride of genius. 


| Mutey Hassan, a Moor of Tunis, an aban- 


doned character, with a physiognomy displaying an 
original mixture of rascality and humor. 


A GERMAN of the Ducal body guard, of an 


honest simplicity, and steady bravery. 


THREE SEDITIOUS CITIZENS. 


| Leonora, the wife of Fiesco, eighteen years 


of age, of great sensibility: her appearance pale and 
slender, engaging, but not dazzling; her countenance 
marked with melancholy; her dress black. 


Jutta, Countess Dowager Imperial, sister of 
the younger Doria, aged twenty-five; a proud co- 
quette, in person tall and full, her beauty spoiled by 
affeCtation, with a sarcastic maliciousness in her 
countenance; her dress black. 


BERTHA, daughter of Verrina, an innocent 
girl. 


Rosa, 
f Maids of Leonora. 
ARABELLA. 


Several Nobles, Citizens, Germans, Soldiers, Thieves. 


TimE—the Year 1547. 


; -t 
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Pre esl: 


SCENE I.—A Saloon in Finsco’s House. 
The distant sound of dancing and 
music ts heard. 


LEonorA, masked, and attended by Rosa and 
ARABELLA, enters hastily. 


LEonorA. ( Zears off her mask.) No more! 
Not another word! ’Tis as clear as day! 
(Throwing herself in a chair.) This quite 
overcomes me 

ARABELLA. My lady! 

LEonora. (£zsing.) What, before my eyes! 
with a notorious coquette! In presence of 
the whole nobility of Genoa! (Strongly af- 
Jetted.) —Rosa! Arabella! and before my 
weeping eyes! 





Rosa. Look upon it only as what it really 
was—a piece of gallantry. It was nothing 
more. 


LEonorA. Gallantry! What! Their busy 
interchange of glances—the anxious watching 
of her every motion—the long and eager kiss 
upon her naked arm, impressed with a fervor 
that left in crimson glow the very traces of his 
lips!’ Ha! and the transport that enwrapped 





his soul, when, with fixed eyes, he sate like 
painted ecstasy, as 1f the world around him 
had dissolved, and nought remained in the 
eternal void but he and Julia. Gallantry ?— 
Poor thing! Thou hast never loved. Think 
not that thou canst teach me to distinguish 
gallantry from love! 

Rosa. No matter, Signora! A husband 
lost is as good as ten lovers gained. 

Leonora. Lost?—Is then one little inter- 
mission of the heart’s pulsations a proof that I 
have lost Fiesco? Go, malicious slanderer !— 
Come no more into my presence !—’ Twas an 
innocent frolic—perhaps a mere piece of gal- 
lantry.—Say, my gentle Arabella, was it not so? 

ARABELLA. Most certainly! There can 
be no doubt of it! 

Leonora. (lu a reverie.) But does she 
then feel herself sole mistress of his heart ?— 
Does her name lurk in his every thought ?>— 
meet him in every phase of nature?—Can it 
be? Whither will these thoughts lead me? 
Is this beautiful and majestic world to him 
but as one precious diamond, on which her 
image—her image alone—is engraved? That 
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he should love her?—love Julia!—Oh! Your 
arm—support me, Arabella! 
[A pause; music ts again heard. 

Leonora. (Starting.) Hark! Was not 
that Fiesco’s voice, which from the tumult 
penetrated even hither? Can he laugh, while 
his Leonora weeps in solitude? Oh, no, my 
child, it was the coarse, loud voice of Gi- 
anettino. 

ARABELLA. It was, Signora—but let us 
retire to another apartment. 

Leonora. You change color, Arabella,— 
you are false. In your looks, in the looks of 
all the inhabitants of Genoa, I read a some- 
thing—a something which—(/zding her face) 
oh, certainly these Genoese know more than 
should reach a wife’s ear. 

Rosa. Oh, jealousy! 
trifles ! 

Leonora. (With melancholy enthusiasm.) 
When he was still Fiesco! when. in the 
orange-grove, where we damsels walked, I 
saw him—a blooming Apollo, blending the 
manly beauty of Antinous!—Such was his 
noble and majestic deportment, as if the il- 
lustrious state of Genoa rested alone upon his 
youthful shoulders. Our eyes stole trembling 
glances at him, and shrunk back, as if with 
conscious guilt, whene’er they encountered 
the lightning of his looks. Ah, Arabella, how 
we devoured those looks! with what anxious 
envy did every one count those directed to 
her companions! ‘They fell among us like 
the golden apple of discord —tender eyes 
burned fiercely—soft bosoms beat tumultu- 
ously —jealousy burst asunder all our bonds 
of friendship 

ARABELLA. JIremember it well. All Ge- 
noa’s female hearts were in rebellious ferment 
for so enviable a prize. 

Leonora. (Jn rapture.) And now to call 
him mine! Giddy, wondrous fortune !—to 
call the pride of Genoa mine !—he who from 
the chisel of the exhaustless artist, Nature, 
sprang forth all-perfect, combining every 
greatness of his sex in the most perfect union. 
Hear me, damsels! I can no longer conceal 
it—hear me! I confide to you something— 
(mysteriously) a thought!—when I stood at 
the altar with Fiesco,—when his hand lay in 
mine,—a thought, too daring for woman, 
rushed across me. ‘This Fiesco, whose hand 
now lies in thine—thy Fiesco’’—but hush! 
let no man hear us boast how far he excels 
all others of his sex.—‘‘ This, thy Fiesco,’”’— 


thou magnifier of 
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ah, could you but share my feelings !—‘‘ wILL 
FREE GENOA FROM ITS TYRANTS!”’ 

ARABELLA. (Astonished.) And could this 
dream haunt a woman’s mind even at the 
nuptial shrine? 

Leonora. Yes, my Arabella,—well mayest 
thou be astonished—to the bride it came, 
even in the joy of the bridal hour. (Jfore 
animated.) I am a woman, but I feel the no- 
bleness of my blood. I cannot bear to see 
these proud Dorias thus overtop our family. 
The good old Andreas—it is a pleasure to 
esteem him.—He may indeed, unenvied, bear 
the ducal dignity! but Gianettino is his 
nephew—his heir—and Gianettino has a proud 
and wicked heart. Genoa trembles before 
him, and Fiesco (much affected )—Fiesco— 
weep with me, damsels !—loves his sister. 

ARABELLA. Alas, my wretched mistress! 

Leonora. Go now, and see this demi-god 
of the Genoese amid the shameless circles of 
debauchery and lust! hear the vile jests and 
wanton ribaldry with which he entertains his 
base companions! — Zhat zs Fiesco /— Ah, 
damsels, not only has Genoa lost its hero, 
but I have lost my husband! 

Rosa. Speak lower! some one is coming 
through the gallery. 

Leonora. (Alarmed.) Ha! ’Tis Fiesco— 
let us hasten away—the sight of me might for 
a moment interrupt his happiness. 


[She hastens into a side apartment; the maids 
Jollow. 


SCENE II.—Granettino Dorta, masked, in 
a green cloak, and the Moor, enter 
im conversation. 


Thou hast understood me? 
Well 
The white mask 
Well 
I say, the zwAzte mask 
Well—well—well 


GIANET. 
Moor. 
GIANET. 
Moor. 
GIANET. 
Moor. 

















GianET. Dost thou mark me? Thou 
canst only fail here! [Potnting to his heart. 
Moor. Give yourself no concern. 


And be sure to strike home 
Moor. He shall have enough. 
GianET. (Maticiously.) That the poor 

Count may not have long to suffer. 

Moor. With your leave, sir, a word—at 
what weight do you estimate his head? 


GIANET. 
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GIANET. 
quins 

Moor. (Blowing through his fingers.) Poh! 
Light as a feather! 

GiaNET. What art thou muttering? 

Moor. I was saying—it is light work. 

GianeET. That is thy concern.—He is the 
very loadstone of sedition.—Mark me, sirrah! 
—let thy blow be sure 
_ Moor. But, sir,—I must fly to Venice 
immediately after the deed. 

GianET. Then take my thanks before- 
hand. (He throws him a bank note.) In three 
days, at farthest, he must be cold. [ Exit. 

Moor. (Picking up the note.) Well, this 
really is what I call credit!—to trust the 
simple word of such a rogue as I am! [ Lxtt. 


What weight? A hundred se- 








SCENE III.—Catcacno, behind him Sacco, 
both tn black cloaks. 


Catcacno. I perceive thou watchest all 
my steps. 
Sacco. And I observe thou wouldst con- 


ceal them from me. Attend, Calcagno! For 
some weeks past I have remarked the work- 
ings of thy countenance. They bespeak more 
than concerns the interests of our country. 
Brother, I should think that we might mu- 
tually exchange our confidence, without loss 
on either side.— What sayest thou? Wilt 
thou be sincere? 

Catcacno. So truly, that thou shalt not 
need to dive into the recesses of my soul: my 
heart shall fly half way to meet thee on my 
tongue— I love the Countess of Fiesco. 

Sacco. (Starts back with astonishment.) 
That, at least, I should not have discovered 
had I made all possibilities pass in review 
before me.—My wits are racked to compre- 
hend thy choice, but I must have lost them 
altogether if thou succeed. 


Catcacno. ‘They say she is a pattern of 
the strictest virtue. 
Sacco. ‘They lie. She is the whole volume 


on that insipid text. Calcagno, thou must 
choose one or the other—either to give up thy 
heart, or thy profession. 

Catcacno. The Count is faithless to her; 
and of all the arts that may seduce a woman, 
the subtlest is jealousy. A plot against the 
Dorias will at the same time occupy the 
Count, and give me easy access to his house. 
Thus, while the shepherd guards against the 
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wolf, the fox shall make havoc of the poultry. 

Sacco. Incomparable brother—receive my 
thanks!—A blush is now superfluous, and I 
can tell thee openly what just now I was 
ashamed even to think.—I am a beggar if the 
government be not soon overturned. 

Catcacno. What, are thy debts so great? 

Sacco. So immense, that even one tenth 
of them would more than swallow up ten 
times my income. A convulsion of the state 
will give me breath; and if it do not cancel 
all my debts, at least ’twill stop the mouths 
of bawling creditors. 

Catcacno. I understand thee; and if 
then, perchance, Genoa should be freed, 
Sacco will be hailed his country’s saviour. 
Let no one trick out to me the thread-bare 
tale of honesty, if the fate of empires hang on 
the bankruptcy of a prodigal and the lust of a 
debauchee. By heaven, Sacco, I admire the 
wise design of Providence, that, in us, would 
heal the corruptions in the heart of the state 
by the vile ulcers on its limbs.—Is thy design 
unfolded to Verrina? 

Sacco. As far as it can be unfolded to a 
patriot. Thou knowest his iron integrity, 
which ever tends to that one point, his 
country. His hawk-like eye is now fixed on 
Fiesco, and he has half conceived a hope of 
thee, to join the bold conspiracy. 

Catcacno. Oh, he has an excellent nose! 
Come, let us seek him, and fan the flame of 
liberty in his breast by our accordant spirit. 

[ Lxeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Jvu1ta, agitated with anger, and 
Fresco, 77 a white mask, following her. 


Juuia. Servants!—footmen ! 4 

Fresco. Countess, whither are you going? 
—What do you intend? 

Jutta. Nothing—nothing at all.—( To the 
servants, who enter, and immediately retire. )— 
Let my carriage draw up 








Firsco. Pardon me, it must not.—You 
are offended. 
Jutia. Oh, by no means.—Away — you 


tear my dress to pieces.—Offended! Who is 
here, that can offend me? Go, pray go 

Firsco. (Upon one knee.) Not till you tell 
me what impertinent ; 

Jura. (Stands still in a haughty attitude. ) 
Fine! Fine! —Admirable!—Oh, that the 
Countess of Lavagna might be called to view 
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is this 
This posture would better 
suit the chamber of your wife when she turns 
over the journal of your caresses and finds a 


this charming scene! How, Count! 


like a husband? 


void in the account. Rise, sir, and seek 
those to whom your overtures will prove more 
acceptable. — Rise — unless you think your 
gallantries will atone for your wife’s imper- 
tinence. 


Fresco. (Jumping up.) Impertinence! To 
your 
Juuia. To break up!—To push away her 


chair!—To turn her back upon the table— 
that table, Count, where I was sitting 





Fresco. ’Tis inexcusable. 
Jutia. And is that all?—Out upon the 
jade!—Am I, then, to blame, because the 


Count makes use of his eyes? 
[Smmelingly admiring herself. 

Fiesco. ‘Tis the fault of your beauty, 
madam, that keeps them in such sweet slavery. 

Juuia. Away with compliment, where 
honor is concerned. Count, I insist on satis- 
faction. Where shall I find it, in you, or in 
my uncle’s vengeance ? 

Fiesco. Find it in the arms of love—of 
love, that would repair the offense of jealousy. 

Jutta. Jealousy! Jealousy! Poor thing! 
What would she wish for? (Admiring herself 
in the glass.) Could she desire a higher com- 
pliment than were I to declare her taste my 
own? (Haughtily.) Doria, and Fiesco!— 
Would not the Countess of Lavagna have 
reason to feel honored, if Doria’s niece 
deigned to envy her choice? (Jz a friendly 
tone, offering the Count her hand to kiss. )—I 
merely assume the possibility of such a case, 
Count. 

Fiesco. (With animation.) Cruel Count- 
ess! Thus to torment me. I know, divine 
Julia, that respect is all I ought to feel for 
you. My reason bids me bend a subject’s 
knee before the race of Doria; but my heart 
adores the beauteous Julia.—My love is crim- 
inal, but ’tis also heroic; and dares o’erleap 
the boundaries of rank, and soar towards the 
dazzling sun of majesty. 

Juuia. A great and courtly falsehood, par- 
aded upon stilts!—While his tongue deifies 
me, his heart beats beneath the picture of 
another. 

Fresco. Rather say it beats indignantly 
against it, and would shake off the odious 
burden. ( Taking the picture of LEONORA, 
which ts suspended by a sky-blue riband from 
his breast, and delivering tt to Juuia.) Place 
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your own image on that altar, and you will 
instantly annihilate this idol. 

Juuta. (Pleased, puts by the picture hastily. ) 
A great sacrifice, by mine honor, and which 
deserves my thanks. (Hangs her own picture 
about his neck.) So, my slave, henceforth 
bear your badge of service. [ Exit. 

Fresco. ( With transport.) Julia loves me! 
—Julia !—I envy not even the gods. (2xuwit- 
img.) Let this night be a jubilee.—Joy shall 
attain its summit. Ho! Within there! (Ser- 
vants come running in.) Let the floors swim 
with Cyprian nectar, soft strains of music 
rouse midnight from her leaden slumber, and 
a thousand burning lamps eclipse the morning 
sun. Pleasure shall reign supreme, and the 
Bacchanal dance so wildly beat the ground, 
that the dark kingdom of the shades below 
shall tremble at the uproar! 

[Zxtt hastily. A notsy allegro, during which 
the back scene opens, and discovers a 
grand illuminated saloon, many masks 
dancing. At the side, drinking and play- 
ing tables, surrounded with company. 


SCENE V.—GIANETTINO, almost intoxicated, 
LoMELLINO, Z1Bo, ZENTURIONE, VERRINA, 
CaLcaGno, all masked. Several other 
Nobles and Ladies. 


GianeET. (Botsterously.) Bravo! Bravo! 
These wines glide down charmingly. The 
dancers perform @ merveille. Go, one of you, 
and publish it throughout Genoa, that I am 
in good humor, and that every one may en- 
joy himself. By my ruling star, this shall be 
marked as a red-letter day in the calendar, 
and underneath be written—This day was 
prince Doria merry. (Zhe guests Lift their 
glasses to their mouths. A general toast of 
“The Republic.’’ Sound of trumpets.) The 
Republic? (Zhrowing his glass violently on 
the ground.) There lies its fragments. 

| Zhree black masks suddenly rise, and collec? 

about GIANETTINO. 

LomeL. (Supporting GIANETTINO on his 
arm.) My lord, you lately spoke of a young 
girl, whom you saw in the church of St. 
Lorenzo. 

GraneT. I did, my lad! and I must make 
her acquaintance. 


Lomet. That I can manage for your 
grace. 
GianeT. (With vehemence.) Can you? 
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Can you?—Lomellino, you were a candidate 
for the procuratorship.—You shall have it. 

LoMEL. Gracious prince, it is the second 
dignity in the state, more than threescore 
noblemen seek it, and all of them more 
wealthy and honorable than your grace’s 
humble servant. 

GIANET. (/naignantly.) By the name of 
Doria! you shall be procurator. (Zhe three 
masks come forward.) What talk you of no- 
bility in Genoa? Let them all throw their 
ancestry and honors into the scale, one hair 
from the white beard of my old uncle will 
make it kick the beam. It is my will that you 
be procurator, and that is tantamount to the 
votes of the whole senate. 

LomeL. (/” a low voice.) The damsel is 
the only daughter of one Verrina. 

GianEt. ‘The girl is pretty, and, in spite 
of all the devils in hell, I must possess her! 

LomeL. What, my lord! the only child of 
the most obstinate of our republicans? 

Gianet. To hell with your republicans! 
Shall my passion be thwarted by the anger of 
a vassal? Tis as vain as to expect the Tower 
should fall when boys pelt it with mussel- 
shells. (Zhe three black masks step nearer, 
with great emotion.) What! Has the Duke 
Andreas gained his scars in battle for their 
wives and children, only that his nephew 
should court the favor of these vagabond re- 
publicans? By the name of Doria, they shall 
swallow this fancy of mine, or I will plant a 
gallows over the bones of my uncle, on which 
their Genoese liberty shall kick itself to death. 

[ Zhe three masks step back in disgust. 

LomeLt. The damsel is at this moment 
alone. Her father is here, and one of those 
three masks. 

GIANET. 
to her. 

Lomet. But you will seek in her a mis- 
tress, and find a prude. 

GianeT. Force is the best rhetoric. Lead 
me to her. Would I could see that republi- 
can dog that durst stand in the way of the 
bear Doria. (Going, meets Firsco at the 
door.) Where is the Countess ? 


Excellent! Bring me instantly 
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SCENE VI.—Ft«sco and the former. 


Fresco. I have handed her to her carriage. 
( Zakes GIANETTINO’S hand, and presses tt to 
his breast.) Prince, 1 am now doubly your 
slave. ‘To you I bow, as sovereign of Genoa, 
—to your lovely sister, as mistress of my 
heart. 


LomMEL. Fiesco is become a mere votary of 
| pleasure: ‘The great world has lost much in 
you. 

Fresco. But Fiesco has lost nothing in 





giving up the world. ‘To live is to dream, 
and. to dream pleasantly is to be wise. Can 
this be done more certainly amid the thunders 
of a throne, where the wheels of government 
creak incessantly upon the tortured ear, than 
on the heaving bosom of an enamored 
woman ?—Let Gianettino rule over Genoa; 
Fiesco shall devote himself to love. 

GtaneT. Away, Lomellino! It is near 
midnight. The time draws near.—Lavagna, 
we thank thee for thy entertainment—I have 
been satisfied. 

Fizsco, “That, vprimce;. 1s: all. that I7can 
wish. 

GranET. Then good night! To-morrow 
we have a party at the palace, and Fiesco is 
invited—Come, procurator! 

Fresco. Ho! Lights there !—Music !— 

GIANET. (Haughtily, rushing through the 
three masks.) Make way there for Doria! 

ONE OF THE THREE Masks. (J/urmuring 
indignantly.) Make way?—In hell !—Never 
in Genoa! : 

Tue Guests. (Jn motion.) The Prince is 
going—Good night, Lavagna! [ Zhey depart. 


SCENE VII.—THE THREE BLACK Masks 
AND Fresco. (A Lause. 


Fresco. I perceive some guests here, who 
do not share the pleasure of the feast. 

Masks. (Murmuring to each other with in- 
dignation.) No! Not oneofus! 

Fresco. (Courteously.) Is it possible, that 
my attention should have been wanting to 
any one of my guests? Quick, servants! 
Let the music be renewed, and fill the goblets 
to the brim. I would not that my friends 
should find the time hang heavy. Will you 
permit me to amuse you with fireworks? 
Would you choose to see the frolics of my 
harlequin? Perhaps you would be pleased to 
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join the ladies. Or shall we sit down to faro, 
and pass the time in play? 


A Mask. Weare accustomed to spend it 
in action. 

Fresco. A manly answer—such as bespeaks 
Verrina. 


VeRRINA. (Unmasking.) Fiesco is quicker 
to discover his friends beneath their masks, 
than they to discover him beneath his. 

Fresco. I understand you not. But what 
means that crape of mourning around your 
arm? Can death have robbed Verrina of a 
friend, and Fiesco not know the loss? 


VERRINA. Mournful tales ill suit Fiesco’s 
joyful feasts. 
Fresco. But if a friend — (Pressing his 


hand warmly.) Friend of my soul? For 
whom must we both mourn? 

VERRINA. Both!—Both!—Oh, ’tis but too 
true we both should mourn—yet not all sons 
lament their mother! 

Fresco. ’Tis long since your mother was 
mingled with the dust. 

VERRINA. (With an earnest look.) I do 
remember me that Fiesco once called me 
brother, because we both were sons of the 
same country ! 

Fresco. ( Focosely.) Oh, is it only that? 
You meant, then, but to jest? The mourn- 
ing dress is worn for Genoa! True, she lies 
indeed in her last agonies. The thought is 
new and singular. Our cousin begins to be 


a wit! 
VERRINA. Fiesco! I spoke most seriously. 
Fresco. Certainly — certainly. A jest 


loses its point, when he who makes it is the 
first to laugh. But you! You looked like a 
mute at a funeral. Who could have thought 
that the austere Verrina should in his old age 
become such a wag! 


Sacco. Come, Verrina. He never will be 
ours. 
Fresco. Be merry, brother. Let us ac 


the part of the cunning heir, who walks in the 
funeral procession with loud lamentations, 
laughing to himself the while, under the cover 
of his handkerchief. ’Tis true, we may be 
troubled with a harsh step-mother. Be it so 
—we will let her scold, and follow our own 
pleasures. 

VERRINA. (With great emotion.) Heaven 
and earth! Shall we then do nothing?>— 
What is become of you, Fiesco? Where am 
I to seek that determined enemy of tyrants? 
There was a time, when but to see a crown 
would have been torture to you.—Oh, fallen 
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if time 


By heaven! 
could so debase my soul, I would spurn im- 
mortality. 

FIESCco. 
Genoa in his pocket, or barter it with the 


son of the republic! 


Oh, rigid censor! Let Doria put 
robbers of Tunis. Why should it trouble us? 
We will drown ourselves in floods of Cyprian 
wine, and revel in the sweet caresses of our 
fair ones. 

VERRINA. (Looking at him with earnest- 
ness.) Are these indeed your serious thoughts? 

Firsco. Why should they not be, my 
friend? Think you ’tis a pleasure to be the 
foot of that many-legg’d monster, a republic? 
No—thanks be to him who gives it wings, 
and deprives the feet of their funétions! 
Let Gianettino be the duke, affairs of state 
shall ne’er lie heavy on our heads. 

VERRINA. Fiesco! Is that truly and se- 
riously your meaning? 

Fiesco. Andreas adopts his nephew as a 
son, and makes him heir to his estates; what 
madman will dispute with him the inheritance 
of his power? 

VERRINA. (With the utmost indignation.) 
Away, then, Genoese! 

[ Zeaves Fresco hastily, the rest follow. 

Fiesco. Verrina! Verrina! Oh, this re- 
publican is as hard as steel! 


SCENE VIII.—Figesco. A Mask entering. 


Mask. Have you a minute or two to 
spare, Lavagna? 

Fresco. (lz an obliging manner.) An hour, 
if you request it. 





Mask. ‘Then condescend to walk into the 
fields with me. 

Fresco. It wants but ten minutes of mid- 
night. 

Mask. Walk with me, Count, I pray 

Fresco. I will order my carriage—— 

Masx. That is useless—I shall send one 


horse: we want no more, for only one of us, 
I hope, will return. 

Fresco. (With surprise.) What say you? 

Mask. A bloody answer will be demanded 
of you, touching a certain tear. 

Fresco. What tear? 

Mask. A tear shed by the Countess of 
Lavagna—I am acquainted with that lady, 
and demand to know how she has merited to 
be sacrificed to a worthless woman? 














FIESCOo. 
me ask, who ’tis that offers so strange a 
challenge? 

Mask. 
lady Zibo, and yielded her to Fiesco. 


I understand you now; but let 


It is the same that once adored the 


Fiesco. Scipio Bourgognino! 
Bourc. (Unmasking.) And who now 
stands here to vindicate his honor, that 


yielded to a rival base enough to tyrannize 
over innocence. 

Fresco. (Lmbraces him with ardor.) No- 
ble youth! thanks to the sufferings of my 
consort, which have drawn forth the manly 
feelings of your soul; I admire your generous 
indignation—but I refuse your challenge. 

Bourc. (Stepping back.) Does Fiesco trem- 
ble to encounter the first efforts of my sword? 

Fresco. No, Bourgognino! against a na- 
tion’s power combined, I would boldly 
venture, but not against you. The fire of 
your valor is endeared to me by a most lovely 
objeét—the will deserves a laurel, but the 
deed would be childish. 

Bours. ( With emotion.) Childish, Count! 
-women can only weep at injuries. ’Tis for 
men to revenge them. 

Fresco. Uncommonly well said—but fight 
I will not. 

Bourec. ( Zurning from him contemptuously.) 
Count, I shall despise you. 

Fresco. (With animation.) By heaven, 
youth! that thou shalt never do—not even if 
virtue fall in value, shall I become a bank- 
rupt. (Zaking him by the hand, with a look of 
earnestness.) Did you ever feel for me—what 
shall I say—respect ? 


Bourc. Had I not thought you were the 
first of men, I should not have yielded to 
you. 

Fiesco. Then, my friend, be not so for- 


ward to despise a man, who once could merit 
your respect. It is not for the eye of the 
youthful artist to comprehend at once the 
master’s vast design. Retire, Bourgognino, 
and take time to WEIGH the motives of Fiesco’s 
conduct! (#xif Bourcocnino, 7 silence.) 
Go! noble youth! if spirits such as thine 
break out in flames, in thy country’s cause, 
let the Dorias see that they stand fast! 





SCENE IX.—Fiesco. Zhe Moor entering 
with an appearance of timidity, and 
looking round cautiously. 


Fresco. (fixing his eye on him sharply.) 
What wouldst thou here? Who art thou? 

Moor. (As above.) A slave of the republic. 

Fresco. (Keeping his eye sharply upon him.) 
Slavery is a wretched craft. What dost thou 


seek ? 
Moor. Sir, I am an honest man. 
Fizsco. Wear, then, that label on thy 


visage, it will not be superfluous—but, what 
wouldst thou have? 

Moor. (Approaching him, FiEsco draws 
back.) Sir, lam no villain. 

Fresco. ’Tis well thou hast told me that— 
and yet—’tis not well either. (Jmpatiently. ) 
What dost thou seek ? 

Moor. (Su approaching.) Are you the 
Count Lavagna? 

Firsco. (Haughtily.) The blind in Genoa 
know my steps—what wouldst thou with the 
Count? 

Moor. (Close to him.) Be on your guard, 
Lavagna! 

Fiesco. (Passing hastily to the other side.) 
That, indeed, I am. 

Moor. (Again approaching.) Evil designs 
are formed against you, Count. 

Fiesco. (Retreating.) That I perceive. 

Moor. Beware of Doria! 

Fiesco. (Approaching him with an air of 
confidence.) Perhaps my suspicions have 
wronged thee, my friend—Doria is, indeed, 
the name I dread! 

Moor. Avoid the man, then—can you 
read ? 

Fresco. <A curious question! Thou hast 
known, it seems, many of our cavaliers— 
What writing hast thour 

Moor. Your name amongst other con- 
demned sinners! 

[Presents a paper, and draws close to F1ESCO, 
who ts standing before a looking-glass and 
glancing over the paper—the Moor steals 
round him, draws a dagger, and ts going 
to stab. 

Fresco. (Zurning round dexterousl), and 

seizing the Moor’s arm.) Stop, scoundrel! 
[ Wrests the dagger from him. 

Moor. (Stamps ina frantic manner.) Dam- 
nation !—Your pardon—sire! 

Fresco. (Seizing him, calls with a loud 
voice.) Stephano! Drullo! Antonio! (Ho/d- 


| ing the Moor by the throat.) Stay, my friend! 
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—what hellish villainy! 


(Servants enter.) | 
Stay, and answer!—thou hast performed thy 


task like a bungler! Who pays thy wages? 
Moor. (After several fruitless attempts to 
escape.) You cannot hang me higher than the 
gallows are 
FIESCO. 





No—be comforted—not on the 


horns of the moon; but higher than ever yet | 


were gallows—yet hold! Thy scheme was 
too politic to be of thy own contrivance: 
speak, fellow! who hired thee? 


Moor. Think me a rascal, sir, but not a 
fool. , 
Fresco. What, is the scoundrel proud? 


Speak, sirrah! Who hired thee? 

Moor. (Aside.) Shall I alone be called a 
fool?—Who hired me?—’ Twas but a hundred 
miserable sequins.—Who hired me, did you 
ask ?>—Prince Gianettino. 

Fresco. (Walking about in a passion.) A 
hundred sequins? And is that all the value 
set upon Fiesco’s head? Shame on thee, 
Prince of Genoa! Here, fellow (aking money 
Jrom an escritoire), are a thousand for thee. 
Tell thy master he is a niggardly assassin. 
(Moor looks at him with astonishment.) What 
dost thou gaze at? (Moor ‘Zakes up the money 
—lays tt down—takes tt up again, and looks at 
Firsco with increased astonishment.) What 
dost thou mean? 

Moor. ( Zhrowing the money resolutely upon 
the table.) Sir, that money I have not earned 
—I deserve it not. 
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Fresco. Blockhead, thou hast deserved the 
gallows; but the offended elephant tramples 
on men, not on worms. Were thy life worth 
but two words, I would have thee hanged. 

Moor. (Bowing with an air of pleasure at 
his escape.) Sir, you are too good 

Fresco. Not towards thee! God forbid! 
No. I am amused to think my humor can 
make or unmake such a villain as thou, there- 
fore dost thou go scot-free—understand me 
aright—I take thy failure as an omen of my 
future greatness— ’ tis this thought that renders 
me indulgent, and preserves thy life. 

Moor. (ln a tone of confidence.) Count, 
your hand!—honor for honor. If any man 
in this country has a throat too much—com- 
mand me, and I’ll cut it—gratis. 

Fresco. Obliging scoundrel! He would 
show his gratitude by cutting throats whole- 
sale ! 





Moor. Men like me, sir, receive no favor 
without acknowledgment. We know what 
honor is. 

Fresco. The honor of cut-throats? 

Moor. Which is perhaps more to be relied 


on than that of your men of character. They 
break their oaths made in the name of God. 
We keep ours pledged to the devil. 

Fresco. ‘Thou art an amusing villain. 

Moor. I rejoice to meet your approbation. 
Try me—you will find in me a man who is a 
thorough master of his profession. Examine 
me—I can show my testimonials of villainy 
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from every guild of rogues—from the lowest 
to the highest. 

Fiesco. Indeed! (Seating himself.) There 
are laws and systems then, even among thieves. 
—What canst thou tell me of the lowest class? 

Moor. 
pickpockets. ‘They area miserable set. Their 
trade never produces a man of genius——’ tis 


confined to the whip and the workhouse—and | 


at most can lead but to the gallows. 

Fiesco. A charming prospect! I should 
like to hear something of a superior class. 

Moor. ‘The next are spies and informers— 
tools of importance to the great, who from 
their secret information derive their own sup- 
posed omniscience. ‘These villains insinuate 
themselves into the souls of men like leeches 
—they draw poison from the heart, and spit it 
forth against the very source, from whence it 
came. 

Firsco. I understand thee—go.on 


Moor. Then come the conspirators—vil- 
lains that deal in poison, and bravoes that 
rush upon their victims from some secret 
covert. Cowards they often are, but yet fel- 
lows that sell their souls to the devil, as the 
fees of their apprenticeship. The hand of 
justice binds their limbs to the rack, or plants 
their cunning heads on spikes—this is the 
third class——- 





Fresco. But tell me! When comes thy 
own? 
Moor. Patience, my lord—that is the very 


point I’m coming to—I have already passed 
through all the stages that I mentioned: my 
genius soon soared above their limits.—’ Twas 
but last night, I performed my masterpiece in 
the third—this evening I attempted the fourth, 
—and proved myself a bungler. 

Fresco. And how do you describe that 
class? a 
Moor. (With energy.) They are men who 
seek their prey within four walls, cutting their 
way through every danger. They strike at 
once, and, by their first salute, save him 
whom they approach the trouble of returning 
thanks for a second. Between ourselves, they 
are called the express couriers of hell: and 
when Beelzebub is hungry, they want but a 
wink, and he gets his mutton warm. 

Figsco. Thou art an hardened villain— 
such a tool I want.—Give me thy hand—thou 
shalt serve me! 

Moor. Jest or earnest? 

Fresco. In full earnest—and I’ll pay thee 
yearly a thousand sequins. 


: owe | your pimp, or executioner. 
O, sir, they are petty villains, mere 





Moor. Done, Lavagna! I am_ yours. 
Away with common business—employ me in 
whate’er you will. I'll be your setter, or 
your blood-hound—your fox, your viper— 
I’m prepared for 
all commissions — except honest ones; in 
those I am as stupid as a block! 

Fiesco. Fear not! I would not set the 
wolf to guard the lamb. Go thou through 
Genoa to-morrow, and sound the temper of 
the people. Narrowly inquire what they 


| think of the government, and of the house of 


Doria—what of me, my debaucheries, and 
romantic passion. Flood their brains with 
wine, until the sentiments of the heart flow 








over. Here’s money—lavish it among the 
manufacturers 

Moor. Sir! 

Fresco. Be not afraid—no honesty is in 
the case. Go, colleét what help thou canst. 
To-morrow I will hear thy report. [ Lxit. 

Moor. (following.) Rely on me. It is 


now four o’clock in the morning, by eight 
to-morrow, you shall hear as much news as 
twice seventy spies can furnish. [ Bcct. 


SCENE X.—Azn apartment in the house of 
VERRINA. 


BERTHA on a couch, supporting her head on 
her hand. VERRINA enters with a look of 
dejection. 


BERTHA. (Starts up frightened.) Heavens! 
He is here! 

VERRINA. (Stops, looking at her with sur- 
prise.) My daughter, affrighted at her father! 

BertHa. Fly! Fly! or let me fly! Fa- 
ther, your sight is dreadful to me! 

Verrina. Dreadful to my child! — my 
only child! 

Bertua. (Looking at him mournfully.) Oh! 
—you must seek another—I am no more your 


daughter ! 
VERRINA. What, does my tenderness dis- 
tress you? 
Bertua. It weighs me down to the earth. 
Verrina. How, my daughter? Do you 


receive me thus? Formerly, when I came 
home, my heart o’erburthen’d with sorrows, 
my Bertha came running towards me, and 
chased them away with her smiles. Come, 
embrace me, my daughter! Reclined upon 
thy glowing bosom, my heart, when chilled 
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by the sufferings of my country, shall grow 
warm again. Oh, my child! this day I have 
closed my account with the joys of this 
world, and thou alone (sighing heavily) re- 
mainest to me. 

BertuHa. (Casting a long and earnest look 
at him.) Wretched father ! 

VERRINA. (Zagerly embracing her.) Bertha! 
my only child! Bertha! my last remaining 
hope !—The liberty of Genoa is lost—Fiesco 
is lost—and thou (pressing her more strongly, 
with a look of despair) mayest be dishonor’d? 

Bertua. ( Learing herself from him.) Great 
God! You know, then 

VERRINA. ( Zrembling.) What? 

BERTHA. My virgin honor 

VERRINA. (Raging.) What? 











BerTHAa. Last night 
VERRINA. (Furiously.) Speak! What! 
BerTHA. Force —! 


[Sinks down upon the side of the sofa. 

VERRINA. (After a long pause—with a hol- 

low voice.) One word more, my daughter— 
thy last!—Who was it? 
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Bertua. Alas, what an angry death-like 
paleness! Great God, support me! How 
his words falter! His whole frame trembles! 

VerriInA. I cannot comprehend it—Tell 
me, my daughter—Who? 


BERTHA. Compose yourself, my best, my 
dearest father! 

Verrina. (Ready to faint.) For God’s 
sake—Who? 

BertHa. <A mask 





VERRINA. (Steps back, thoughtfully.) No! 
That cannot be !—the thought is idle—(Svmz/- 
ing to himself. )—What a fool am I, to think 
that all the poison of my life can flow but 
from one source! (Sirmly, addressing him- 
self to BERTHA.) What was his stature, less 
than mine, or taller? 


BertHa. Taller. 

VerRRINA. (Lagerly.) His hair? Black? 
and curled? 

Bertua. As black as jet, and curled. 


VERRINA. (Retiring from her tn great emo- 
tion.) O God! my brain! my brain!—His 
voice P 



























































BERTHA. 
VERRINA. (Lmpetuously.) What color was— 


Was deep and harsh. 





No! I 1) hear no more !—His cloak !—What 
color? 
Bertua. I think, his cloak was green. 


VERRINA. (Covering his face with his hands, 
falls on the couch.) No more—This can be 
nothing but a dream! 

BerTHA. (Wringing her hands.) Merciful 
Heaven! Is this my father! 

VERRINA. (After a pause, with a forced 
smile.) Right !—lIt serves thee right—coward 
Verrina! The villain broke into the sanét- 
uary of the laws—This did not rouse thee.— 
Then he violated the sanctuary of thy honor 
—(starting up) Quick! Nicolo!—Bring balls 
and powder—but stay—my sword were better. 
(Zo Berrua.) Say thy prayers!—Ah! what 
am I going to do? 

BerTtHA. Father, you make me tremble! 

VERRINA. Come, sit by me, Bertha! (/z 
a solemn manner.) Tell me, Bertha, what did 
that hoary-headed Roman, when his daughter 
—like you—how can I speak it!—fell a prey 
to ignominy? Tell me, Bertha, what said 
Virginius to his dishonored daughter? 

Bertua. (Shuddering.) I know not 

VeERRINA. Foolish girl? He said nothing 
—but (rising hastily, and snatching up a 
sword) he seized an instrument of death 

BERTHA. . ( Zerrified, rushes into his arms.) 
Great God !—What would you do, my father! 

VERRINA. (Zhrowing away the sword.) 
No !—There is still justice left in Genoa. 








SCENE XI.—Sacco, Catcacno, the former. 


Catcacno. Verrina, quick! prepare! to- 
day begins the election week of the republic. 
Let us early to the Senate-House, to choose 
the new senators. The streets are full of 
people, you will undoubtedly accompany us 
(tronically) to behold the triumph of our 
liberty. 

Sacco. (Zo Catcacno.) But what do I 
see? A naked sword! Verrina staring wildly ! 
Bertha in tears! 

Catcacno. By heavens, it is so!—Sacco! 
some strange event has happened here. : 
chairs.) Be 





Verrina. (Placing two 
seated : : 
Sacco. Your looks, Verrina, fill us with 


apprehension. 





Catcacno. I never saw you thus before— 
Bertha is in tears, or your grief would have 
seemed to presage our country’s ruin. 








VERRINA. Ruin!—Pray sit down— 
[ Zhey both seat themselves. 
Catcacno. My triend, I conjure you 
VERRINA. Listen to me. 
Catcacno. (Zo Sacco.) I have sad mis- 
givings. 
VERRINA. Genoese! you both know the 


antiquity of my family. Your ancestors were 
vassals to my own. My forefathers fought 
the battles of the state, their wives were pat- 
terns of virtue. Honor was our sole inherit- 
ance, descending unspotted from the father to 
the son—Can any one deny it? 


sacco. No. 
Catcacno. No one, by the God of heaven! 
VeERRINA. I am the last of my family. 


My wife has long been dead. . This daughter 
is all she left me. You are witnesses, my 
friends, how I have brought her up. Can 
any one accuse me of neglect? 


Catcacno. No. Your daughter is a bright 
example to her sex. 
Verrina. I am old, my friends. On this 


one daughter all my hopes were placed. 
Should I lose her, my race becomes extinét. 
(After a pause, with a solemn voice.) I have 
lost her—My family is dishonor’d. 

Sacco and Catcacno. Forbid it, Heaven! 
[Bertua, on the couch, appears much affected. 

VerRINA. No.—Despair not, daughter! 
These men are just and brave—lIf they feel 
thy wrongs, they will expiate them with blood. 
Be not astonished, friends! He who tramples 
upon Genoa, may easily overcome a helpless 
female. ; 

Sacco and CALCAGNO. 
emotion.) Gianettino Doria! 

BertuHa. (With a@ shriek, seeing BoURGOG- 
NINO enter.) Cover me, walls, beneath your 
ruins !—My Scipio! 


(Starting up with 


SCENE XII.—Bourcocnino—the former. 


Bourc. (With ardor.) Rejoice, my love! 
I bring good tidings. Noble Verrina, my 
heaven now depends upon a word from you. 
I have long loved your daughter, but never 
dared to ask her hand, because my whole 
fortune was entrusted to the treacherous sea. 
My ships have just now reached the harbor 
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laden with valuable cargoes—Now I am rich 
—Bestow your Bertha on me—I will make 
her happy. 
[Bertua fides her face—a profound pause. 
VeERRINA. What, youth! Wouldst thou 
mix thy heart’s pure tide with a polluted 
stream ? 
Bourc. (Claps his hand to his sword, but 
suddenly draws tt back.) ’Twas her father 


said it. 
VerrINA. No—every rascal in Italy will 
say it. Are you contented with the leavings 


of other men’s repasts ? 


Bourc. Old man, do not make me des- 
perate. 

CatcacNno. Bourgognino! he speaks the 
truth. 

Bourc. (Lunraged, rushing towards BER- 
THA.) The truth? Has the girl then mocked 
me? 

Catcacno. No! no! Bourgognino. The 


girl is spotless as an angel. 


Bourc. (Astonished.) By my soul’s happi- | 
I comprehend it not!—Spotless, yet | 


ness, 
dishonored !—They look in silence on each 
other. Some horrid crime hangs on their 
trembling tongues. I conjure you, friends, 
mock not thus my reason. Is she pure? Is 
she truly so? Who answers for her? 

VeERRINA. My child is guiltless. 

Bourc. What! 


earth upon my head, if I avenge her not! 
Where is the spoiler? 

VERRINA. Seek him, in the plunderer of 
Genoa !—(Bourc. struck with astonishment— 
VERRINA walks up and down the room in deep 
thought, then stops.) If rightly I can trace thy 
counsels, O eternal Providence! it is thy will 
to make my daughter the instrument of Ge- 
noa’s deliverance. (Approaching her slowly, 
takes the mourning crape from his arm, and 
proceeds in a solemn manner.) Before the 
heart’s blood of Doria shall wash away this 
foul stain from thy honor, no beam of day- 
light shall shine upon these cheeks. Till then 
(throwing the crape over her) be blind! (A 
pause—the rest look upon him with silent aston- 
ishment; he continues solemnly, his hand upon 
Bertua’s head.) Cursed be the air that shall 
breathe on thee! Cursed the sleep that shall 
refresh thee! Cursed every human step that 
shall come to soothe thy misery !—Down, into 
the lowest vault beneath my house! There 
whine and cry aloud! (Pausing with inward 
horror. )—Be thy life painful as the tortures of 
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Violence !—(Snatches the | 
sword from the ground.) Be all the sins of | 





the writhing worm—agonising as the stubborn 
conflict between existence and annihilation. 
This curse lie on thee, till Gianettino shall 


heave forth his dying breath. If he escape 
his punishment, then mayest thou drag thy 
load of misery throughout the endless circle 
of eternity! 
[A deep silence—horror ts marked on the 
countenances.of all present.—V ERRINA Casts 
a scrutinizing look at each of them. 
Bourc. Inhuman father! What is it thou 
hast done? Why pour forth this horrible and 
monstrous curse against thy guiltless daughter? 
VeERRINA. Youth, thou say’st true!—it is 
most horrible. Now, who among you will 
stand forth and prate still of patience and de- 
lay?—My daughter’s fate is linked with that 
of Genoa.—I sacrifice the affections of a 
father to the duties of a citizen.—Who among 
us is so much a coward as to hesitate in the 
salvation of his country, when this poor guilt- 
less being must pay for his timidity with end- 
less sufferings? — By heavens, ’twas not a 
madman’s speech!—I have sworn an oath, 
and till Doria lie in the agonies of death, I 
will show no mercy to my child. No—not 
though, like an executioner, I should invent 
unheard-of torments for her, or with my own 
hands rend her innocent frame piecemeal on 
the barbarous rack.—You shudder—you stare 
at me with ghastly faces.—Once more, Scipio 
—I keep her as hostage for the tyrant’s death. 


| Upon this precious thread do I suspend thy 
‘duty, my own, and yours.—( Zo Sacco and 


Catcacno) The tyrant of Genoa falls, or 
Bertha must despair—I retract not. 

Bourc. (Throwing himself at BERTHA’S 
feet.) We shall fall—shall fali a viétim to 
Genoa. I will as surely sheathe this sword in 
Doria’s heart, as upon thy lips I will imprint 
the bridal kiss. [ Reses. 

VeERRINA. Ye couple, the first that ever 
owed their union to the Furies, join hands !— 
Thou wilt sheathe thy sword in Doria’s heart? 
—Take her!—she is thine! 

CaLtcacno. (Xneeling.) Here kneels 
another citizen of Genoa, and lays his faithful 
sword before the feet of innocence. As surely 
may Calcagno find the way to heaven, as this 
steel shall find its way to Gianettino’s heart! 

[ Rises. 

Sacco. (Kneeling.) Last, but not less de- 
termined, Raffaelle Sacco kneels. If this 
bright steel unlock not the prison doors of 
Bertha, mayest thou, my Saviour, shut thine 
ear against my dying prayers! [ Réses. 





VERRINA. (With a calm look.) Through 
me Genoa thanks you. Now go, my daugh- 
ter—Rejoice, to be the mighty sacrifice for 
thy country! 

Bourc. (Embracing her, as she is depart- 
ing.) Go! confide in God—and Bour- 
gognino.—The same day shall give freedom 


to Bertha, and to Genoa. [BERTHA retires 


SCENE XIII. — Zhe former — without 





BERTHA. 
CALCAGNO. Genoese, before we take 
another step, one word 
VeERRINA. I guess what you would say. 


CatcaGno. Will four patriots alone be 


_ the fall of Appius Claudius. 


_ nobling scenes. 





sufficient to destroy this mighty Hydra? 
Shall we not stir up the people to rebellion, 
or draw the nobles in to join our party? 
VERRINA. I understand you. Now hear 
my advice—I have long engaged a painter, 
who has been exerting all his skill, to paint 
Fiesco is an 
adorer of the arts, and soon warmed by en- 
We will send this picture to 
his house, and will be present when he con- 
templates it. Perhaps the sight may rouse 
his dormant spirit.—Perhaps 
Bourc. No more of him.—Increase the 
danger, not the sharers in it.—So valor bids. 
Long have I felt a something within my 
breast, that nothing would appease. What 
twas, now bursts upon me—( Springing up with 





| enthustasm)—’'twas a Tyrant! 


[ Zhe scene closes. 
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SCENE I.—An Antichamber in the Palace of 
FIESCO. 


LEONORA and ARABELLA. 


ARABELLA. No, no, you were mistaken: 
your eyes were blinded by jealousy. 

Leonora. It was Julia, to the life. Seek 
not to persuade me otherwise. My picture 
was suspended by a sky blue riband: this was 
flame colored.—My doom is fixed irrevocably. 


SCENE IIl.— Zhe former and outa. 


Juuia. (Entering in an affected manner.) 
The Count offered me his palace, to see the 
procession to the senate house. ‘The time 
will be tedious. You will entertain me, 
madam, while the chocolate is preparing. 

[ARABELLA goes out, and returns soon after- 

wards. 

»LEonorA. Do you wish that I should in- 
vite company to meet you? 
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As if I should come 


Ridiculous ! 
hither in search of company. You will amuse 
me, madam—/( Walking up and down, and ad- 
miring herseif)—if you are able, madam.— 
At any rate I shall lose nothing. 

ARABELLA. (Sarcastically.) Your splendid 


JULIA. 


dress alone will be the loser. . Only think how 
cruel it is to deprive the eager eyes of our 
young beaux of such a treat! Ah! and the 
glitter of your sparkling jewels, on which it 
almost wounds the sight to look. Good 
heavens! You seem to have plundered the 
whole ocean of its pearls! 

Jutia. (Before a glass.) You are not ac- 
customed to such things, miss! But hark 
ye, miss! pray has your mistress also hired 
your tongue! Madam, ’tis fine, indeed, to 
permit your domestics thus to address your 
guests. 

Leonora. ’Tis my misfortune, Signora, 
that my want of spirits prevents me from en- 
joying the pleasure of your company. 

Jutia. An ugly fault that, to be dull and 
spiritless. Be active, sprightly, witty! Yours 
is not the way to attach your husband to you. 


| 





LEONORA. 
Let yours ever be the sympathetic medium. 
Juuia. (Pretending not to mind her.) How 


I know but one way, Countess. ' 


you dress, madam! For shame! Pay more 
attention to your personal appearance! Have 
recourse to art where nature has been unkind. 


Put a little paint on those cheeks, which look | 


so pale with spleen. Poor creature! Your 
puny face will never find a bidder! 

LEONORA. 
BELLA.) Congratulate me, girl. It is im- 
possible I can have lost my Fiesco; or, if I 
have, the loss must be but trifling. 

[ Zhe chocolate ts brought, ARABELLA pours 

at out. 

Jutia. Do you talk of losing Fiesco? 
Good God! How could you ever conceive 
the ambitious idea of possessing him! Why, 
my child, aspire to such a height?—A height 
where you cannot but be seen, and must come 
into comparison with others. Indeed, my 
dear, He was a knave or a fool who joined you 
with Fiesco. (Zaking her hand with a look of 
compassion.) Poor soul! The man who is 
received in the assemblies of fashionable life 
could never be a suitable match for you. 

[She takes a dish of chocotate. 

Leonora. (Smiling at ARABELLA.) If he 
were, he would not wish to mix with such 
assemblies. 

Juuia. The Count is handsome, fashiona- 
ble, elegant. He is so fortunate as to have 
formed connections with people of rank. 
He is lively and high-spirited. Now, when 
he severs himself from these circles of elegance 
and refinement, and returns home warm with 
their impressions, what does he meet? His 
wife receives him with a common-place ten- 
derness; damps his fire with an insipid, 
chilling kiss, and measures out her attentions 
to him with a niggardly economy. Poor 
husband! Here, a blooming beauty smiles 
upon him—/shere, he is nauseated by a peevish 
sensibility. Signora, Signora, for God’s sake 
consider, if he have not lost his understand- 
ing, which will he choose? 

Leonora. (Offering her a cup of chocolate. ) 
You, madam—if he have lost it! 

Juuia. Good! This sting shall return into 
your own bosom. ‘Tremble for your mock- 
ery! But before you tremble—blush ! 

Leonora. Do you, then, know what it is 
to blush, Signora? But why not? ’Tis a 
toilet trick! 

Jutta. Oh, see! This poor creature must 
be provoked if one would draw from her a 





(In a lively manner to ARa- | 





spark of wit! Well—let it pass this time. 
Madam, you were bitter! Give me your 
hand in token of reconciliation. 

LEoNnoRA. (Offering her hand with a signt- 
Jicant look.) Countess, my anger ne’er shall 
trouble you. 

Juuia. (Offering her hand.) Generous, in- 
deed! Yet may I not be so too! (Mak- 
ctously.) Countess, do you not think I must 
love that person whose image I bear con- 
stantly about with me? 

Leonora. (Blushing and confused.) What 
do you say?—Let me hope the conclusion is 
too hasty. 

Jutia. I think so too. The heart waits 
not the guidance of the senses—real sentiment 
needs no breastwork of outward ornament. 

Leonora. Heavens! Where did you 
learn such a truth? 

Jutia. ’Twas in mere compassion that I 
spoke it; for observe, madam, the reverse is 
no less certain.—Such is Fiesco’s love for you. 

[ Gives her the picture, laughing malictously. 

Leonora. (With extreme indignation.) My 
picture! Given to you! ( Throws herself into 
a chair, much affected. )—Cruel Fiesco! 

Jutia. Have I retaliated? Havel? Now, 
madam, have you any other sting to wound 
me with? (Goes to side scene.) My carriage! 
—My object is gained. ( Zo LEONORA, patting 
her check. )—Be comforted, my dear; he gave 
me the picture in a fit of madness. 

[Zxeunt JuLia and ARABELLA. 


SCENE III.—Lronora, CaLcaGNo entering. 


Catcacno. Did not the Countess Impe- 
riali depart in anger?—You, too, so excited, 
madam? 

Leonora. (Violently agitated.) No!—This 
is unheard-of cruelty ! 


CaLcacno. Heaven and earth!—Do I be- 
hold you in tears? 
Leonora. Thou art a friend of my in- 


human—Away! leave my sight! 








Catcacno. Whom do you call inhuman? 
—You affright me 

Leonora. My husband.—Is he not so? 

Catcacno. What do I hear? 

Leonora. ’Tis but a piece of villainy 


common enough among your sex! 

CatcacNno. (Grasping her hand with vehe- 
mence.) Lady, I have a heart for weeping 
virtue. 
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Leonora. You are a man—your heart is 
not for me. 

Catcacno. For you alone—yours only! 
Would that you knew how much, how truly 
yours 

Leonora. Man, thou art untrue. 
words would be refuted by thy actions 

Catcacno. I swear to you 

Leonora. A false oath. Cease! The 
perjuries of men are so innumerable, ’twould 





Thy 








tire the pen of the recording angel to write | 


them down. If their violated oaths were 
turned into as many devils, they might storm 
heaven itself, and lead away the angels of 
light as captives. 

Catcacno. Nay, madam, your anger makes 
you unjust. Is the whole sex to answer for 
the crime of one? 

Leonora. I tell thee in that one was cen- 
tered all my affection for the sex. In him I 
will detest them all. 

CALCAGNO. 
your hand amiss.—Would you again make 
trial, I know one who would deserve it 
better. 

LEONORA. ‘The limits of creation cannot 
bound your falsehoods. I'll hear no more. 

Catcacno. Oh, that you would retract 
this cruel sentence in my arms! 


Leonora. ( With astonishment.) Speak out. | 


In thy arms! 

Catcacno. In my arms, which opén them- 
selves to receive a forsaken woman, and to 
console her for the love she has lost. 

Leonora. (/ixing her eyes on him.) Love? 

Catcacno. (Kneeling before her with ar- 
dor.) Yes, I have said it. Love, madam !— 
Life and death hang on your tongue. If my 


passion be criminal, then let the extremes of | 


virtue and vice unite, and heaven and hell be 
joined together in one perdition. 

Leonora. (Steps back indignantly, with a 
look of noble disdain.) Ha! Hypocrite! 
Was that the object of thy false compassion? 
—This attitude at once proclaims thee a 
traitor to friendship and to love. Begone for 
ever from my eyes !—Detested sex! Till now 
I thought the only viétim of your snares was 
woman; nor ever suspected that to each other 
you were so false and faithless, 

Catcacno. (Rising, confounded.) Countess! 

LEonora. Was it not enough to break the 
sacred seal of confidence? but even on the 
unsullied mirror of virtue does this hypocrite 
breathe pestilence, and would seduce my in- 
nocence to perjury. 
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Countess,—you once bestowed | 


| that rends her heart ennobling. 





(Hastily.) Perjury, madam, 


CALCAGNO. 
you cannot be guilty of. 

LEonorA. I understand thee—thou thought- 
est my wounded pride would plead in thy be- 
half. (With dignity.) Thou didst not know 
that she who loves Fiesco feels even the pang 


Begone! 

Fiesco’s perfidy will not make Calcagno rise 
in my esteem—but—will lower humanity. 

[ Exit hastily. 

Catcacno. (Stands as if thunderstruck, 

looks after her, then striking his forehead.) 

Fool, that I am! [ Exit. 


SCENE IV.— Zhe Moor and FIEsco. 


Fresco. Who was it that just now de- 
parted ? 

Moor. The Marquis Calcagno. 

Fiesco. This handkerchief was left upon 
the sofa. My wife has been here. 


Moor. I met her this moment in great 
agitation. ; 
Fresco. This handkerchief is moist. (Puts 


it in his pocket.) Calcagno here? And Leo- 
nora agitated? This evening thou must learn 
what has happened. 

Moor. Miss Bella likes to hear that she is 
fair. She will inform me. 

Fiesco. Well—thirty hours are past. 
Hast thou executed my commission ? 

Moor. To the letter, my lord. 

Firsco. (Seating himse/f.) Then tell me 
how they talk of Doria, and of the govern- 
ment. 

Moor. Oh, most vilely! The very name 
of Doria shakes them like an ague-fit. Gia- 
nettino is as hateful to them as death itself— 
there’s nought but murmuring. They say, 
the French have been the rats of Genoa, the 
cat Doria has devoured them, and now is 
going to feast upon the mice. 

Fresco. That may perhaps be true. But 
do they not know of any dog against that 
cat? 

Moor. ( With an affected carelessness.) The 
town was murmuring much of a certain—poh 
—why I have actually forgotten the name. 

Fiesco. (2éstng.) Blockhead! That name 
is as easy to be remembered as ’twas difficult 


to achieve. Has Genoa more such names 
than one? 

Moor. No—it cannot have two Counts of 
Lavagna. 
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Fresco. (Seating himself.) That is some- 
thing. And what do they whisper about my 
gayeties? 

Moor. (fixing his eyes upon him.) Hear 


me, Count of Lavagna! Genoa must think 
highly of you. They cannot imagine why a 
descendant of the first family —with such 
talents and genius—full of spirit and popu- 
larity—master of four millions—his veins en- 
riched with princely blood—a nobleman like 
Fiesco, whom, at the first call, all hearts 
would fly to meet 

Fresco. ( Zurns away contemptuously.) ‘To 
hear such things from such a scoundrel! 

Moor. Many lamented that the chief of 
Genoa should slumber over the ruin of his 
country. And many sneered. Most men 
condemned you. All bewailed the state 
which thus had lost you. A Jesuit pretended 
to have smelt out the fox that lay disguised in 
sheep’s clothing. 








Fiesco. One fox smells out another. 
What say they to my passion for the Countess 
Imperiali? 

Moor. What I would rather be excused 
from repeating. 

Fresco. Out with it—the bolder the more 
welcome. What are their murmurings? 

Moor. ’Tis not a murmur. At all the 


coffee-houses, billiard-tables, hotels, and pub- 
lic walks—in the market-place, at the Ex- 
change, they proclaim aloud 

Firsco. What?—I command thee! 

Moor. (Retreating.) That you are a fool! 

Fresco. Well, take this sequin for these 
tidings. Now have I put on the fool’s cap, 
that these Genoese may have wherewith to 
rack their wits. Next I will shave my head, 
that they may play the Merry Andrew to my 
Clown. How did the manufacturers receive 
my presents? 

Moor. (Humorously.) Why, Mr. Fool, 
they looked like poor knaves 
Firsco. Fool?—Fellow, art thou mad? 

Moor. Pardon! I had a mind for a few 
more sequins ! 

Firsco. (Laughing, gives him another se- 
guin.) Well.—‘“ Like poor knaves.”’ 

Moor. Who receive pardon at the very 
block. They are yours both soul and body. 

Fiesco. I’m glad of it. They turn the 
scale among the populace of Genoa. 

Moor. What a scene it was!—Zounds! 
I almost acquired a relish for benevolence. 
They caught me round the neck like madmen. 
The very girls seemed in love with my black 














visage, that’s as ill-omened as the moon in an 
eclipse. Gold, thought I, is omnipotent: it 
makes even a Moor look fair. 

Fiesco. That thought was better than the 
soil which gave it birth. These words are 
favorable; but do they bespeak aétions of 
equal import? 

Moor. Yes—as the murmuring of the 
distant thunder foretellss the approaching 
storm. ~The people lay their heads together 
—they collect in parties—break off their talk 
whenever a stranger passes by. ‘Throughout 
Genoa reigns a gloomy silence. This dis- 
content hangs, like a threatening tempest, 
over the republic. Come wind, then hail and 
lightning will burst forth. 

Fresco. Hush !—hark!—What is that con- 
fused noise? 

Moor. (Going to the window.) It is the 
tumult of the crowd returning from the senate- 
house. 

Fresco. To-day is the election of a pro- 
curator—Order my carriage! It is impossible 
that the sitting should be over. I'll go 
thither. . It is impossible it should be over if 
things went right.—Bring me my sword and 
cloak—where is my golden chain? 

Moor. Sir, I have stolen and pawned it! 

Fresco. That I am glad to hear. 


Moor. But how! Are there no more se- 
quins for me? 

Fresco. No. You forgot the cloak. 

Moor. Ah! _ I was wrong in pointing out 
the thief. 

Fresco. The tumult comes nearer. Hark! 
’Tis not the sound of approbation. Quick! 


—Unlock the gates—I guess the matter. 
Doria has been rash. The state balances upon 
a needle’s point. There has assuredly been 
some disturbance at the senate-house. 

Moor. (At the window.) What's here? 
They’re coming down the street of Balbi—a 
crowd of many thousands—the halberds glitter, 
ah, swords too!—Halloo !—Senators !—They 
come this way. 

Fresco. Sedition is on foot. Hasten 
amongst them—mention my name—persuade 
them to come hither. (Hazt Moor hastily. ) 
What reason, laboring like a careful ant, with 
difficulty scrapes together, the wind of acci- 
dent collects in one short moment. 
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SCENE V.—Fi&sco; ZENTURIONE, ZIBO, 
and ASSERATO, rushing in. 


Zizo. Count, impute it to our anger that 
we enter thus unannounced. 

ZENT. I have been mortally affronted, by 
the Duke’s nephew, in the face of the whole 
senate. 

ASSERATO. Doria has trampled on the 
golden book of which each noble Genoese is 
a leaf. 

ZENT. Therefore come we hither. The 
whole nobility are insulted in me—the whole 
nobility must share my vengeance. ‘To avenge 
my own honor I should not need assistance. 

Z1Bo. The whole nobility are outraged in 
his person—the whole nobility must rise and 
vent their rage in fire and flames. 

ASSERATO. The rights of the nation are 
trodden under foot—the liberty of the republic 
has received a deadly blow. 

Fresco. You raise my expectation to the 
utmost. 

Zino. He was the twenty-ninth among the 
electing senators, and had drawn forth a 
golden ball to vote for the procurator. Of 
the eight and twenty votes collected, fourteen 
were for me, and as many for Lomellino. 
His and Doria’s were still wanting. 

ZENT. Wanting! I gave my vote for Zibo. 
Doria—think of the wound inflicted on my 
honor—Doria 

ASSERATO. (Lnterrupting him.) Such a thing 
was never heard of since the sea washed the 
walls of Genoa. 

ZENT. (Continues, with great heat.) Doria 
drew a sword, which he had concealed under 
a scarlet cloak—stuck it through my vote— 
called to the assembly 

Ziso. ‘Senators, ’tis good for nothing,— 
’tis pierced through.—Lomellino is Procu- 
rator.”’ 

ZENT. ‘‘Lomellino is Procurator.’? And 
threw his sword upon the table. 

AssErato. And called out, ‘‘’Tis good for 
nothing!’’ and threw his sword upon the 
table. 

Fresco. (After a pause.) On what are you 
resolved ? 

ZeNtT. The republic is wounded to its very 
heart. On what are we resolved? 

Fresco. Zenturione, rushes may yield to a 
breath, but the oak requires a storm. JI ask 
on what are you resolved ? 

Z1B0. Methinks the question should be, 
on what does Genoa resolve? 
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Fresco. Genoa! Genoa! mame it not. 
’Tis rotten, and crumbles where’er you touch 
it. Do you reckon on the nobles? Perhaps, 
because they put on grave faces, look myste- 
rious when state affairs are mentioned—talk 
not of them !—Their heroism is stifled among 
the bales of their Levantine merchandise. 
Their souls hover anxiously over their India 
fleet. 

ZeNT. Learn to esteem our nobles more 
justly. Scarcely was Doria’s haughty action 
done, when hundreds of them rushed into the 
street, tearing their garments. The senate 
was dispersed 

Fresco. (Sarcastically.) Like frighted pi- 
geons, when the vulture darts upon the dove- 
cote. 

ZeNT. No!—(jiercely)—like powder-bar- 
rels, when a match falls on them. 

Zino. ‘The people are enraged. What may 
we not expect from the fury of the wounded 
boar! 

Fresco. (Laughing.) The blind, unwieldy 
monster, which at first rattles its heavy bones, 
threatening, with gaping jaws, to devour the 
high and low, the near and distant, at last.— 
stumbles at a thread—Genoese, ’tis in vain! 
The epoch of the masters of the sea is past— 
Genoa is sunk beneath the splendor of its 
name. Its state is such as once was Rome’s, 
when, like a tennis-ball, she leaped into the 
racket of young Octavius. Genoa can be free 
no longer—Genoa must be fostered by a 
monarch; therefore do homage to the mad- 
brained Gianettino. 

ZENT. (Vehemently.) Yes, when the con- 
tending elements are reconciled, and when 
the north pole meets the south.—Come, 
friends! 

Fresco. Stay! stay!—Upon what project 
are you brooding, Zibo? 

Ziso. On nothing. 

Firsco. (Leading them to a statue.) Look 
at this figure. 

ZENT. It is the Florentine Venus. Why 
point to her? 

Fiesco. At least she pleases you. 

Z1n0. Undoubtedly, or we should be but 
poor Italians. But why this question now? 

Fresco. Travel through all the countries 
of the globe, and among the most beautiful of 
living female models, seek one which shall 
unite all the charms of this ideal Venus. 

Ziso. And then take for our reward? 

Fresco. Then your search will have con- 
victed fancy of deceit 
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ZENT. (Jmpatiently.) And what shall we 
have gained? 
Fresco. Gained? The decision of the 


long protracted contest between art and 
nature. ; 

ZENT. (Lagerly.) And what then? 

Fresco. Then? then? (Laughing.) Then 
your attention will have been diverted from 
observing the fall of Genoa’s liberty. 

[ Zxeunt all but Fresco. 


SCENE VI.—Fiesco alone. ( The noise with- 


out increases. ) 


Fresco. ’Tis well! ’tis well!—The straw 
of the republic has caught fire—the flames 
have seized already on palaces and towers.— 
Let it go on! May the blaze be general! 
Let the tempestuous wind spread wide the 
conflagration ! 


SCENE VII.—Firsco, Moor entering in 


haste. 
Moor. Crowds upon crowds! 
Fiesco. Throw open wide the gates. Let 


all, that choose, enter. 

Moor. Republicans! Republicans indeed! 
They drag their liberty along, panting, like 
beasts of burden, beneath the yoke of their 
magnificent nobility. 

Fresco. Fools! who believe that Fiesco of 
Lavagna will carry on what Fiesco of Lavagna 
did not begin. The tumult comes oppor- 
tunely; but the conspiracy must be my own. 
They are rushing hither 

Moor. (Going out.) Halloo! halloo! You 
are very obligingly battering the house down. 

[ Zhe people rush in; the doors broken down. 





_ 


SCENE VIII.—Fiesco, fwe/ve ARTISANS. 


Att Art. Vengeance on Doria! Ven- 
geance on Gianettino! 

Fresco. Gently! gently! my countrymen! 
Your waiting thus upon me bespeaks the 
warmth of your affection; but I pray you 
have mercy on my ears! 

AtL. (With impetuosity.) Down with the 
Dorias! Down with them, uncle and nephew! 
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Fresco. (Counting them with a smile.) 
Twelve is a mighty force! 

SOME OF THEM. ‘These Dorias must away! 
—the state must be reformed! 

1st Art. To throw our magistrates down 
stairs !—The magistrates ! 

2ND Art. Think, Count Lavagna—down 
stairs! because they opposed him in the elec- 
tion 

ALL. -It must not be endured !—it shall 
not be endured ! 

3RD ART. ‘To take a sword into the senate! 

ist ArT. A sword!—the sign of war— 
into the chamber of peace! 

2ND ArT. To come into the senate dressed 
in scarlet! Not like the other senators, in 
black. 

1st ART. To drive through our capital 
with eight horses! 

ALL. A tyrant! 
and the government ! 

2ND Art. To hire two hundred Germans 
from the Emperor for his body-guard ! 

1st Art. To bring foreigners in arms a- 
gainst the natives—Germans against Italians— 
soldiers against the laws ! 

Au. ’Tis treason!—’tis a plot against the 
liberty of Genoa! 








A traitor to the country 


1st ArT. To have the arms of the republic 
painted on his coach! 
2ND ArT. ‘The statue of Andreas placed in 


the centre of the senate-house ! 
Aut. Dash them to pieces— both the 
statue and the man: 





Fresco. Citizens of Genoa, why this to 
me? 
rst Art. You should not suffer it. You 


should keep him down. 


2nd ArT. You are a wise man, and should 
not suffer it. You should direct us by your 
counsel. 

ist Art. You are a better nobleman. 
You should chastise them and curb their in- 
solence. 

Fresco. Your confidence is flattering. 


Can I merit it by deeds? 

Aut. (Clamorously.) Strike! 
the tyrant! Make us free! 

Fiesco. But—will you hear me? 

Some. Speak, Count! 

Firsco. (Seating himself.) Genoese,—the 
empire of the animals was once thrown into 
confusion; parties struggled with parties, till 
at last a BULL-DOG seized the throne. He, 
accustomed to drive the cattle to the knife of 
the butcher, prowled in savage manner through 


Down with 
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the state. He barked, he bit, and gnawed 
his subjects’ bones. The nation murmured ; 
the boldest joined together, and killed the 
princely monster. Now a general assembly 
was held to decide upon the important ques- 
tion, which form of government was best. 
There were three different opinions. Genoese, 
what would be your decision? 


1st ART. For the people—every thing in 
common— } : 
Fresco. The people gained it. The gov- 


ernment was democratical; each citizen had 
a vote, and every thing was submitted to a 
MAJORITY. But a few weeks passed ere man 
declared war against the new republic. The 
state assembled. Horse, lion, tiger, bear, 
elephant, and rhinoceros stepped forth, and 
roared aloud, ‘‘To Arms!’’—The rest were 
called upon to vote. The lamb, the hare, 
the stag, the ass, the tribe of insects, with the 
birds and timid fishes, cried for peace. See, 
Genoese! The cowards were more numerous 
than the brave; the foolish than the wise.— 
Numbers prevailed—the beasts laid down their 
arms, and man exacted contributions from 
them. The democratic system was abandoned. 
Genoese, what would you next have chosen? 
IST AND 2ND ART. A select government! 
Fresco. That was adopted. The business 
of the state was all arranged in separate de- 
partments. Wolves were the financiers, foxes 
their secretaries, doves presided in the crim- 
inal courts, and tigers in the courts of equity. 
The laws of chastity were regulated by goats; 
hares were the soldiers; lions and elephants 
had charge of the baggage. The ass was the 
ambassador of the empire, and the mole ap- 
pointed inspector-general of the whole ad- 
ministration. Genoese, what think you of 
_this wise distribution? Those whom the wolf 
did not devour, the fox pillaged; whoever 
escaped from him was knocked down by the 
ass. The tiger murdered innocents, whilst 
robbers and assassins were pardoned by the 
doves. And at the last, when each had laid 
down his office, the mole declared that all 
were well discharged. The animals rebelled. 
‘Let us,’”’ they cried unanimously, ‘choose 
a monarch endowed with strength and skill, 
and who has only one stomach to appease.’’— 
And to one chief they all did homage. Gen- 
oese —TO ONE—but (rising and advancing 
majestically )—that one was—the lion! 


ALL. (Shouting, and throwing up their 
hats.) Bravo! Bravo! Wellmanaged, Count 
Lavagna ! 
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And Genoa shall follow that 
Genoa, also, has its lion! 
Tell me not of that lion; but go 


1st ART. 
example. 

FIESCO. 
home and think upon him. (Zhe ARTISANS 
depart tumultuously.) It is as | would have it. 
The people and the senate are alike enraged 
against Doria; the people and the senate 


alike approve Fiesco. Hassan! Hassan! I 
must take advantage of this favorable gale. 
Hoa! Hassan! Hassan! I must augment 
their hatred—improve my influence. Hassan! 
Come hither! Whoreson of hell, come 
hither ! 


SCENE IX.—Fiesco, Moor entering hastily. 


Moor. My feet are quite on fire with run- 
ning. What is the matter now? 

Fresco. Hear my commands! 

Moor. (Submissively.) Whither shall I run 
first ? 

Firsco. I will excuse thy running this 
time. Thou shalt be dragged. Prepare thy- 
self. I intend to publish thy attempted as- 
sassination, and deliver thee up in chains to 
the criminal tribunal. 

Moor. (TZaking several steps backward.) 
Sir!—that’s contrary to agreement. 

Fiesco. Be not alarmed. ’Tis but a farce. 
At this moment ’tis of the utmost consequence 
that Gianettino’s: attempt against my life 
should be made public. Thou shalt be tried 
before the criminal tribunal. 

Moor. Must I confess it, or deny? 

Firsco. Deny. They will put thee to the 
torture. Thou must hold out against the first 
degree. This, by the by, will serve to expiate 
thy real crime. At the second thou mayest 
confess. 

Moor. (Shaking his head with a look of ap- 
prehension.) The devil isasly rogue. Their 
worships might perhaps desire my company a 
little longer than I should wish; and, for 
sheer farce sake, 1 may be broken on the 
wheel. 

Fiesco. Thou shalt escape unhurt, I give 
thee my honor asanobleman. I shall request, 
as satisfaction, to have thy punishment left to 
me, and then pardon thee before the whole 
republic. 

Moor. Well—I agree to it. They will 
draw out my joints a little; but that will only 
make them the more flexible. 

Fresco. Then scratch this arm with thy 
dagger, till the blood flows. I will pretend 
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that I have just now seized thee in the fact. 
"Tis well. (Hallooing violently. )— Murder! 
Murder! Guard the passages! Make fast 
the gates! 
[He drags the Moor out by the throat; ser- 
vants run across the stage hastily. 


SCENE X.—LEonorA and Rosa enter 
hastily, alarmed. 


Leonora. Murder! they cried—murder! 
The noise came this way! 

Rosa. Surely ’twas but a common tumult, 
such as happens every day in Genoa. 

Leonora. They cried murder! and I dis- 
tinétly heard Fiesco’s name. In vain you 
would deceive me. My heart discovers what 
is concealed from my eyes. Quick! Hasten 


after them. See! Tell me whither they 
carry him. 

Rosa. Colleét your spirits, madam. Ara- 
bella is gone. 

Leonora. Arabella will catch his dying 


look. The happy Arabella! Wretch that I 
am! ’twas I that murdered him! If I could 
have engaged his heart, he would not have 
plunged into the world, nor rushed upon the 
daggers of assassins. Ah! she comes. — 
Away! Oh, Arabella, speak not to me! 


SCENE XI.—TZhe former, ARABELLA. 


ARABELLA. The Count is living and un- 
hurt. I saw him gallop through the city. 
Never did he appear more handsome. The 
steed that bore him pranced haughtily along, 
and with its proud hoof kept the thronging 
multitude at distance from its princely rider. 
He saw me as I passed, and with a gracious 
smile, pointing hither, thrice kissed his hand 
to me. (Archly.) What can I do with those 
kisses, madam? 

Leonora. (fighly pleased.) Idle prattler! 
Restore them to him. 

Rosa. See now, how soon your color has 
returned ! 

Leonora. His heart he is ready to fling at 
every wench, whilst I sigh in vain for a look! 
Oh, woman! womar"! [ Zxeunt. 





SCENE XII.— Zhe Palace of ANDREAS. 
GIANETTINO and LOMELLINO enter hastily. 


Gianer. Let them roar for their liberty 
as a lioness for her young. I am resolved. 

LomeL. But—most gracious Prince !— 

G1ANET. Away to hell with thy Buds, 
thou three-hours procurator! I will not yield 
a hair’s breadth. Let Genoa’s towers shake 
their heads, and the hoarse sea bellow /Vo to 
it. I value not the rebellious multitude ! 

Lome. The people are indeed the fuel; 
but the nobility fan the flame. The whole 
republic is in a ferment, people and patricians. 

GiAnET. Then will I stand upon the 
mount like Nero, and regale myself with 
looking upon the paltry flames.— 

Lomet. Till the whole mass of sedition 
falls into the hands of some enterprising 
leader, who will take advantage of the general 
devastation. 

GiANET. Poh! Poh! I know but one 
who might be dangerous, and he is taken 
care of. 

LoMEL. 





His highness comes 


Lnter ANDREAS—( both bow respectfully. ) 


ANDREAS. Signor Lomellino, my niece 
wishes to take the air. — 

Lome. I shall have the honor of attend- 
ing her. [ Zxzt LoMELLINO. 


SCENE XIII.—AnpbrEas and GIANETTINO. 


ANDREAS. Nephew, I am much displeased 
with you. 

GIANET. Grant me a hearing, most gra- 
cious uncle! 

ANDREAS. That would I grant to the 


meanest beggar in Genoa, if he were worthy 
of it. Never to a villain, though he were my 
nephew. It is sufficient favor that I address 
thee as an uncle, not as a sovereign ! 

GianeET. One word only, gracious sir! 

ANnpDREAS. Hear first what thou hast done; 
then answer me.—-Thou hast pulled down an 
edifice which I have labored for fifty years to 
raise—that which should have been thy uncle’s 
mausoleum, his only pyramid—the affections 
of -his countrymen.—This rashness Andreas 
pardons thee 
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GianeT. My uncle and my sovereign 

AnpreEas. Interrupt me not. Thou hast 
injured that most glorious work of mine, the 
constitution, which I brought down from 
heaven for Genoa—which cost me so many 
sleepless nights, so many dangers, and so much 
blood.—Before all Genoa thou hast cast a 
stain upon my honor, in violating my institu- 
tions. Who will hold them sacred if my own 
blood despise them?—This folly thy uncle 
pardons thee. 

GIANET. ( Offended.) Sir, you educated me 
to be the Duke of Genoa. 

AnpreEas. Be silent!—Thou art a traitor 
to the state, and hast attacked its vital prin- 
ciple. Mark me, boy! That principle is— 
subordination.—Because the shepherd retired 
in the evening from his labor, thoughtest thou 
the flock deserted? Because Andreas’ head 
is white with age, thoughtest thou, like a 
villain, to trample on the laws? 

G1ANET. (Jlnsolently.) Peace, Duke! In 
my veins, also, boils the blood of that Andreas 
before whom France has trembled. 

Anpreas. Be silent! I command thee.— 
When I speak, the sea itself is wont to pay 
attention.—Thou hast insulted the majesty of 
justice in its very sanétuary. Rebel! dost 
thou know what punishment that crime de- 
mands?—Now answer! (GIANETTINO appears 
struck, and fixes his eyes on the ground without 
Speaking.) Wretched Andreas! In thy own 
heart hast thou fostered the canker of thy 
renown—I built up a fabric for Genoa which 
should mock the lapse of ages, and am myself 
_ the first to cast a firebrand into it. Thank 

my gray head, which would be laid in the 
grave by a relation’s hand—thank my unjust 
love that, on the scaffold, I pour not out thy 
rebellious blood to satisfy the violated laws. 

[ Zit. 





SCENE XIV.—Gianettino looking after the 
DUKE, speechless with anger; LLOMELLINO 
entering breathless and terrified. 


LomEL. What have I seen! What have I 
ee Fly, Prince! Fly quickly! All is 
ost 

GIANET. (With inward rage.) What was 
there to lose? 

Lome. Genoa, Prince.—I come from the 
market-place. The people were crowding 
round a Moor, who was dragged along bound 
with cords. The Count of Lavagna, with 
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above three hundred nobles, followed to the 


criminal court. ‘The Moor had been employed 
to assassinate Fiesco, and in the attempt was 
seized. 

GIANET. (Stamping violently on the ground. ) 
What, are all the devils of hell let loose at 
once Pp 

LomEL. ‘They questioned him most strictly 
concerning his employer. The Moor con- 
fessed nothing. ‘They tried the first degree 
of torture. Still he confessed nothing. ‘They 
put him to the second. ‘Then he spoke—he 
spoke. My gracious lord, how could you trust 
your honor to such a villain? 

GiAnEt. (iercely.) Ask me no question ! 

Lomet. Hear the rest! Scarcely was the 
word Doria uttered—I would sooner have seen 
my name inscribed in the infernal register 
than have heard yours thus mentioned— 
scarcely was it uttered, when Fiesco showed 
himself to the people. You know the man— 
how winningly he pleads—how he is wont to 
play the usurer with the hearts of the multi- 
tude. The whole assembly hung upon his 
looks, breathless with indignation. He spoke 
little, but bared his bleeding arm. The crowd 
contended for the falling drops as if for sacred 
relics. The Moor was given up to his disposal 
—and Fiesco—a mortal blow for us !—Fiesco 
pardoned him. Now the confined anger of 
the people burst forth in one tumultuous 
clamor. Each breath annihilated a Doria, 
and Fiesco was borne home amidst a thousand 
joyful acclamations. 

GiAnET. (With a ferocious laugh.) Let the 
flood of tumult swell up to my very throat.— 
THE EMPEROR !—That sound alone shall strike 
them to the earth, so that not a murmur shall 
be heard in Genoa. 

Lomet. Bohemia is far from hence. If 
the Emperor come speedily, he may perhaps 
be present at your funeral feast. 

GianEt. (Drawing forth a letter with a 
great seal.) ’Tis fortunate that he is here 
already. Art thou surprised at this? And 
didst thou think me mad enough to brave the 
fury of enraged republicans, had I not known 
they were betrayed and sold? 

LomeL. (With astonishment.) I know not 
what to think! 

GiAnET. But I have thought of something 
which thou couldst not know. My plan is 
formed. Ere two days’ are past twelve sen- 
ators must fall. Doria becomes sovereign, 
and the Emperor Charles protects him. Thou 
seemest astonished. , 





























LomeEL. Twelve senators! 


My heart is too 
narrow to comprehend a twelvefold murder. 


G1AneEt. Fool that thou art! The throne 
will absolve the deed. I consulted with the 
ministers of Charles on the strong party which 
France still has in Genoa, and by which she 
might a second time seize on it unless they 
should be rooted out. This worked upon the 
Emperor—he approved my projects—and thou 
shalt write what I will dictate to thee. 





Lomet. I know not yet your purpose. 
GIANET. Sit down and write 
Lome. But what am I to write? 

[Seats himself. 
GianEt. The names of the twelve candi- 


dates for death—Francis Zenturione. 
Lome. ( Writes.) In gratitude for his vote 
he leads the funeral procession. 


GIANET. Cornelio Calva. 

Lome. Calva. 

GIANET. Michael Zibo. 

LomeEL. To cool him after his disappoint- 


ment in the procuratorship. 
GianeT. Thomas Asserato and his three 
brothers. [LoMELLINO s/ops. 
Gianet. (Forcibly.) And his three broth- 
ers 
Lome.. ( Writes.) Go on. 
G1AnET.  Fiesco of Lavagna. 
Lome. Haveacare! Haveacare! 
black stone will yet prove fatal to you. 





That 























GIANEr. Scipio Bourgognino. 

LomeLt. He may celebrate elsewhere his 
wedding 

GianET. Ay, where I shall be director of 
the nuptials. Raphael Sacco. 

Lome. I should intercede for his life until 


he shall have paid my five thousand crowns, 
( Writes.) Death strikes the balance. 

GIANET. Vincent Calcagno. 

LomeL. Calcagno.—The twelfth I write at 
my own risk, unless our mortal enemy be 
overlooked. 


GianET. The end crowns all— Joseph 
Verrina. 
LomeL. He is the very head of the viper 


that threatens us. (zses and presents the paper 
zo GIANETTINO.) Two days hence death shall 
make a splendid feast, at which twelve of the 
chief of Genoa’s nobles will be present. 

GIANET. (Signs the paper.) ’Tis done. 
Two days hence will be the ducal election. 
When the senate shall be assembled for that 
purpose, these twelve shall, on the signal of a 
handkerchief, be suddenly laid low. My two 
hundred Germans will have surrounded the 
senate-house. At that moment I enter, and 
claim homage as the Duke. [Azngs the bell. 

Lome. And what of Andreas? 

GIANET. (Contemptuously.) He is an old 
man. (Luter a servant.) If the Duke should 
ask for me, say I am gone to mass. (/xit ser- 
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vant.) I must conceal the devil that’s within 
beneath a saintly garb. 
Lomet. But, my lord, the paper? 
GiANET. Take it, and let it be circulated 
among our party. ‘This letter must be dis- 
patched by express to Levanto. ’Tis to in- 
form Spinola of our intended plan, and bid 
him reach the capital early in the morning. 
[ Going. 
Stop, Prince. There is an error 
Fiesco does not attend 


LOMEL. 
in our calculation. 
the senate. 

GiAneET. (Looking back.) Genoa will easily 
supply one more assassin. I'll see to that. 

[Zxeunt different ways. 


SCENE XV.—Azn Antichamber in FiEsco’s 
Palace. 
Fresco, with papers before him, and Moor. 


Fresco. Four galleys have entered the 
harbor, dost thou say? 


Moor. Yes, they’re at anchor in the port. 

Fiesco. That’s well. Whence are these 
expresses P 

Moor. From Rome, Placentia, and France. 


Fiesco. (Opens the letters, and runs over 
them.) Welcome! Welcome news! (Lz hich 
spirits.) Let the messengers be treated in a 
princely manner. 


Moor. Hem! ; [ Gotng. 

Firsco. Stop, stop! Here’s work for thee 
in plenty. 

Moor. Command me. I am ready to aét 


the setter or the blood-hound. 

Fresco. I only want at present the voice 
of the decoy-bird. To-morrow, early, two 
thousand men will enter the city in disguise, 
to engage in my service. Distribute thy as- 
sistants at the gates, and let them keep a 
watchful eye upon the strangers that arrive. 
Some will be dressed like pilgrims on their 
journey to Loretto, others like mendicant 
friars, or Savoyards, or aétors; some as ped- 
lars and musicians; but the most as disbanded 
soldiers coming to seek a livelihood in Genoa. 
Let every one be asked where he takes up his 
lodging. If he answer, At the Golden Snake, 
let him be treated as a friend and shown my 
habitation. But remember, sirrah, I rely upon 
thy prudence. 

Moor, Sir, as securely as upon my 
knavery. If a single head escape me, pluck 
out my eyes and shoot at sparrows with them, 

[ Going. 
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I’ve another piece of busi- 


Stop! 
The arrival of the galleys will 
If any one 
inquire of thee about them, say ‘thou hast 
heard it rumored that thy master intends to 


FIESCO. 
ness for thee. ( 
excite suspicion in the city. 


cruise against the Turks. Dost thou under- 
stand me? 

Moor. Yes, yes—the beards of the Mus- 
sulmen at the mast-head, but the devil for a 
steersman. [ Going. 

Fresco. Gently—one more precaution. 
Gianettino has new reasons to hate me and 
lay snares against my life. Go—sound the 
fellows of thy trade; see if thou canst not 
smell out some plot on foot against me. 
Visit the brothels — Doria often frequents 
them. The secrets of the cabinet are some- 
times lodged within the folds of a petticoat. 
Promise these ladies golden customers. Prom- 
ise them thy master. Let nothing be too sa- 
cred to be used in gaining the desired in- 
formation. 

Moor. Ha! luckily I am acquainted with 
one Diana Buononi, whom I have served above 
a year as procurer. ‘The other day I saw the 
Signor Lomellino coming out of her house. 

Fresco. That suits my purpose well. This 
very Lomellino is the key to all Doria’s follies. 
To-morrow thou shalt go thither. Perhaps he 
is to-night the Endymion of this chaste Diana. 

Moor. One more question, my lord. 
Suppose the people ask me—and that they 
will, T’'ll pawn my soul upon it—suppose they 
ask, ‘*What does Fiesco think of Genoa?’’ 
Would you still wear the mask?—or—how 
shall I answer them? 

Fresco. Answer?—Hum!—The fruit is 
ripe. The pains of labor announce the ap- 
proaching birth. Answer that Genoa lies upon 
the block, and that thy master’s name is— 
John Louis Fiesco 

Moor. (With an atr of satisfaction.) That, 
by my rogue’s honor, shall be done to your 
heart’s content. Now be wide awake, friend 
| Hassan! First to a tavern! My feet have 
work enough cut out for them. I must coax 
my stomach to intercede with my legs. 
(fastening away—returns.) Oh! apropos! 
My chattering made me almost forget one 
circumstance. You wished to know what 
passed between Calcagno and your wife. A 
refusal, sir—that’s all. [Runs off. 














SCENE XVI.—FIEsco alone. 


Fresco. I pity thee, Calcagno. Didst 
thou think I should, upon so delicate a point, 
have been thus careless, had I not relied in 
perfect security on my wife’s virtue and my 
own deserts? Yet I welcome this passion. 
Thou art a good soldier. It shall procure me 
thy arm for the destruction of Doria. ( Walk- 
ing up and down.) Now, Doria, to the scene 
of aétion! All the machines are ready for the 
grand attempt—the instruments are tuned for 
the terrific concert. Nought is wanting but 








to throw off the mask, and show Fiesco to the 
patriots of Genoa. (Some persons are heard 
approaching.) Ha! Visitors! Who can be 
coming to disturb me? 


SCENE XVII.—Fiesco, VERRINA, ROMANO, 
with a picture; SACCO, BOURGOGNINO, 
CALCAGNO. 

Fresco. (Receiving them with great affa- 
bility.) Welcome, my worthy friends! What 
important business brings you all hither?— 
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Are you, too, come, my dear brother, Ver- 
rina? I should almost have forgotten you, 
had you not oftener been present to my 
thoughts than to my sight. I think | have 
not seen you since my last entertainment. 
Verrina. Do not count the hours, Fiesco! 
Heavy burthens have, in that interval, weighed 
down my aged head. But enough of this 
Firsco. Not enough to satisfy the anxiety 
of friendship. You must inform me farther 
when we are alone. (Addressing BouRGOG- 
nino.) Welcome, brave youth! Our ac- 
quaintance is yet green; but my affection for 
thee is already ripe. Has your esteem for me 





improved? 
Bourc. ’Tis on the increase. 
Fresco. Verrina, it is reported that this 


brave young man is to be your son-in-law. 
Receive my warmest approbation of your, 
choice. I have conversed with him but once; 
and yet I should be proud to call him my 
relation. 

VERRINA. 
daughter vain. 

Fiesco. (Zo the others.) Sacco, Calcagno 
—all unfrequent visitors—I should fear the 
absence of Genoa’s noblest ornaments were a 
proof that I had been deficient in hospitality. 
And here I greet a fifth guest, unknown to 
me, indeed, but sufficiently recommended by 
this worthy circle. 

Romano. He, my lord, is simply a painter, 
by name Julio Romano, who lives by theft 
and counterfeit of Nature’s charms. His pen- 
cil is his only scutcheon; and he now comes 
hither (dowing profoundly) to seek the manly 
outlines of a Brutus. 

Firsco. Give me your hand, Romano! I 
love the mistress of your soul with a holy fire. 
Art is the right hand of Nature. The latter 
only gave us being, but ’twas the former 
made us men. What are the subjects of your 
labor? 

Romano. Scenes from the heroic ages of 
antiquity. At Florence is my dying Hercules, 
at Venice my Cleopatra, the raging Ajax at 
Rome, where—in the Vatican—the heroes of 
former times rise again to light. 

Fiesco. And what just now employs you? 

Romano. Alas! my lord, Ive thrown 
away my pencil. The lamp of genius burns 
quicker than the lamp of life. Beyond a cer- 
tain moment the flame flickers and dies. This 
is my last production. 

Fresco. (/n a lively manner.) It could not 
come more opportune. I feel, to-day, a more 


That judgment makes me of my 
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than usual cheerfulness. A sentiment of calm 
delight pervades my being, and fits it to re- 
ceive the impression of Nature’s beauties. Let 
us view your picture. I shall feast upon the 
sight. Come, friends, we will devote ourselves 
entirely to the artist. Place your picture. 

Verrina. (Apart to the others.) Now, 
Genoese, observe! 

Romano. (Placing the picture.) The light 
must fall upon it thus. Draw up that curtain 
—let fall the other—right. (Standing on one 
side.) Ut is the story of Virginia and Appius 
Claudius. 

[A long pause; all contemplate the picture. 

Verrina. (With enthusiasm.) Strike, aged 
father!—Dost thou tremble, tyrant?—How 
pale you stand there, Romans! -Imitate him, 
senseless Romans !—The sword yet glitters !— 
Imitate me, senseless Genoese !—Down with 
Doria! Down with him! 

| Striking at the picture. 

Fresco. (Zo the painter, smiling.) Could 
you desire greater applause? Your art has 
transformed this old man into a youthful en- 
thusiast. 

VeRRINA. (LZxhausted.) Where am I? 
What has become of them? They vanish like 


bubbles. You here, Fiesco! and the tyrant 
living! 
Fresco. My friend, amidst this admiration 


you have overlooked the parts most truly 
beauteous. Does this Roman’s head thus 
strike you? Look there! Observe that 
damsel—what soft expression! What feminine 


delicacy! How sweetly touched are those 
pale lips! How exquisite that dying look! 
Inimitable! Divine, Romano! And that 


white, dazzling breast, that heaves with the 
last pulse of life. Draw more such beauties, 
Romano, and I will give up Nature to worship 
thy creative fancy. 


Bourc. Is it thus, Verrina, your hopes are 
answered ? 
VeRRINA. Take courage, son! The AI- 


mighty has rejected the arm of Fiesco. 
ours he must rely. 

Fiesco. (Zo Romano.) Well, ’tis your last 
work, Romano. Your powers are exhausted. 
Lay down your pencil. Yet whilst I am ad- 
miring the artist, I forget to satiate on the 
work. I could stand gazing on it, regardless 
of an earthquake. ‘Take away your picture— 
the wealth of Genoa would scarcely reach the 
value of this Virginia.—Away with it! 

Romano. Honor is the artist’s noblest 
reward. I present it to you. [ Offers to g0 away. 


Upon 








FIESCO. 


Stay, Romano! 
jestically up and down the room, seeming to 


(He walks ma- 


reflect on something of importance. Sometimes 
he casts a quick and penetrating glance at the 
others; at last he takes ROMANO by the hand 
and leads him to the picture.) Come near, 
painter. (With dignified pride.) Proudly 
stand’st thou there, because, upon the dead 
canvas, thou canst simulate life, and immor- 
talize great deeds with small endeavor. Thou 
canst dilate with the poet’s fire on the empty 
puppet-show of fancy, without heart and with- 
out the nerve of life-inspiring deeds; depose 
tyrants on canvas, and be thyself a miserable 
slave! Thou canst liberate Republics with a 
dash of the pencil, yet not break thy own 
chains! (/n a loud and commanding tone.) 
Go! Thy work is a mere juggle. Let the 
semblance give place to reality! (With haugh- 
tiness, overturning the pitture.) I HAVE DONE 
what thou—hast only painted. 

[AZ struck with astonishment; ROMANO 

carries away the picture in confusion. 


SCENE XVIII. — Zhe former, except 
ROMANO. 


Fresco. Did you suppose the lion slept, 
because he ceased to roar? Did your vain 
thoughts persuade you that none but you 
could feel the chains of Genoa? That none 
but you durst break them? Before you knew 
their weight, Fiesco had already broken 
them. (He opens a scrutoire, takes out a 
parcel of letters, and throws them on the table. ) 
These bring soldiers from Parma; — these, 
French money ;—these, four galleys from the 
Pope. What, now, is wanting to rouse the 
tyrant in his lair? Tell me, what think you 
wanting? (AU stand silent with astonishment. ) 
Republicans! you waste your time in curses, 
when you should overturn the tyrant. 

[AZ but Verrina throw themselves at Fies- 

co’s feet. 
Fiesco, my spirit bends to 
thine, but my knee cannot. Thy soul is 
great; but—Rise, Genoese! [ Zhey rise. 

Fiesco. All Genoa was indignant at the 
effeminate Fiesco; all Genoa cursed the pro- 
fligate Fiesco. Genoese! my amours have 
blinded the cunning despot. My wild ex- 
cesses served to guard my plans from the 
danger of an imprudent confidence. _Con- 
cealed beneath the cloak of luxury, the infant 


VERRINA. 





plot grew up. Enough—I’m known suffi- 
ciently to Genoa in being known to you. I 
have attained my utmost wish. 

Bourc. (Zhrowing himself indignantly into 
a chair.) Am I, then, nothing? 

Fresco. But let us turn from thought to 
action. All the engines are prepared—I can 
storm the city by sea and land. Rome, 
France, and Parma cover me; the nobles are 
disaffected; the hearts of the populace are 
mine; I have lulled to sleep the tyrants; the 
state is ripe for revolution. We are no longer 
in the hands of Fortune. Nothing is want- 
ing.—Verrina is lost in thought. 

Bourc.. Patience! I have a word to say, 
which will more quickly rouse him than the 
trumpet of the last day. (Zo VERRINA—cad/s 
out to him emphatically.) Father! awake !— 
Thy Bertha will despair! 


VERRINA. Who spoke those words ?—Gen- 
oese, to arms! 
Fiesco. Think on the means of forwarding 


our plan. Night has advanced upon our dis- 
course; Genoa is wrapped in sleep; the tyrant 
sinks exhausted beneath the sins of the day. 
Let us watch o’er both. 

Bourc. Let us, before we part, consecrate 
our heroic union by an embrace! ( They form 
a circle, with joined arms.) “Here unite five 
of the bravest hearts in Genoa, to decide their 
country’s fate. (Ad embrace eagerly.) When 
the universe shall fall asunder, and the eternal 
sentence shall cut in twain the bonds of con- 
sanguinity and love, then may this fivefold 
band of heroes still remain entire ! 

[ They separate. 

Verrina. When shall we next assemble? 

Fiesco. At noon, to-morrow, I'll hear 
your sentiments. 

VERRINA. ’Tis well—at noon, to-morrow. 
Good night, Fiesco! Come, Bourgognino, 
you will hear something marvellous. 

[ Zxeunt VERRINA and BOURGOGNINO. 

Fiesco. (Zo the others.) Depart by the 
back gates, that Doria’s spies may not suspect 
us. [ Zxceunt Sacco and CALCAGNO. 


SCENE XIX.—FIEsco alone. 


Fiesco. (Walking up and down tn medita- 
tion.) What a tumult is in my breast! What 


a concourse of dark, uncertain images !—Like 


guilty wretches stealing out in secret to do 
some horrid deed, with trembling steps, and 
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blushing faces bent toward the ground, these 
flattering phantoms glide athwart my soul.— 
Stay! stay!—let me examine you more 
closely.—A_ virtuous thought strengthens the 
heart of man, and boldly meets the day—Ha ! 
I know you,—robed in the livery of Satan— 
Avaunt !—(A pause; he continues with energy. ) 
Firsco THE Patriot! THE DuKE Fresco !— 
Peace! On this steep precipice the boundaries 
of virtue terminate: here heaven and hell are 
separated.—Here have heroes stumbled, here 
have they fallen, and left behind a name 
loaded with curses—here, too, have heroes 
paused, here checked their course, and risen 
to immortality. — (More vehemently.) To 
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know the hearts of Genoa mine! To govern 
with a master’s hand this formidable state !— 
O artifice of sin, that masks each devil with 
an angel’s face!—Fatal ambition! Everlasting 
temper! Won by thy charms, angels aban- 
doned heaven, and death sprung from thy 
embraces.—(Shuddering.) Thy siren voice 
drew angels from their celestial mansions— 


power.—( After a pause, in a firm tone.) ‘To 
gain a diadem is great—to reject it is divine !— 
(Resolutely.) Perish the tyrant !—Let Genoa 
be free—and I (much affected) will be its 
happiest citizen. 
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Man thou ensnarest with beauty, riches, | 





ASele el 11. 


SCENE 1.—Jdnight. A dreary wilderness. 
VERRINA and BOURGOGNINO entering. 


Bourc. (Stands still.) Whither are you 
leading me, father? The heavy grief that 
hung upon your brow, when first you bade me 
follow you, still seems to labor in your panting 
breast. Break this dreadful silence !—Speak. 
I will go no further. 

VERRINA. ‘This is the place. 

Bourc. You could not choose a spot more 
awful. Father, if the deed you purpose be 
like the place—father—my hair will stand on 
end with horror. ; 

Verrina. And yet ’tis cheerfulness itself, 
to the gloom that enwraps my soul. Follow 
me to yon churchyard, where corruption preys 
on the mouldering remnants of mortality, and 
death holds his fearful banquet—where shrieks 
of damned souls delight the listening fiends, 
and sorrow weeps her fruitless tears into the 
never-filling urn. Follow me, my son, to 
where the condition of this world is changed, 
and God throws off his attributes of mercy— 
there will I speak to thee in agony, and thou 
shalt hear me with despair. 


Bourc. Hear! what? I conjure you, 
father. 
VeRRINA. Youth!—I fear—Youth, thy 


blood is warm and crimson—thy heart is soft 





and tender—such natures are alive to human 
kindness—this warmth of feeling melts my 
obdurate wisdom. If the frost of age, or sor- 
row’s leaden pressure had chilled the springtide 
vigor of thy spirits—if black congealed blood 
had closed the avenues of thy heart against 
the approaches of humanity—then would thy 
mind be attuned to the language of my grief, 
and thou wouldst look with admiration on my 


project. 

Bourc. I will hear it, and embrace it as 
my own. 

VERRINA. Not so, my son—Verrina will 


not wound thy heart with it. O Scipio, 
heavy burdens lie on me. A thought more 
dark and horrible than night, too vast to be 
contained within the breast of man! Mark 
me—my hand alone shall execute the deed; 
but my mind cannot alone support the weight 
of it. If I were proud, Scipio, I might say, 
greatness unshared is torture—It was a burden 
to the Deity himself, and he created angels to 
partake his counsels—Hear, Scipio! 

Bourc. My soul devours thy words. 

Verrina. Hear! But answer nothing— 
nothing, young man! Observe me—not a 


-word—FIESCO MUST DIE— 


Bourc. (Struck with astonishment.) Die! 
—Fiesco! 
VERRINA. 





Die—I thank thee, God, ’tis 
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out at last—Fiesco must die.—My son—die 
by my hand.—Now go!—There are deeds 
too high for human judgment.—They appeal 
alone to Heaven’s tribunal—Such a one is 
this. Go! I neither ask thy blame nor ap- 
probation. I know my inward struggles, and 
that’s enough. But hear!—These thoughts 
might weary out thy mind even to madness. 
—Hear! Didst thou observe yesterday with 
what pride he viewed his greatness reflected 
from our wondering countenances? ‘The man 
whose smiles deceived all Italy, will he endure 
equals in Genoa? Go! ’Tis certain that 
Fiesco will overthrow the tyrant.—’Tis as 
certain he will become a tyrant still more 
dangerous! 
[Zxit hastily. Bourcocnino looks after 
him with speechless surprise, then follows 
slowly. 


SCENE I.—Azx apartment in Firsco’s house. 
Ln the middle of the back scene, a glass door, 
through which ts seen a view of the sea and 


Genoa. Day-break. 
Firsco at the window. 
Fresco. What do I see?—The moon hath 


hid its face—The morn is rising fiery from 
the sea. Wild fancies have beset my sleep, 
and kept my soul convulsed by one idea. 
Let me inhale the pure, refreshing breeze.— 
(He opens a window; the city and ocean ap- 
pear red with the tint of morning. F1Esco 
walking up and down the room with energy.) 
I, the greatest man in Genoa! And should 
not lesser souls bow down before the greater? 
—But is not this to trample upon virtue ?— 
(Musing.) Virtue? The elevated mind is 
exposed to other than ordinary temptations— 
shall it, then, be governed by the ordinary 
rules of virtue?—Is the armor which encases 
the pigmy’s feeble frame suited to the giant? 
(The sun rises over Genoa.) THIS MAJESTIC 
CITY MINE!—(Spreading out his arms as if 
to embrace it.) To flame above it like the god 
of day!—To rule over it with a monarch 
mind!—To hold in subjeétion all the raging 
passions, all the insatiable desires in this 
fathomless ocean!—’Tis certain, though the 
cunning of the thief ennoble not the theft, yet 
doth the prize ennoble the thief. It is base to 
filch a purse—daring to embezzle a million, — 
but it is immeasurably great to steal a diadem. 
As guilt extends its sphere, the infamy decreas- 
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eth. 


(A pause, then with energy.) To oBEy! 
or to comMaND!—A fearful dizzying gulf— 
that absorbs whate’er is precious in the eyes 
of men.—The trophies of the conqueror— 
the immortal works of science and of art— 
the voluptuous pleasures of the epicure—the 
whole wealth encompassed by the seas.—To 


OBEY! OR TO COMMAND! ‘TO BE, OR NOT TO 
BE!—The space between is as wide as from 
the lowest depths of hell to the throne of the 
Almighty.—(lxz an elevated tone.) From that 
awful height to look down securely upon the 
impetuous whirlpool of mankind, where blind 
fortune holds capricious sway! To quaff at 
the fountain-head unlimited draughts from the 
rich cup of pleasure! To hold that armed 
giant LAW beneath my feet in leading-strings, 
and see it struggle with fruitless efforts against 
the sacred power of majesty!—To tame the 
stubborn passions of the people, and curb 
them with a playful rein, as the skilful horse- 
man guides the fiery steed !—With a breath— 
one single breath—to quell the rising pride of 
vassals, whilst THE PRINCE, with the motion 
of his sceptre, can embody even his wildest 
dreams of fancy!—Ah! What thoughts are 
these which transport the astounded mind 
beyond its boundaries! PrincE!—To be for 
one moment prince, comprises the essence of 
a whole existence. ’Tis not the mere stage 
of life—but the part we play on it that gives 
the value. The murmurs which compose the 
thunder’s roar might singly lull an infant to 
repose—but united, their crash can shake the 
eternal vault of heaven.—I am resolved. 

[ Walking up and down mazestically. 


“SCENE III.—Fiesco, Leonora, entering 
with a look of anxiety. 
LEoNorRA. Pardon me, Count. I fear I 


interrupt your morning rest. 

Fresco. (Steps back with astonishment.) 
Indeed, madam, you do surprise me not a 
little. 


Leonora. That never happens to those 
who love. 
Fresco. Charming Countess, you expose 


your beauty to the rude breath of morning. 
Leonora. I know not why I should pre- 
serve its small remains for grief to feed on. 
Fresco. Grief, my love? I thought that 
to be free from cares of state was happiness— 
LrEonora. It may be so.—Yet do I feel 
that my weak heart is breaking amidst this 
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happiness. I come, sir, to trouble you with a 
trifling request, if you can spare a moment’s 
time to hear me. ‘These seven months past I 
have indulged the pleasing dream of being 
Countess of Lavagna. It now has passed 
away, and left a painful weight upon my 
mind. Amid the pleasures of my innocent 
childhood, I must seek relief to my disordered 
spirits.—Permit me, therefore, to return to 
the arms of my beloved mother 
Fiesco. ( With astonishment.) Countess ! 
Leonora. My heart is a poor trembling 
thing, which you should pity. Even the 
least remembrance of my visionary joy might 
wound my sickly fancy. I therefore restore 
the last memorials of your kindness to their 
rightful owner.—(She lays some trinkets on 
the table.) This, too, that like a dagger struck 
my heart—(Presenting a letter.) This too— 
(Going to rush out of the door in tears. )—and 
I will retain nothing but the wound. 
Fresco. (Agitated, hastens after her and 
detains her.) Leonora! For God’s sake, stay! 
Leonora. (Falls into his arms exhausted. ) 
To be your wife was more than I deserved.— 
But she who was your wife, deserved, at 
least, respect. How bitter is the tongue of 
calumny. How the wives and maidens of 
Genoa now look down upon me! ‘‘See,”’ 
they say, ‘‘how droops the haughty one, 
whose vanity aspired to Fiesco!’’ Cruel 
punishment of my pride!—I triumphed over 
my whole sex when Fiesco led me to the 
altar. 
Fresco. Really, Madonna! 
most surprising 
Leonora. (Aside.) Ah!—he changes color 
—now I revive. 
Fresco. Wait only two days, Countess— 
then judge my conduct 
Leonora. To_be sacrificed !—Let me not 
speak it in thy chaste presence, O thou virgin 
day! To be sacrificed to a shameless wanton ! 
Look on me, my husband! Ah, surely those 
eyes, that make all Genoa tremble, must hide 
themselves before a weeping woman— 
Fresco. (Zxtremely confused.) No more, 
Signora !—No more 
Leonora. (With a melancholy look of re- 
proach.) To rend the heart of a poor helpless 
woman {!—Oh, it is so worthy of the manly 
sex. Into his arms I threw myself, and on 
his strength confidingly reposed my feminine 
weakness.—To him I trusted the heaven of 
my hopes.—The generous man bestowed it 


Qn a 








All this is 

















Fiesco. (lnterrupting her, with vehemence. ) 
No—my Leonora! No! 

Leonora. My Leonora !—Heaven, I thank 
thee! ‘These were the angelic sounds of love 
once more.—I ought to hate thee, faithless 
man! And yet I fondly grasp the shadow of 
thy tenderness.— Hate! said 1?—-Hate Fiesco? 
—Oh, believe it not! Thy perfidy may bid 
me die, but cannot bid me hate thee. I did 
not know. my heart 

( Zhe Moor ts heard approaching. ) 

Fresco. Leonora!—grant me one -trifling 
favor— 

Leonora. Everything, Fiesco—but indif- 
ference— 

Fresco. Well, well.—(Significantly.) Till 
Genoa be two days older, inquire not! con- 
demn me not !— 

[Leads her politely to another apartment. 





SCENE IV.—Fiesco, the Moor, entering 


hastily. 
Fresco, Whence come you, thus out of 
breath? 
Moor. Quick, my lord! 
Fresco. Has anything run into the net? 
Moor. Read this letter. —Am I really 


here? Methinks Genoa is become shorter by 
twelve streets, or else my legs have grown 
that much longer! You change color!—Yes, 
yes—they play at cards for heads, and yours 
is the chief stake. How do you like it? 

Fresco. ( Zhrows the letter on the table with 
horror.) Thou woolly-pated rascal! How 
camest thou by that letter? 

Moor. Much in the same way as your 
grace will come by the republic.—An express 
was sent with it towards Levanto. I smelt 
out the game; waylaid the fellow in a narrow 
pass, despatched the fox, and brought the 
poultry hither 

Fiesco. His blood be on thy head!—As 
for the letter, ’tis not to be paid with gold. 

Moor. Yet I will be content with silver 
for it.—(Seriously, and with a look of tmpor- 
tance.) Count of Lavagna! ’twas but the 
other day I sought your life. To-day (forn¢- 
ing to the letter) 1 have preserved it. Now] 
think his lordship and the scoundrel are even. 
My further service is an aét of friendship— 
(presents another paper) number two !— 

Fresco. (Receives it with astonishment.) 
Art thou mad? 
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that hast rendered 
through a greater devil.—Wondrous are thy 
ways !—( Zo the Moor.) Swear to me to obey, 
and keep this secret. 


it abortive — abortive 





Moor. Very well. The latter I can af- 
ford—she paid me ready money. 

Figsco. ‘This note invites me to her.—I’ll 
be with you, madam!—and find means to 
lure you hither too. Now haste thee, with all 
thy speed, and call together the conspirators. 

Moor. This order I anticipated, and 
therefore, at my own risk, appointed every 
one to come at ten o’clock precisely. 

Fiesco. I hear the sound of footsteps. 
They are here. Fellow, thy villainy deserves 
a gallows of its own, on which no son of 
Adam was ever yet suspended. Wait in the 
antechamber till I call for thee. 


Moor. The Moor has done his work—the 
Moor may go. (Zi ait. 
SCENE V.—Firsco, VeERRINA, Bour- 


GOGNINO, CALCAGNO, SACCO. 


Fresco. (Meeting them.) The tempest is 
approaching; the clouds rush together. Ad- 
vance with caution. Let all the doors be 
locked. 

VERRINA. Eight chambers have I made 
fast behind me. Suspicion cannot come 
within a hundred steps of us. 


Bourc. Here is no traitor, unless our fear 
become one. 
Fresco. Fear cannot pass my threshold. 


Welcome he whose mind remains the same as 
yesterday. Be seated 





[ Zhey seat themselves. 

Bourc. (Walking up and down.) I care 
not to sit in cold deliberation when aéction 
calls upon me. 5 

Figsco. Genoese, this hour is eventful. 

VERRINA. Thou hast challenged us to 
consider a plan for dethroning the tyrant. 
Demand of us—we are here to answer thee. 

Fiesco. First, then, a question, which, as 
it comes so late, you may think strange.— 
Who is to fall? : [A pause. 

Bourc. (Leaning over Fiesco’s chair with 
an expressive look.) The tyrants. 
~ Fresco. Well spoken! The tyrants! I 
entreat you weigh well the importance of the 
word. Is he who threatens the overthrow of 
liberty—or he who has it in his power—the 
greater tyrant? 














VERRINA. The first I hate, I fear the 
latter. Let Andreas Doria fall! 
Catcacno. (With emotion.) Andreas? The 
old Andreas! who perhaps to-morrow may 
pay the debt of nature 
Sacco. Andreas?—That mild old man! 
Fresco. Formidable is that old man’s 
mildness, O my friend—the brutality of Gia- 
nettino only deserves contempt. ‘‘Let An- 





dreas fall!’? There spoke thy wisdom, 
Verrina. 
Bourc. The chain of iron, and the cord 


of silk, alike are bonds. Let Andreas perish! 

Firsco. ( Going to the table.) The sentence, 
then, is passed upon the uncle and_ the 
nephew. Sign it!—(7Zhey all sign.) The 
question zwho is settled.—How must be next 


determined. Speak first, Calcagno. 
Catcacno. We must execute it either as 
SOLDIERS or ASSASSINS. The jst is danger- 


ous, because we must have many confidants. 
Tis also doubtful, because the people’s hearts 
are not all with us. To aé¢t the second our 
five good daggers are sufficient. Two days 
hence high mass will be performed in the 
Lorenzo Church—both the Dorias will be 
present. In the house of God even a tyrant’s 
cares are lulled to sleep.—I have done. 

Firsco. ( Zurning away.) Calcagno, your 
plan is politic, but ’tis detestable.—Raphael 
Sacco, yours? 

Sacco. Calcagno’s reasons please me, but 
the means he chooses my mind revolts at. 
Better were it that Fiesco should invite both 
the uncle and nephew to a feast, where, 
pressed on all sides by the vengeance of the 
republic, they must swallow death at the 
dagger’s point, or in a bumper of good Cy- 
prian. ‘This method is at least convenient. 

Fresco. (With horror.) Ah, Sacco! What 
if the wine their dying tongues shall taste 
become for us torments of burning pitch in 
hell!—Away with this advice! Speak thou, 


Verrina. 
Verrina. An open heart shows a bold 
front. Assassination degrades us to banditti. 


The hero advances sword in hand. I propose 
to give aloud the signal of revolt, and boldly 
rouse the patriots of Genoa to vengeance.— 

[He starts from his seat, the others do the 

same. 

Bourc. (Lmbracing him.) And with armed 
hand wrest Fortune’s favors from her. This 
is the voice of honor, and is mine. 

Fresco. And mine! Shame on _ you, 
Genoese! (Zo Sacco and Caucacno. )—For- 
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tune has already done too much for us, let 
something be our own. Therefore open re- 
volt !—And that, Genoese, this'very night 

[VERRINA and BouRGOGNINO astonished— 

the others terrified. 

Catcacno. What! To-night? The ty- 
rants are yet too powerful, our force too 
small. 

Sacco. To-night? And nought prepared? 
The day is fast declining. 

Fiesco. Your doubts are reasonable, but 
read these papers.—(He gives them GIANET- 
TINO’S papers, and walks up and down with a 
look of satisfaction, whilst they read them ea- 
gerly.) Now, farewell, thou proud and haughty 
star of Genoa, that didst seem to fill the 
whole horizon with thy brightness. Knewest 
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thou not that the majestic sun himself must 
quit the heavens, and yield his sceptre to the 
radiant moon? Farewell, Doria, beauteous 
star! 


Patroclus to the shades is gone, 
And he was more than thou. 


Bourc. (After reading the papers.) This is 
horrible ! 

CaLtcacno. Twelve victims at a blow! 

VERRINA. ‘To-morrow, in the senate-house ! 

Bourc. Give me these papers, and I will 
ride with them through Genoa, holding them 
up to view. The very stones will rise in 
mutiny, and even the dogs will howl against 
the tyrant. 


“es 
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Aut. Revenge! Revenge! Revenge!— 
This very night! 
Fiesco. Now you have reached the point. 


At sunset I will invite hither the principal 
malcontents — those that stand upon the 
bloody list of Gianettino. Besides, the Sauli, 
the Gentili, Vivaldi, Vesodimari, all mortal 
enemies of the house of Doria; but whom the 
tyrant forgot to fear. They, doubtless, will 
embrace my plan with eagerness. 

Bourc. I doubt it not. 

Fiesco. Above all things, we must render 
ourselves masters of the sea. Galleys and 
seamen I have ready. The twenty vessels of 
the Dorias are dismantled, and may be easily 
surprised. ‘The entrance of the inner harbor 
must be blocked up, all hope of flight cut off. 
If we secure this point, all Genoa is in our 
power. 

VERRINA. Doubtless. 

Fiesco. Then we must seize the strongest 
posts in the city, especially the gate of St. 
Thomas, which, leading to the harbor, con- 
nects our land and naval forces. Both the 
Dorias must be surprised within their palaces, 
and killed. The bells must toll, the citizens 
be called upon to side with us, and vindicate 
the liberties of Genoa. If Fortune favor us, 
you shall hear the rest in the senate. 

VeRRINA. ‘The plan is good. Now for the 
distribution of our parts. 

Fiesco. (Significantly. ) Genoese, you chose 
me, of your own accord, as chief of the con- 
spiracy. Will you obey my farther-orders? 

VERRINA. AS certainly as they shall be the 
best. 

Fiesco. Verrina, dost thou know the prin- 
ciple of all warlike enterprise ?—Instruét him, 
Genoese. It is SUBORDINATION. If your 
will be not subjeéted to mine—observe me 
well—if I be not the head of the conspiracy, 
Iam no more a member. 

VerrINA. A life of freedom is well worth 
some hours of slavery.—We obey. 

Fresco. Then leave me now. Let one of 
you reconnoitre the city, and inform me of 
the strength or weakness of the several posts. 
Let another find out the watch-word. A third 
must see that the galleys are in readiness. A 
fourth conduét the two thousand soldiers into 
my palace court. I myself will make all pre- 
parations here for the evening, and pass the 
interval perhaps in play. At nine precisely 
let all be at my palace, to hear my final 
orders [ Rings the bell. 

VERRINA. I take the harbor. 
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Bourc. I the soldiers. 
CaLcacno. Ill learn the watch-word.. 
Sacco. I’ll reconnoitre Genoa. [xeunt. 


SCENE VI.—Fiesco, Moor. 


Firsco. (Seated at a desk, and writing. ) 
Did they not struggle against the word swdor- 
dination, as the worm against the needle which 
transfixes it?—But ’tis too late, republicans. 

Moor. (£xntering.) My lord 

Fiesco. (Giving him a paper.) Invite all 
those whose names are written here, to see A 
PLAY this evening at my palace. 

Moor. Perhaps to aét a part—and pay 
the admission with their heads. 

Fiesco. (ln a haughty and contemptuous 
manner.) When this is over, I'll no longer 
detain thee here in Genoa. (Gog, throws 
him a purse.) This is thy last employment. 

[ Zxtt. 





SCENE VII.—Moor alone. 


Moor. (Zaking up the purse slowly, and 
looking after FiESco with surprise.) Are we, 
then, on these terms ?—‘‘I will detain thee in 
Genoa no longer.’’—That is to say, translated 
from the Christian language into my heathen 
tongue, ‘‘When I am Duke, I shall hang up 
my friend the Moor upon a Genoese gallows.’’ 
—Hum !—He fears, because I know his tricks, 
my tongue may bring his honor into danger 
when he is Duke,—When he is Duke? Hold, 
master Count! ‘That event remains to be 
considered. Ah! old Doria, thy life is in my 
hands. Thou art lost unless I warn thee of 
thy danger. Now, if I go to him and discover 
the plot, I save the Duke of Genoa no less 
than his existence and his dukedom, and gain 
at least this hat full of gold for my reward.— 
(Going, stops suddenly.) But stay, friend Has- 
san, thou art going on a foolish errand. 
Suppose this scene of riot is prevented, and 
nothing but good is the result.—Psha! what 
a cursed trick my avarice would then have 
played me! Come, devil, help me to make 
out what promises the greatest mischief; to 
cheat Fiesco, or to give up Doria to the 
dagger. If Fiesco succeed, then Genoa may 
prosper.—Away !—That must not be. If this 
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Doria escape, then all remains as ’twas before, 
and Genoa is quiet.—That’s still worse !—Ay, 
but to see these rebels’ heads upon the block! 
—Hum!—On the other hand, ’twould be 
amusing to behold the illustrious Dorias in this 
evening’s massacre, the victims of a rascally 
Moor.—No.—This doubtful question a Chris- 
tian might perhaps resolve, but ’tis too deep a 
riddle for my Moorish brains.—I’1l go propose 
it to some learned man. [ Lxzt. 


SCENE VIII.—Ax apartment in the house of 
the COUNTESS IMPERIALI. JULIA 77 @ 
adishabille. GIANETTINO enters, 
agitated. 


GIANET. Good evening, sister. 

Juuia. (Rising.) It must be something ex- 
traordinary which brings the Crown Prince of 
Genoa to his sister ! 

GIANET. Sister, you are continually sur- 
rounded by butterflies, and I by wasps. How 
is it possible that we should meet! Let’s be 
seated. 

Jutia. You almost excite my curiosity. 

G1aNEt. When did Fiesco visit you last? 

Jutia. A strange question.—As if I bur- 
dened my memory with such trifles! 

GianET. I must know—positively. 

Jutia. Well, then, he was here yesterday. 

GianET. And behaved without reserve? 

Juuta. As usual. 

GiANET. As much a coxcomb as ever? 

JuLta. ( Offended.) Brother! 

GiANET. (More vehemently.) I say —as 
much a coxcomb 

Juuia. (Rises, with indignation.) Sir!— 
What do you take me for? 

GiANET. (Keeps his seat—sarcasticaily.) For 
a mere piece of woman-flesh, wrapped up in a 
great—great patent of nobility. This be- 
tween ourselves—there is no one by to hear us. 

Jutta. (Znraged.) Between ourselves—you 
are an impertinent jackanapes, and presume 
upon the credit of your uncle. No one by to 
hear us, indeed! 

GIANET. Sister! sister! don’t be angry, 
—I’m only merry because Fiesco is still as 
much a coxcomb as ever.—That’s all I wanted 
to know. Your servant [ Gotng. 











SCENE IX.—TZhe former, LOMELLINO ex- 


tering. 


Lome. (Zo Juuia, respectfully.) Pardon 
my boldness,’ gracious lady.—( Zo GIANET- 
TINO.) Certain affairs which cannot be de- 





layed 

[GIANETTINO Zakes him aside; JULIA goes 

off angrily, and plays an allegro. 

GiANnEt. (Zo LOMELLINO.) Is everything 
prepared for to-morrow? 

Lomet. Everything, prince— but the 
courier, who was despatched this morning to 
Levanto, is not yet returned, nor is Spinola 





arrived. Should he be intercepted !—I’m 
much alarmed . 

Gianet. Fear nothing. You have that 
list at hand? 

LomeL. (Lmbarxassed.) My lord—the 


listPp—I do not know—I must have left it at 
home, in my other pocket. 

GranEt. It does not signify—would that 
Spinola were but here. Fiesco will be found 
dead in his bed. I have taken measures 


for it. 

LomeL. But it will cause great conster- 
nation. 

GianeET. In that lies our security. Com- 


mon crimes but move the blood, and stir it to 

revenge; atrocious deeds freeze it with terror, 

and annihilate the faculties of man. You 

know the fabled power of Medusa’s head— 

they who but looked on it were turned to 
stone.—What may not be done, my boy, be- 

fore stones are warmed to animation ? 


LomeL. Have you given the Countess any 
intimation of it? 
GIANET. That would never do! We must 


deal more cautiously with her attachment to 
Fiesco. When she shares the sweets, the cost 
will soon be forgotten. Come, I expect 
troops this evening from Milan, and must give 
orders at the gates for their reception.—/( Zo 
Jutta.) Well, sister, have you almost 
thrummed away your anger? 

Jutta. Go! You're a rude, unmannered 
creature! [GIANETTINO, going, meets FIESCO. 


SCENE X.—TZhe former, FYEsco. 


GIANET. (Stepping back.) Ha! - 
Fresco. (With politeness.) Prince, you 
spare me a visit, which I was just now about 


to pay. 





Aen ane 


























MU Av 

















































































































































































































ARTIST: CLAUDIUS SCHRAUDOLPH. 








FIESCO 


SCENE X, 


ACT Il, 























GIANET. 


And I, too, Count, am pleased 
to meet you here. 

Fiesco. (Approaching JULIA courteously.) 
Your charms, signora, always surpass expect- 
ation. 

Juuia. 
ambiguous—but I’m shocked at my dishabille 


Fie! that in another would sound 
—excuse me, Count— [ Going. 

Fiesco. Stay, my beauteous lady. Wo- 
man’s beauty is ne’er so charming as when in 
the toilet’s simplest garb. (Laughingly.) An 
undress is her surest robe of conquest. Per- 
mit me to loosen these tresses 





Jutta. Oh, how ready are you men to 
cause confusion ! 
Fresco. (With a smile to Gianet.) In 


dress, as in the state—is it not soP—( Zo 
Juuia.) This riband, too, is awkwardly put 
on. Sit down, fair Countess—your Laura’s 


skill may strike the eye, but cannot reach the . 


heart. Let me play the chambermaid for 
once. [She sits down, he arranges her dress. 

Gianet. (Aside to LoMEL.) Poor frivolous 
fellow ! 

Fiesco. (Engaged about her bosom.) Now 
see—this I prudently conceal. ‘The senses 
should always be blind messengers, and not 
know the secret compact between nature and 


fancy. 
Juuia. That is trifling. 
Firsco. Not at all; for, consider, the 


prettiest novelty loses all its zest when once 
become familiar.—Our senses are but the 
rabble of our inward republic.. The noble 
live by them, but elevate themselves above 
their low, degenerate tastes.—(Having ad- 
justed her toilet, he leads her to a glass.) 
Now, by my honor! this must, on the mor- 
row, be Genoa’s fashion.—(Poltely. )—May 
I have the honor of leading you so abroad, 
Countess? 

Juuia. The cunning flatterer!—how art- 
fully he lays his plans to ensnare me. No! I 
have a head-ache, and will stay at home. 


Firsco. Pardon me, Countess.—You may 
be so cruel, but surely you w// not.—To-day 
a company of Florentine comedians arrive at 
my palace.—Most of the Genoese ladies will 
be present this evening at their performance, 
‘and I am uncertain whom to place in the 
chief-box, without offending others. There is 
but ‘one expedient.—( Making a low bow.) If 
you would condescend, Signora— 


Jura. (Blushing, retires to a side apart- 


ment.) Laura! 





GIANET. (Approaching Fiesco.) Count, 
you remember an unpleasant circumstance— 

Firsco. (Luterrupting him.) ’'Tis my wish, 
Prince, we should both forget it.—The actions 
of men are regulated by their knowledge of 
each other. It is my fault, that you knew me 
so imperfectly. 

Gianet. I shall never think of it without 
craving your pardon from my inmost soul— 

Fresco. Nor I, without forgiving you from 
my heart’s core.— 

[JuLia returns, her dress a little altered. 

GIANET. Count, I just now recolle¢t that 
you are going to cruise against the Turks— 

Fresco. ‘This evening we weigh anchor.— 
On that account I had some apprehensions, 
from which my friend Doria’s kindness may 
deliver me. 

G1ANET. (Odseguiously.) Most willingly. 
Command my utmost influence! 

Fiesco. The circumstance might cause a 
concourse toward the harbor, and about my 
palace, which the duke your uncle might mis- 
interpret. 

GIANET. (Jn a friendly manner.) V1l man- 
age that for you. Continue your preparations, 
and may success attend your enterprise ! 

Fresco. ( With a smile.) Vm much obliged 
to you. 





SCENE XI.—TZhe former. A GERMAN of 
the Body Guard. 


G1aANnET. What now? 

GERMAN. Passing by the gate of St. 
Thomas, I observed a great number of armed 
soldiers hastening towards the harbor. The 
galleys of the Count Fiesco were preparing for 
sea. 

GianeEt. Is that all? Report it no further. 

GERMAN. Very well. From the convent 
of the Capuchins, too, suspicious rabble are 
pouring, and steal toward the market place. 
From their gait and appearance I should sup- 
pose them soldiers. 

Gianet. (Angrily.) Out upon this fool’s 
zeal!—( Zo LomEL., aside.) —These are un- 
doubtedly my Milanese. 

GERMAN. Does your grace command that 
they should be arrested? 

Granet. (Aloud to Lome...) Look to them, 
Lomellino.—( Zo “he GERMAN.) Begone!— 
"Tis all well.—(Aside to LomeE..) Bid that 
German beast be silent. 

[ Zxeunt LOMEL. and GERMAN. 
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Fresco. (/n another part of the room with Jutta. Stay, let me take my cloak. ’Tis 
JuLia—looks toward GianeEY.) Our friend | no tragedy, I hope, Count? It would haunt 
Doria seems displeased. May I inquire the | me in my dreams. 


reason ? Fresco. (Sarcastically.) ’Twill excite im- 
Gr1aNnET. No wonder—these eternal mes- | moderate laughter. 

sages. [ Zxct hastily. 
Fresco. The play awaits us too, signora. [He hands her out—the curtain falls. 


May I offer you my hand? 
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SCENE I. -Might. The court of Fiesco’s 
palace. The lamps lighted. Persons carry- 
ing in arms. A wing of the palace tllumt- 
nated. A heap of arms on one side of the 
stage. 


BourGocnino leading a band of soldiers. 


Bourc. Halt!—Let four sentinels be sta- 
tioned at the great gate. Two at every door 
of the palace.—(TZhe sentinels take their 
posts.) Let every one that chooses enter, but 
none depart. If any one attempt to force 
his way, run him through! 

[Goes with the rest into the palace. The 

sentinels walk up and down. A pause. 


SCENE II.—ZEnTuRIONE entering. 


SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (Ca// out.) Who 
goes there? 
ZENT. A friend of Lavagna.— 
[ Goes across the court to the palace on 
the right. 
SENTINEL THERE. Back! 
[ZENT. starts, and goes to the door on the 


loft. 























Back! 

ZENT. (Stands still with surprise. A 
pause. Then to the SENTINEL on the left.) 
Friend, which is the way to the theatre? 

SENTINEL. Don’t-know. 

ZENT. (Walks up and down with increas- 
ing surprise—then to the SENTINEL on the 
right.) Friend, when does the play begin? 

SENTINEL. Don’t know. 

ZENT. (Astonished, walks up and down. 
Percetves the weapons; alarmed.) Friend, 
what mean these? 

SENTINEL. Don’t know. 

ZENT. (Wraps himself up in his cloak, 
alarmed.) Strange! 

SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (Calling out.) 
Who goes there? 


SENTINEL ON THE LEFT. 


SCENE IIl.—7Zhe former, Zio entering. 
Ziso. A friend of Lavagna. 
ZENT. Zibo, where are we? 
Zino. What mean you? 
ZENT. Look around you, Zibo. 
ZiBo. Where?—What? 
ZENT. All the doors are guarded ! 
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Zipo. Here are arms 

ZentT. No one that will answer 

Zino. ’Tis strange! 

ZENT. What is it o'clock? 

Z1Bo. Past eight. 

ZeNT. How bitter cold it is! 

Zipo. Eight was the hour appointed. 
ZENT. (Shaking his head.) ’Yis not all as 


it should be fae 











Zino. Fiesco means to jest with us 

ZENT. To-morrow will be the ducal elec- 
tion. —Zibo, all’s not mght here, depend 
upon it. 

Ziso. Hush! hush! 

ZENT. The right wing of the palace is full 
of lights. 

Zizo. Do you hear nothing? 

Zent. A confused murmuring within— 
and 

Ziso. The sound of clattering arms 

ZeNT. Horrible! horrible! 

Zino. A carriage—it stops at the gate! 


SENTINELS AT THE GATE. (Calling out.) 


Who goes there? 


SCENE IV.—7Zhe former, four of the ASSER- 
ATO family. 


AssERATO. (Lntering.) A friend of Fiesco. 

Zino. ‘They are the four Asserati. 

Zent. Good evening, friends! 

ASSERATO. We are going to the play. 

Zizo. <A pleasant journey to you! 

ASSERATO. Are you not going also? 

ZENT. Walk on. We'll just take a breath 
of air first. 

ASSERATO. Come !— 

[ Going. 


’Twill soon begin. 


SENTINEL. Back! 

ASSERATO. What can this mean? 

ZENT. (Laughing.) To keep you from the 
palace. 

ASSERATO. Here’s some mistake 

Zizo. ‘That’s plain enough.— 

[ Music ts heard in the right wing. 

ASSERATO. Do you hear the symphony? 
The comedy is going to begin. 

Zent. I think it has begun, and we are 
acting our parts as fools. 





Ziso. I’m not over warm—I’ll return 
home. 

ASSERATO. Arms here too? 

Z1B0. Poh!—Mere play-house articles. 

ZENT. Shall we stand waiting, like ghosts 
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upon the banks of Acheron? Come, let us 





to a tavern! [AW six go toward the gate. 

SENTINEL. (Calling out loudly.) Back !— 
Back! 

ZENT. Death and the Devil! We are 
caught ! 

Z1zo.. My sword shall open a passage ! 

AssERATO. Put it up! The Count’s a 
man of honor. 

Zipo. We are sold! betrayed! — The 


comedy was a bait, and we’re caught in a 
trap. 

ASSERATO. Heaven forbid! 
tremble for the event. 


And yet I 


SCENE V.—TZhe former, VERRINA, SACCO, 
and NOBLES. 


SENTINELS. Who goes there? 
VERRINA. Friends of the house. 

[Seven NOBLES enter with him. 
Zipo. These are his confidants. Now all 


will be explained. 

Sacco. (lz conversation with VERRINA. ) 
"Tis as I told you. Lascaro is on guard at 
the St. Thomas’ Gate, the best officer of 
Doria, and blindly devoted to him. 

VERRINA. I’m glad of it. 

Zi1Bo. (Zo VERRINA.) Verrina, you come 
opportunely to clear up the mystery. 

VERRINA. Howso? What mean you? 

ZENT. We are invited to a comedy. 

VerRRINA. Then we are going the same 
way. 

ZENT. (lmpatently.) Yes—the way of all 
flesh. You see the doors are guarded.—Why 
guard the doors? 

Zizo. Why these sentinels? 

ZENT. We stand here like criminals be- 
neath the gallows. 

VeERRINA. The Count will come himself. 

ZENT. ’Twere well if he came a little 
faster. My patience begins to fail. 

[AZ the NosLes walk up and down in the 

back-ground. 

Bourc. (Coming out of the palace, to VER- 
RINA.) How goes it in the harbor? 

VerRINA. They’re all safe on board. 

Bourc. The palace is full of soldiers. 

VERRINA. ’Tis almost nine. 

Bourc. The Count is long in coming. 

Verrina. And yet too quick to gain his 
wishes.—Bourgognino !—There i is a thought 
that freezes me, 
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Boure. 


Father, be not too hasty. 
VERRINA. It is impossible to be too hasty 


where delay is fatal. I must commit a second 
murder to justify the first. 
Bourc. But—when must Fiesco fall? 
. VERRINA. When Genoa is free, Fiesco 
1es ! 


SENTINELS. Who goes there? 


SCENE VI.—TZhe former, Fresco. 


Fresco. A friend!—( Zhe Noses dow— 
the SENTINELS present their arms.) Welcome, 
my worthy guests! You must have been dis- 
pleased at my long absence.—Pardon me.— 
(/n a low votce to VERRINA.) Ready? 

VERRINA. (Jn the same manner.) As you 
would wish. 

Firsco. (Zo Bourcocnino.) And you? 

Bourc. Quite prepared. 

Fresco. ( Zo Sacco.) And you? 


Sacco. All’s right. 
Fiesco. And Calcagno? 
Bourc. Is not yet arrived. 


Firsco. (Aloud to the SENTINELS.) Make 
fast the gates!—(He ‘fakes off his hat, and 
steps forward with dignity toward the assem- 
bly.) My friends—I have invited you hither 
to a play—not as spectators, but to allot to 
each a part therein. 


Long enough have we borne the insolence 
of Gianettino Doria, and the usurpation of 
Andreas. My friends, if we would deliver 
Genoa, no time is to be lost. For what pur- 
pose, think you, are those twenty galleys, 
which beset our harbor? For what purpose 
the alliances which the Dorias have of late 
concluded? For what purpose the foreign 
forces which they have colle¢ted even in the 
heart of Genoa? Murmurs and execrations 
avail no longer. To save all, we must dare 
all. A desperate disease requires a desperate 
remedy. Is there one base enough in this 
assembly to own an equal for his master ?— 
(Murmurs. )—Here is not one whose ances- 
tors did not watch around the cradle of infant 
Genoa. What!—in heaven’s name !—what, 
I ask you, have these two citizens to boast of, 
that they should urge their daring flight so 
far above our heads?—(Jucreasing murmurs. ) 
Every one of you is loudly called upon to 
fight the cause of Genoa against its tyrants.— 





No one can surrender a hair’s breadth of his 
rights, without betraying the soul of the whole 
state. — 
[Luterrupted by violent commotions—he 
proceeds. 

You feel your wrongs—then everything is 
gained.—I have already paved your way to 
glory.—Genoese, will you follow? I am 
prepared to lead you. ‘Those signs of war 
which you just now beheld with horror should 
awaken your heroism. Your anxious shud- 
dering must warm into a glorious zeal, that 
you may unite your efforts with this patriotic 
band to overthrow the tyrant.—Success will 
crown the enterprise, for all our preparations 
are well arranged.—The cause is just, for 
Genoa suffers.—The attempt will render us 
immortal, for it is vast and glorious 

ZENT. ( Vehemently, and agitated.) Enough! 
—Genoa shall be free! Be this our shout of 
onset against hell itself! 

Zino. And may he who is not. roused 
by it pant at the slavish oar till the last 
trumpet break his chains 

Fiesco. Spoken like men—Now you de- 
serve to know the danger that hung over 
yourselves and Genoa. (Gives them the 
papers of the Moor.) Lights, soldiers! ( The 
NosLEs crowd about the lights, and read— 
FiEsco aszde to VERRINA.) Friend, it went as 
I could wish. 

VERRINA. Be not too certain. Upon the 
left I saw countenances that grew pale, and 
knees that tottered. 

ZENT. (Luraged.) Twelve senators !—In- 
fernal villainy! Seize each a sword! 

[ AY, except two, eagerly take up the wea- 

pons that le in readiness. 











Zipo. Thy name, too, Bourgognino, is 
written there. 
Bourc. Ay, and, if Heaven permit, it 


shall be written to-day upon the throat of 
Gianettino ! 





ZENT. ‘Two swords remain 

Ziso. Ah! What sayest thou? 

ZENT. ‘Two amongst us have not taken 
swords. 

ASSERATO. My brothers cannot bear the 





sight of blood—pray spare them! 
ZENT. (Vehemently.) What! Not a ty- 
rant’s blood! ‘Tear them to pieces—Cowards! 
Let such bastards be driven from the re- 
public! 
[Some of the assembly attack the two As- 


SERATI. 
Fiesco. (Restraining them.) Cease! Shall 
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Genoa owe its liberty to slaves? Shall our 
pure gold be debased by this alloy?—(He 
disengages them.) Gentlemen, you must be 
content to take up your abode within my 
palace until our business be decided.—/( Zo the 
SENTINELS.) These are your prisoners: you 
answer for their safety! Guard them with 
loaded arms! 

[They are led off—a knocking heard at the 

gate. 

SENTINEL. Who is there? 

Catcacno. (Without, eagerly.) Open the 
gate! A friend!—for God’s sake, open! 

Bourc. It is Calcagno—Heavens! What 
can this mean? 

Fresco. Open the gate, soldiers. 


SCENE VII.—TZhe former, CALCAGNO, out 


of breath. 
Catcacno. All’s lost! all’s lost! Fly, 
every one that can! 
Bourc. What’s lost? Have they flesh of 


brass?—Are our swords made of rushes? 

Fresco. Consider, Calcagno!—An error 
now is fatal. 

Catcacno. Weare betrayed !—Your Moor, 
Lavagna, is the rascal! I come from the 
senate-house. He had an audience of the 
Duke. 

VERRINA. (With a resolute tone, to the 
SENTINELS.) Soldiers! let me rush upon your 
halberds! I will not perish by the hangman’s 
hands. [ Zhe assembly show marks of confusion. 

Fresco. (With firmness.) What are you 
about ?—’Sdeath, Calcagno !—Friends, ’tis a 
false alarm.—( Zo CaLcaGNno, aside.) Woman, 
that thou art, to tell these boys this tale.— 
Thou, too, Verrina?—and thou, Bourgognino? 
Whither wouldst thou go? 

Bourc. Home—to kill my Bertha—and 
then return to fall with thee! 

FiEsco. (Bursting into a loud laugh.) Stay! 
stay! Is this the valor that should punish 
tyrants? — Well didst thou play thy part, 
Calcagno!—Did none of you perceive that 
this alarm was my contrivance? Speak, Cal- 
cagno—Was it not my order that you should 
put these Romans to this trial? 

_ VERRINA. Well, if you can laugh, I’ll be- 
lieve you—or never more think you man. 

Firsco. Shame on you, men! to fail in 
such a boyish trial! Resume your arms—you 


290 





must fight like lions to atone for this disgrace. 
(Aside to Catcacno.) Were you there your- 
self? 

Catcacno. (Low.) I made my way among 
the guards, to hear, as was my business, the 
watch-word from the Duke.—As I was re- 





turning, the Moor was brought 

Fiesco. (Aloud.) So the old man 1s gone 
to bed—we’ll drum him out of his feathers.— 
(Low.) Did he talk long with the Duke? 

Catcacno. (Zow.) My sudden fright and 
your impending danger drove me away in 
haste 

Firsco. (Aloud.) See how our countrymen 
still tremble 

Catcacno. (Aloud.) You should have 
carried on the jest. (Zow.) For God’s sake, 
friend, what will this artifice avail us? 

Fiesco. ’Twill gain us time, and dissipate 
the first panic.—(A/oud.) Ho! bring wine 
here!—(ZLow.) Did the Duke turn pale?— 
(Aloud.) Well, brothers, let us drink success 
to this night’s entertainment !—(Zow.) Did 
the Duke turn pale? 

Catcacno. The Moor’s first word must 
have been consprrAcy; for the old man 
started back as pale as ashes. 

Fresco. ( Confused.) Hum! the devil is an 
artful counsellor, Calcagno—the Moor was 
cunning, he betrayed nothing till the knife 
was at their throat. Now he is indeed their 
saviour.—( Wine ts brought, he drinks to the 
assembly.) Comrades, success ! 

[4 knocking ts heard. 

SENTINELS. Who is without? 

A Voice. The guard of the Duke’s. 

[ Zhe NoBLES rush about the court in despair. 

Fiesco. (Stepping forward.) No, my 
friends! Be not alarmed !—I am here—quick, 
remove these arms—be men, I entreat you— 
this visit makes me hope that Andreas still 
doubts our plot. Retire into the palace: 
recall your spirits. Soldiers, throw open the 
gate !— [ Zhey retire, the gates are opened. 








SCENE VIII.—Etesco (as ¢f coming from the 
palace.) Three GERMAN SOLDIERS 
bringing the Moor, bound. 


Fresco. Who calls me? : 
GerMANS. Bring us to the Count! 


Fresco. The Count is here, who wants 
me? 


aay 











German. (Presenting his arms.) Greeting 
from the Duke !—He delivers up to your grace 
this Moor in chains, who hath basely slan- 
dered you: the rest this note will tell. 

Firsco. ( Zakes tt with an air of indiffer- 
ence.) Have I not threatened thee already 
with the galleys?—( Zo the GERMAN.) Very 
well, my friend, my respects to the Duke. 

Moor. (adlooing after them.) Mine too— 
and tell the Duke, had he not employed an 
ass for his messenger, he would have learnt 
that two thousand soldiers are concealed 
within these palace walls. 

[ Zxeunt GERMANS, the NoBLEs return. 


SCENE IX.—Fiesco, #he CONSPIRATORS, 
Moor (looking at them unconcerned. ) 


Tue Conspirators. (Shuddering at the 
sight of the Moor.) Ha! what means this? 

Fresco. (After reading the note, with sup- 
pressed anger.) Genoese, the danger is past— 
but the conspiracy is likewise at an end 

Verrina. (Astonished.) What!—Are the 
Dorias dead ? 

Fresco. (Violently agitated.) By heavens! 
I was prepared to encounter the whole force 
of the republic, but not this blow. The old 
nerveless man, with his pen, annihilates three 
thousand soldiers! (His hands sink down.) 
Doria overcomes Fiesco! 

Bourc. Speak, Count, we are amazed ! 

Fresco. (Reading.) ‘‘Lavagna, your fate 
resembles mine: benevolence is rewarded 
with ingratitude. The Moor informs me of a 
plot: I send him back to you in chains, and 
shall sleep to-night without a guard.’’— 

[He drops the paper—the rest look at each 

other. 

VERRINA. Well, Fiesco? 

Fresco. (With dignity.) Shall Doria sur- 
pass me in magnanimity? Shall the race of 
Fiesco want this one virtue? No, by my 
honor — disperse — I'll go and own the 
whole 

Verrina. (Stopping him.) Art thou mad ? 
Was, then, our enterprise some thievish act of 
villainy? Was it not our country’s cause ? 
Was Andreas the object of thy hatred, and 
not the tyrant? Stay! I arrest thee as a 
traitor to thy country! 

Consprrators. Bind him! 
down ! 














throw him= 


Firsco. (Snatching up his sword, and mak- 
ing way through them.) Gently! Who will 
be the first to throw the cord around the 
tiger >—See, Genoese,—I stand here at liberty, 
and might force my way with ease, had I the 
will—but I will stay—I have other thoughts— 

Bourc. Are they thoughts of duty? 

Fiesco. (Haughtily.) Ha! boy! learn first 
to know thy own—and towards me restrain 
that tongue! Be appeased, Genoese,—our 
plans remain unaltered.—( Zo the Moor, whose 
cords he cuts with a sword.) hou hast the 
merit of causing a noble aét—fly ! 

Catcacno. (Lxnraged.) What! shall that 
scoundrel live,—he who has betrayed us all? 

Fresco. Live—though he has frightened 
you all.—Rascal, begone! See that thou turn 
thy back quickly on Genoa: lest some one 
immolate thee to the manes of his courage. 

Moor. So, then the devil does not forsake 
his friends. Your servant, gentlemen !—I see 
that Italy does not produce my halter; I must 
seek it elsewhere. [ Lxit laughing. 





SCENE X.—Figsco, ConsprratTors. xfer 
SERVANT. 


SERVANT. The Countess Imperiali has al- 
ready asked three times for your grace. 

Fresco. Ha! then the comedy must indeed 
begin! Tell her I come direétly.—Desire 
my wife to hasten to the concert room, and 
there remain concealed behind the tapestry. 
(Exit SeRvaNT.) In these papers your several 
stations are appointed: let each but act his 
part, the plan is perfeét.—Verrina will lead 
the forces to the harbor, and when the ships 
are seized, will fire a shot as a signal for the 
general attack. I now leave you, upon im- 
portant business: when you hear the bell, 
come all together to my concert room.— 
Meanwhile, enjoy my Cyprian wine within.— 


[ Zhey depart into the palace. 
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SCENE XI.—Lronora, ARABELLA, and 
Rosa. 


Leonora. Fiesco promised to meet me 
here, and comes not. ’Tis past eleven. ‘The 
sound of arms and men rings frightfully 
through the palace, and no Fiesco comes. 

Rosa. You are to conceal yourself behind 
the tapestry—what can the Count intend? 

Leonora. He directs, and I obey. Why 
should I fear? And yet I tremble, Arabella, 
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and my heart beats fearfully with apprehen- 
sion. For Heaven’s sake, damsels, do not 
leave me. 

ARABELLA. Fear nothing: 
subdues our curiosity. 

Leonora. Where’er I turn my eyes, 
strange shapes appear with hollow and dis- 
tracted countenances. Whomsoever I address 
trembles like a criminal, and withdraws into 
the thickest gloom of night, that fearful refuge 
of a guilty conscience. Whate’er they answer 


our timidity 


Lesco, 
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falls from the trembling tongue in doubtful 
accents. Oh, Fiesco! what horrid business 
dost thou meditate? Ye heavenly Powers! 
watch over my Fiesco! 

Rosa. (Alarmed.) Oh, heavens! 
noise is that without? 

ARABELLA. It is the soldier who stands 
there as sentinel. 

[Zhe SENTINEL without calls, ‘“‘ Who goes 

there ?”’ 

LEONORA. Some one approaches. Quick! 

behind the curtain—[ Zhey conceal themselves. 


what 


SCENE XII.—Juusa and Fresco, in conver- 


sation. 


Juuia. (Much agitated.) Forbear, Count! 
Your passion meets no longer an indifferent 
ear, but fires the raging blood—Where am I? 
Nought but seducing night is here! Whither 
has. your artful tongue lured my unguarded 
heart ? 

Fresco. To this spot, where timid love 
grows bold, and where emotions mingle un- 
restrained. 

Juuia. Hold, Fiesco! for Heaven’s sake, 
no more! ’Tis the thick veil of night alone 
which covers the burning blushes on my 
cheeks, else would’st thou pity me. 

Fiesco. Rather, Julia, thy blushes would 
inflame my passions, and urge them to their 
utmost height. [ Kisses her hand eagerly. 

Jutta. Thy countenance is glowing as thy 
words! Ah! and my own too burns with 
guilty fire. Hence, I entreat thee, hence— 
let us seek the light. The tempting darkness 
might lead astray the excited senses, and in 
the absence of the modest day might stir them 
to rebellion. - Haste, I conjure thee, leave 
this solitude! 

Fresco. (More pressing.) Why so alarmed, 
my love? shall the mistress fear her slave? 

Juuia. O man, eternal paradox! then are 
you truly conquerors, when you bow as cap- 
tives before our self-conceit. Shall I confess, 
Fiesco? It was my vice alone that could pro- 
tect my virtue—my pride alone defied your 
artifices—thus far, my principles prevailed, 
and all your arts were foiled—but in despair 
of every other suit you made appeal to Julia’s 
passion—and here my principles deserted 
me 





Fresco. (With levity.) And what loss was- 


that? 





Jutta. (With emotion.) Vf 1 betray the 
safeguards of my honor, that thou mayest 
cover me with shame at will, what have I less 
to lose than all? Would’st thou know more, 
scoffer? Shall I confess that the whole secret 
wisdom of our sex is but a sorry precaution 
for the defence of this weak fortress, which in 
the end is the sole object of assault by all your 
vows and protestations, and which (I blush to 
own it) is so willingly surrendered—so often 
betrayed to the enemy upon the first wavering 
of virtue?—That woman’s whole art is en- 
listed in fortifying a defenceless position, 
just as in chess the pieces move and form a 
breast-work round the defenceless king !—sur- 
prise the latter—check-mate! and the whole 
board is thrown into confusion. (After a 
pause—with earnestness.) Behold the picture 
of our boasting weakness—Be generous, Fiesco! 

Figesco. And yet, my Julia—where could’st 
thou bestow this treasure better than on my 
endless passion ? 

Jutia. Certainly, nowhere better, and 
nowhere worse.—Tell me, Fiesco, how long 
will this endless passion endure?—But, alas! 
I’ve risked too much already now to hesitate 
at staking my last—I trusted boldly to my 
charms to captivate thee—to preserve thy 
love, I fear they’ll prove too weak. Fie upon 
me !—what am I uttering? 

[fides her face with her hands. 

Figsco. ‘Two sins in one breath. Mistrust 
in my taste, and treason against the sover- 
eignty of your charms?—Which of the two is 
the most difficult to forgive? 

Jutia. (ln @ tremulous imploring tone.) 
Falsehood is the armory of Hell—Fiesco needs 
not this to gain his Julia. (She sinks ex- 
hausted on the sofa: after a pause — ener- 
getically. )—Hear, Fiesco! One word more. 
—When we know our virtue to be in safety, 
we are heroines; in its defence, no more than 
children; (fixing her eyes on him, wildly. )— 
furies, when we avenge it. Hearme! Should’st 
thou strike me to the heart with coldness 

Fresco. (Assuming an angry tone.) Cold- 
ness? Coldness? Heavens! What does the 
insatiable vanity of woman look for, if she 
even doubt the man who lies prostrate at her 
feet?>—Ha! my spirit is awakened; my eyes 
at length are opened.—( With an air of cold- 
ness. )—What was this mighty sacrifice? Man 
dearly purchases a woman’s highest favors by 
the slightest degradation !— (Bowing cere- 
moniously.)—Take courage, madam! you are 
safe ! 
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Juuia. (With astonishment.) Count! what 
sudden change is this? 

Fiesco. (With great indifference.) True, 
madam !—You judge most rightly; we both 
have risked our honor. (Bowing ceremont- 
ously.) I will await the pleasure of your 
company among my guests. [ Going. 

Juita. (Stops him.) Stay! art thou mad? 
Must I, then, declare a passion which the 
whole race of men, upon their knees, should 
not extort from my inflexible pride? Alas! 
in vain the darkness strives to hide the blushes 
which betray my guilt.—Fiesco—I wound the 
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pride of all my sex—my sex will all detest me 
—Fiesco—I adore thee— = [ Falls at his feet. 

Fresco. (Steps back without raising her, 
laughing with exultation.) That I am sorry 
for, Signora—(fings the bell—draws the 
tapestry, discovers LEONORA.) Here is my 
wife—an angel of a woman! [2mdébracing her. 

Juuia. (With a shriek.) Unheard of treach- 
ery! 
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SCENE XIII.—7Zhe Conspirators, entering 
zn a body—Lanvtks on the other side— 
Fresco, Juia, amd LEONORA. 


‘Leonora. Oh, my husband, that was too 
cruel ! 
Fresco. A wicked heart deserved no less. 


I owed this satisfaction to your tears. ( Zo the 
company.) No, my friends—I am not wont 
on every slight occasion to kindle into pas- 
sion.—The follies of mankind amuse me long 
ere they excite my anger; but this woman 
merits my whole resentment. Behold the 
poison which she had mingled for my beloved 
Leonora. 

[Shows the potson to the company—they start 

with horror. 

Juuia. (Biting her lips with rage.) Good! 
Good! Very good, sir! Going. 

Fiesco. (Leads her back by the arm.) You 
must have patience, madam; something else 
remains.—My friends, perhaps, would gladly 
learn why I debased my reason with the farce 
of love for Genoa’s silliest coquette. 

Jutta. (Starting up.) It is not to be borne. 
—But tremble! Doria rules in Genoa—and 
I am Doria’s sister 

Figsco. Poor, indeed, if that be your only 
sting! Know that Fiesco of Lavagna has 
changed the diadem of your illustrious brother 
for a halter, and means this night to hang the 
thief of the republic. (Ske ts struck with terror 
—he continues, with a sarcastic laugh.) Ha! 
that was unexpected. And d’y’see, madam, 
*twas for this purpose that I tried to blind the 
eyes of the Dorias. For this I assumed a 
mock passion—( Pointing to Juuia.) For this 
I cast away this precious jewel—( Pointing to 
Leonora); and by the shining bait en- 
snared my prey. I thank you for your com- 
plaisance, Signora—( Zo JuLia); and resign 
the trappings of my assumed character. 

[ Delivers her the miniature with a bow. 

Leonora. (Zo Fiesco, iz a supplicating 
tone.) She weeps, my Lodovico. May your 
Leonora, trembling, entreat you? 

Jutta. (Enraged, to Leonora.) Silence, 
detested woman! 

Fresco. (Zo a Servant.) Be polite to my 
friend; escort this lady. She has a mind to 
see my prison-chamber—take care that none 
approach to incommode her.—The night air 
is blowing somewhat keenly—the storm which 
rives the house of Doria, may perchance— 
ruffle the lady’s head-dress. 

Juiia. 








Curses on thee, black, detested 


hypocrite! (Znraged, to Leonora.) Rejoice 
not at thy triumph! He will destroy thee 
also, and himself—and then Despair! 
[ Rushing out. 
Fresco. (Zo the guests.) You were wit- 
nesses: let your report in Genoa preserve my 
honor. (Zo the Consprrators.) Call on me 
as soon as the cannon gives the signal. 
[AW the guests retire. 


SCENE XIV.—LeEonora and FIEsco. 


LEonorA. (Approaching with anxiety.) 
Fiesco !—Fiesco !—I understand but half your 
meaning; yet I begin to tremble. 

Fresco. (Szgmficantly.) Leonora!—I once 
saw you yield the place of honor to another. 
—I saw you, in the presence of the nobles, 
recelve the second compliment. — Leonora, 
that sight tormented me. I resolved it should 
be so no longer—Henceforth it ceases. Do 
you hear the warlike noise which echoes 
through my palacep—What you suspect is 
true.—Retire to rest, Countess—to-morrow 
you shall awake DucHEss or GENOA 

LEonora. (Clasping her hands together, 
and throwing herself into a chair.) O God! 
My very fears! I am undone! 

Fresco. (Sertously, and with dignity.) Let 
me speak out, my love. Two of my ancestors 
wore the triple crown. The blood of the 
Fiescos flows not pure unless beneath the 
purple. Shall your husband only reflect a 
borrowed splendor? (lu a more energetic 
manner.) What! shall he owe his rank alone 
to capricious chance, which, from the ashes 
of mouldering greatness, has patched together 
a John Louis Fiesco? No, Leonora, I am 
too proud to accept from others what my own 
powers may achieve. ‘This night the heredit- 
ary titles of my ancestors shall return to deck 
their tombs—Lavagna’s counts exist no longer 
—a race of princes shall begin. 

LEonorA. (Mournfully, and giving way to 
imagination. ) | see my husband fall, transfixed 
by deadly wounds.—(/u a hollow voice.) I 
see them bear my husband’s mangled corpse 
towards me.—(Starting up.) The first—the 
only ball has pierced Fiesco’s heart 

Fresco. (Zenderly seizing her hand.) Be 
calm, my love.—The only ball will not strike 
me. 

Leonora. (Looking steadfastly at him.) 
Does Fiesco so confidently challenge Heaven? 
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If, in the scope of countless possibilities, one 
chance alone were adverse, that one might 
happen, and I should lose my husband.— 
Think that thou venturest Heaven, Fiesco ; 
and, though a million chances were in thy 
favor, would’st thou dare tempt the Almighty 


by risking on a cast thy hopes of everlasting | 


happiness? No, my husband!—When thy 
whole being is at stake, each throw 1s 
blasphemy. ; 

Fiesco. Be not alarmed. Fortune and I 
are better friends. 

Leonora. Ah! say you so, Fiesco? You, 


who have watched the soul-convulsing game, 
which some call pastime? Have you not seen 
the sly deceiver, Fortune, how she leads on 
her votary with gradual favors, till, heated 
with success, he rushes headlong, and stakes 
his all upon a single cast? ‘Then, in the 
decisive moment, she forsakes him, a victim 
of his rashness—and stood you then unmoved ? 
Oh, my husband, think not that thou hast but 
to show thyself among the people to be 
adored.—’ Tis no slight task to rouse republic- 
ans from their slumber, and turn them loose, 
like the unbridled steed, just conscious of his 
hoofs. Trust not those traitors. They among 
them who are most discerning, even while 
they instigate thy valor, fear it: the vulgar 
worship thee with senseless and unprofitable 
adoration. Whichever way I look, Fiesco is 
undone. 

Fresco. (Pacing the room in great emotion. ) 
To be irresolute is the most certain danger. 
He that aspires to greatness must be daring. 

Leonora. Greatness, Fiesco!—Alas! thy 
towering spirit ill accords with the fond wishes 
of my heart!—Should fortune favor thy 
attempt—should’st thou obtain dominion— 
alas! I then shall be but the more wretched. 
—Condemned to misery shouldst thou fail—if 
thou succeed, to misery still greater.—Here is 
no choice but evil. Unless he gain the ducal 
power, Fiesco perishes—if I embrace the duke, 
I lose my husband. 

Fiesco. I understand you not. 

Leonora. Ah! my Fiesco, in the stormy 
atmosphere that surrounds a throne, the tender 
plant of love must perish. The heart of man, 
e’en were that heart Fiesco’s, is not vast 
enough for two all-powerful idols—idols so 
hostile to each other.—Love has tears, and 
can sympathise with tears. AMBITION has eyes 
of stone, from which no drop of tenderness 
can e’er distil. Love has but one favored 
object, and is indifferent to all the world 
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beside. Ambition, with insatiable hunger, 
rages amid the spoil of nature, and changes 
the immense world into one dark and horrid 
prison-house. Love paints in every desert an 
Elysium. And, when thou would’st recline 
upon my bosom, the cares of empire, or re- 
bellious vassals, would fright away repose.—If 
I should throw myself into thy arms, thy 
despot fears would hear a murderer rushing 
forth to strike thee, and urge thy trembling 
flight through all the palace. Nay, black 
Suspicion would at last o’erwhelm domestic 
concord.—If thy Leonora’s tenderness should 
offer thee a refreshing draught, thou would’st 
with horror push away the goblet, and call it 
poison 

Firesco. (Starting. ) Leonora, cease! 
thoughts are dreadful. 

Leonora. And yet the picture is not yet 
finished. Let love be sacrificed to greatness— 
and even peace of mind—if Fiesco but remain 
unchanged. O God! that thought is racking 
torture.—Seldom do angels ascend the throne 
—still seldomer do they descend it such. Can 
he know pity, who is raised above the common 
fears of man? Will he speak the accents of 
compassion, who at every wish can launch a 
bolt of thunder to enforce it?—(She stops, 
then timidly advances, and takes his hand with 
a look of tender reproach.) Princes, Fiesco !— 
those abortions of ambition and weakness— 
who presume to sit in judgment betwixt the 
godhead and mortality. Wicked servants,— 
worse rulers. 

Fiesco. (Walking about much agitated.) 
Leonora, cease! The bridge is raised behind 
me 

Leonora. (With a look of tenderness.) And 
why, my husband? Deeds alone are irrevoca- 
ble. Thou once didst swear (fondly clinging 
to him, and somewhat archly.) that all thy 
projects vanished before my beauty. Thou 
hast forsworn thyself, dissembler—or else my 
charms have prematurely withered. Ask thy 
own heart where lies the blame !—(More ar- 
dently, and throwing her arms round him.) 
Return, Fiesco! Conquer thyself! —_Re- 
nounce! Love shall indemnify thee. O Fiesco, 
if my heart cannot appease thy insatiate pas- 
sions, the diadem will be found still poorer.— 
Come, I'll study the inmost wishes of thy soul. 
—I will melt into one kiss of love all the 
charms of nature, to retain for ever in these 
heavenly bonds the illustrious captive.—As 
thy heart is infinite, so shall be my passion. — 
To be a source of happiness to a being who 
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places all its heaven in thee, Fiesco!—Ought 
that to leave any void in thy heart? 

Fresco. (With great emotion.) Leonora— 
what hast thou done? (He falls, overcome, on 
her neck.) I shall never more dare to meet 
the eyes of Genoa’s citizens 

Leonora. ( With lively expression.) Let us 
fly, Fiesco!—let us with scorn reject these 
gaudy nothings, and pass our future days only 
in the retreats of love! (She presses him to her 
breast with rapture.) Our souls, serene as the 
unclouded sky, shall never more be blackened 
by the poisonous breath of sorrow: our lives 





- shall flow harmoniously as the music of the 


murmuring brook.— 
[4 cannon-shot ts heard—FiEsco disengages 
himself—all the CONSPIRATORS enter. 
































SCENE XV. 


ConspPirATors. ‘The hour is come! 

Fresco. (Zo LEONORA, firmly.) Farewell! 
—for ever—unless Genoa to-morrow be laid 
prostrate at thy feet. [ Going to rush out. 

Bourc. (Cries out.) The Countess faints! 

[ LEONORA 77 a@ swoon, all run to support her. 

Fiesco. (Kneeling before her, in a tone of 
despair.) Leonora! Save her! For Heaven’s 
sake, save her! (Rosa and ARABELLA run to 
her assistance.) She lives—she opens her eyes 
— (Jumps up resolutely.) Now to close 
Doria’s! 


[ CONSPIRATORS 7ush out. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I1.—After midnight.— The great street 
of Genoa.—A few lamps, which gradually 
become extinguished.—In the back-ground.ts 
seen the Gate of St. Thomas, which is shut. 
Men pass over the stage with lanterns.— The 
patrol go their round.—Afterwards, every- 
thing ts quiet except the waves of the sea, 
which are heard at a distance, rather tem- 
pestuous.— 


Fiesco (armed, before the Doria Palace) 
and ANDREAS. 


Fresco. The old man has kept his word. — 
The lights are all extinguished in the palace— 
the guards dismissed—I’ll ring. (Rings at the 
gate.) Ho! MHalloo! Awake, Doria! Thou 
art betrayed. Awake! MHalloo! Halloo! 

ANDREAS. (Appearing at the balcony.) Who 
rings there? 

Fresco. (Jn a feigned voice.) Ask not, but 
follow me! Duke, thy star has set; Genoa 
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is in arms against thee! Thy executioners 
are near, and canst thou sleep, Andreas? 

ANDREAS. (With dignity.) I remember, 
when the raging sea contended with my gal- 
lant vessel—when her keel cracked and the 
wind split her topmast. Yet Andreas Doria 
then slept soundly.—Who sends these exe- 
cutioners ? 

Fresco. A man more terrible than your 
raging sea—John Louis Fiesco. 

ANDREAS. (Laughs.) You jest, my friend. 
Come in the day time to play your tricks. 
Midnight suits them badly. 


Fiesco. Dost thou, then, despise thy mon- 
itor? 
AnprREAS. I thank him, and retire to rest. 


Fiesco, wearied with his rioting, sleeps, and 
has no time to think of Doria. 

Fiesco. Wretched old man!—Trust not 
the artful serpent! Its back is decked with 
beauteous colors—but, when you would ap- 
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proach to view it, you are suddenly entwined 
within its deadly folds\—You despised the 
perfidious Moor. Do not despise the coun- 
sels of a friend. A horse stands ready sad- 
dled for you—fly, while you have time! 
ANDREAS. Fiesco has a noble mind. I 
never injured him, and he will not betray me. 


Figsco. Fiesco has a noble mind, and yet 
betrays thee. He gives thee proof of both. 
ANDREAS. There is a guard, which would 


defy Fiesco’s power, unless he led against 
them legions of spirits. 

Fiesco. (Scornfully.) That guard I should 
be glad to see, to despatch it with a message 
for eternity. 

ANDREAS. (ln an elevated manner.) Vain 
scoffer! Knowest thou not that Andreas has 
seen his eightieth year, and that Genoa be- 
neath his rule ishappy? [Leaves the balcony. 

Firsco. (Looks after him with astontsh- 
ment.) Must I, then, destroy this man, before 
I have learnt how difficult it is to equal him? 
—(He walks up and down some time in medat- 
tation. )}—’Tis past, Andreas. I have repaid 
the debt of greatness. Destruction, take thy 
course ! 

[He hastens into a remote street. Drums 
are heard on all sides. A hot engagement 
at the St. Thomas’ Gate. The gate ts 
Jorced, and opens a prospec? into the har- 
bor, in which are several ships with lights 
on board. 


SCENE II.—GIAneEtTINo (77 @ scarlet man- 
tle), LOMELLINO—(Servants going before 
them with torches. ) 


GIANET. (.Stops.) Who was ‘it that com- 
manded the alarm to be beat? 


LomeL. A cannon was fired on board one 
of the galleys. 
GiANET. The slaves, perhaps, have risen 
in mutiny. 
[ Ziring heard at the gate of St. Thomas. 
LomeL. Hark!—A shot! 
GiANET. The gate is open. The guards 


are in confusion! ( Zo the servants. )—Quick, 
rascals! Light us to the harbor. 
[Proceeding hastily towards the gate. 





SCENE III.—7Zhe former; BourGocGnino, 
with some CONSPIRATORS, coming from 
the Gate of St. Thomas. 


Bourc. Sebastian Lascaro was a-~ brave 
soldier. 
ZENT. He defended himself like a bear, 


till he fell. 
GiANET. (Steps back startled.) What do 1 
hear ?—( Zo his servants.) Stop! 


Bourc. Who goes there with torches? 
LomEL. (Zo GiANET.) Prince, they are 
enemies! ‘Turn to the left. 


Bourc. (Calls to them peremptorily.) Who 
goes there with the torches? 

ZENT. Stand! Your watch-word? 

GiANET. (Draws his sword fiercely.) Loy- 
alty and Doria! 

Bourc. (foaming with rage.) Violator of 
the republic, and of my bride !—( Zo the Con- 
SPIRATORS, *ushing upon GIANET. )—Brothers, 
this shortens our labor. His devils them- 
selves deliver him into our hands. 

[Runs him through with his sword. 





GianeT. (faling.) Murder! Murder! 
Murder! Revenge me, Lomellino 

LomEL. AND SERVANTS. (/iying.) Help! 
Murder! Murder! 


ZENT. (Hallooing with vehemence.) Doria 
is down. Stop the Count Lomellino !— 
LoMEL. zs faken. 
Lome.. (Kneeling.) Spare but my life, I'll 
join your party. 
Bourc. (Looking at G1ANET.) Is this mon- 
ster yet alive?—Let the coward fly. 
[ LoMEL. escapes. 
ZENT. St. Thomas’ Gate our own !—Gia- 
nettino slain !—Haste some of you and tell 
Fiesco. 
Gianer. (Heaving himself from the ground 
in agony.) Fiesco! Damnation!—  [Dies. 
Bourc. (pulling the sword out of GIANET.’S 
body.) Freedom to Genoa, and to my Bertha! 
Your sword, Zenturione.—Take to my bride 
this bloody weapon—her dungeon is thrown 
open. I’ll follow thee and bring the bridal 
kiss. [ Zhey separate through different streets. 


SCENE IV.—ANbREAS DoriA, GERMANS. 


GERMAN. The storm drove that way. 
Mount your horse, Duke! 

AnpREAs. Let me cast a parting look at 
Genoa’s towers! No—it is not a dream. 


Andreas is betrayed ! 
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GERMAN. The enemy is all around us.— 
Away !—Fly !—Beyond the boundaries ! 
AnprREAS. ( Zhrowing himself upon the dead 
body of his nephew.) Here will I die. Let no 
one talk of flight. Here lies the prop of my 
old age—my career is ended. 
[CALcAGNo appears at a distance, with CoN- 
SPIRATORS. 


GeRMAN. Danger is near. Fly, Prince! 
[Drums beat. 
ANDREAS. Hark, Germans, hark! ‘These 


are the Genoese, whose chains I broke.— 
(fiding his face.)—Do your countrymen 
thus recompense their benefactors ? 

GERMAN. Away! Away! While we stay 
here, and notch their swords upon our German 
bones— [ CALCAGNO comes nearer. 

ANDREAS. Save yourselves! Leave me! 
—and go, declare the horrid story to the 





shuddering nations, that Genoa slew its 
father 
GERMAN. Slew! ’sdeath, that shall not 


be.—Comrades, stand firm! Surround the 
Duke! (They draw their swords.) Teach 
these Italian dogs to reverence his gray head— 
Catcacno. (Calls out.) Who goes there? 
What have we here? 
GERMAN. German blows— 
[Retreat fighting, and carry off the body of 
GIANETTINO. 


SCENE V.—Lronora, 7” male attire, ARa- 
BELLA following—they walk along timidly. 


ARABELLA. Come, my lady, pray let us 
hasten onward. 
Leonora. This way the tumult rages— 


hark! was not that a dying groan?—Ah, they 
surround him!—At Fiesco’s breast they point 
their fatal muskets—at my breast they point 
them—Hold! hold! It is my husband! 
[ Throws her arms up in agony. 
ARABELLA. For Heaven’s sake, my lady !— 
Leonora. (With wild enthusiasm, calling 
on all sides.) O my Fiesco! my Fiesco!— 
His firmest friends desert him.—The faith of 
tebels is unsteady.—(Shuddering) Rebels! 
Heaven! Is Fiesco, then, a chief of rebels? 
ARABELLA. No, Signora. He is the great 
deliverer of Genoa. 
_ Leonora. (Zmphatically.) Ha! that would 
indeed be glorious !—And shall Leonora trem- 
ble?—Shall the bravest republican be wedded 
to the most timid woman ?—Go, Arabella! 
When men contend for empires, even a wo- 
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man’s soul may kindle into valor. (Drums 

again heard.) Vl rush among the combatants. 
ARABELLA. (Clasping her hands together.) 

All-gracious Heaven! 


Leonora. Softly! What strikes my foot? 
Here is a hat—and here a mantle. A sword 
too!—(she lifts tt up)—a heavy sword, my 
Arabella; but I can carry it, and the sword 
shall not disgrace its bearer. 

[ Zhe alarm-bell sounds. 

ARABELLA. Hark! Hark! How terrible 
it sounds yonder, from the tower of the Do- 
minicans! God have mercy on us! 

Leonora. (L£nthusiastically.) Rather say, 
how delightful! In the majestic sound of 
this alarm-bell my Fiesco speaks to Genoa. 


(Drums are heard louder.) Ha! Never did 
flutes so sweetly strike my ear. Even these 
drums are animated by Fiesco. My heart 


beats higher. All Genoa is roused; the very 
mercenaries follow his name with transport— 
and shall his wife be fearful? (A/arm-bells 
sound from three other towers.) No—my hero 
shall embrace a heroine. My Brutus clasp 
within his arms a Roman wife. I'll be his 
Portia. 

[ Putting on GIANETTINO’S hat, and throw- 

ing his scarlet mantle around her. 

ARABELLA. My gracious lady, how wildly 

do you rave! 
[ Alarm-bells and drums are heard. 

Leonora. Cold-blooded wretch; canst 
thou see and hear all this, and yet not rave? 
The very stones are ready to weep that they 
have not feet to run and join Fiesco—These 
palaces upbraid the builder, who laid their 
foundations so firmly in the earth, that they 
cannot fly to join Fiesco—The very shores, 
were they able, would forsake their office in 
order to follow his glorious banner, though by 
so doing they abandoned Genoa to the mercy 
of the ocean—What might shake death himself 
out of his leaden sleep, has not power to rouse 
thy courage! Away!—T’ll find my way 
alone 

ARABELLA. 
thus madly ? 

Leonora. (With heroic haughtiness.) Weak 
girl! Iwill. ( With great animation. ) Where the 
tumult rages the most fiercely—Where Fiesco 
himself leads on the combat—Methinks I hear 
them ask, ‘‘Is that Lavagna, the unconquered 
hero, who with his sword decides the fate of 
Genoa? Is that Lavagna?’’—Yes, I will say; 
yes, Genoese, that is Lavagna; and that La- 
vagna is my husband! 





Great God! You will not a@ 
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SACCO. 
Who goes there ?—Doria or Fiesco? 
Leonora. (lVith enthusiasm.) Fiesco and 
liberty! 
| Retires into another street-—A tumult, ARA- 
BELLA dost in the crowd. 


(Entering with CONSPIRATORS. ) 


SCENE VI.—Sacco, with a number of fol- 
lowers. CALCAGNO, meeting him with others. 


CaLcacno. Andreas has escaped. 

Sacco. Unwelcome tidings to Fiesco. 

Catcacno. Those Germans fight like furies ! 
They planted themselves around the old man 
like rocks: I could not even get a glimpse of 
him. Nine of our men are done for; I myself 
was slightly wounded. Zounds! Ifthey thus 


serve a foreign tyrant, how will they guard the 


princes of their country ! 
Sacco. Numbers have flocked already to 
our standard, and all the gates are ours. 
Catcacno. I hear they still are fighting 
desperately at the citadel. 


Sacco. Bourgognino is amongst them. 
Where is Verrina? 
Catcacno. He guards, like Cerberus, the 


passage between Genoa and the sea—an an- 
chovy could scarcely pass him. 
Sacco. I'll rouse the suburbs 
Catcacno. I'll away to the market place— 
Drummers, strike up! 
[ Zhey march off, drums beating. 





SCENE VII.—Moor. A “oop of THIEVES, 
with lighted matches. 


Moor. Now I’ll let you into a secret, my 
boys; ’twas I that cooked this soup, but the 
devil a spoonful do they give me. Well—I 
care not—This hubbub is just to my taste— 
We'll set about burning and plundering. 
While they are squabbling for a dukedom, 
we’ll make a bonfire in the churches that shall 
warm the frozen apostles. 

[ Zhey disperse themselves among the nergh- 

boring houses. 





| man footstep ! 


SCENE VIII.— Bourcocnino— BERTHA 


disguised as a boy. 


Bourc. .Rest here, dear youth; thou art 
in safety. Dost thou bleed? 

Bertua. (ln a feigned voice.) No—not at 
all. 

Bourc. ( With energy.) Rise, then, I'll lead 
thee where thou may’st gain wounds for Genoa 
—wounds beautiful like these. 

| Uncovering his arm. 
BerTHA. (Séarting.) Heavens! 
Bourc. Art thou frightened, youth? Too 


early didst thou put on the man. What age 
hast thou? 

BerTHA. Fifteen years. 

Bourc. That is unfortunate! For this 


night’s business thou art five years too young. 
—wWho is thy father? 

BertHA. ‘The truest citizen in Genoa. 

Bourc. Gently, boy! That name belongs 
alone to the father of my betrothed bride. 
Dost thou know the house of Verrina? 

BertHa. I should think so. 

Bourc. (Zagerly.) And knowest thou his 
lovely daughter? 

BertTHA. Her name is Bertha. 

Bourc. Go, quickly! Carry her this ring. 
Say it shall be our wedding-ring; and tell her 
the blue crest fights bravely. Now farewell ! 
I must hasten yonder—The danger is not yet 
over. [Some houses are seen on fire. 

BERTHA. (Jn a soft voice.) Scipio! 

Bourc. (Struck with astonishment.) By my 
sword! I know that voice. 

BertHa. (Lalling upon his neck.) By my 
heart! I am well known here. 

Bourc. Bertha! 

[ Alarm-bells sound tn the suburbs—a tumult 

—BOURGOGNINO avd BERTHA embrace, 
and are lost tn the crowd. 


*,k IN LIEU OF THE PRECEDING SCENE, 
SCHILLER SUBSTITUTED THE FOLLOWING, DUR- 
ING HIS STAY AT LEIPZIG IN 1785, FOR THE 
USE OF THE THEATRE THERE. 


A subterranean vault, lighted by a single lamp. 
The background remains quite dark. BERTHA 
is discovered sitting on a stone in the fore- 
ground; a black veil covers her face—After 
a pause she rises, and walks to and fro. 


Still no sound! No sign of hu- 
No approach of my deliverers. 
—Horrible suspense! Fearful and hopeless 
as that of one buried alive beneath the sod of 


BERTHA. 
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the churchyard. And for what dost thou wait, 
poor deceived one! An inviolable oath 
immures thee in this dungeon. Gzianettino 
Doria must fall, and Genoa be freed, or Bertha 
left to pine away her miserable existence— 
such was my father’s oath. Fearful prison- 
house, to which there is no key but the death- 
groan of a well-guarded tyrant. (Looking 
round the vault.) How awful is this stillness ! 
terrible as the silence of the grave! How 
fearfully the darkness creeps from yonder 
vaults. My lamp, too, is flickering in its 
socket. ( Walking up and down energetically. ) 
Oh, come, come, my beloved, ’tis horrible to 
die here. (A pause :—then she starts up, and 
rushes to and fro, wringing her hands in deep 
despair.) He has forsaken me! He has broken 
his oath, he has forgotten his Bertha. The 
living think not of the dead, and this vault is 
my tomb. Hope no more, wretched one. 
Hope flourishes only where the eye of the 
Almighty pervades—into this dungeon it never 
penetrates (Again a pause; she becomes 
still more alarmed. ) 

Or have my deliverers perished? Perchance 
the bold attempt has failed, the danger has 
overwhelmed the courageous youth.—O un- 
happy Bertha, perhaps even now their ghosts 
are wandering through these vaults, and weep 
over thy vain hopes. (Shuddering.) Heavens! 
if they are dead I am irrevocably lost, irrev- 
ocably abandoned to a horrible death. (Zeans 
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against the wall for support. After a pause 
she continues despondingly.) And if my beloved 
one still lives—if he should return to keep his 
word, to fetch his bride away in triumph, and 
find all here lonely and silent, and the inani- 
mate corpse no longer sensible to his transports 
—when his burning kisses shall in vain en- 
deavor to restore the life which has fled from 
these lips, and his tears flow on me hopelessly 
—when my father shall sink weeping on the 
body of his daughter, and the voice of his 
lamentations echo through the regions of my 
prison-house.—Oh, then repeat not to them 
my complaints, ye walls! Tell them that I 
suffered like a heroine, and that my last sigh 
was forgiveness. (Sinks exhausted on the 
stone—pause—a confused sound of drums and 
bells ts heard from behind the stage in various 
directions. BERTHA starts to her feet.) Hark! 
what means this? Am I awake, or do I dream? 
How dreadfully the bells clang. Thisisnosound 
of ringing to prayers. ( The notse comes nearer 
and increases; she rushes to and fro alarmed.) 
Louder and louder yet! Heavens, they are 
alarm-bells! they are alarm-bells! Have en- 
emies surprised the city? Is Genoa in flames? 
—A wild and dreadful din, like the trampling 
of myriads! What’s that? (Some one knocks 
loudly at the door.) They come this way—they 
draw the bolts—(rushing toward the back- 


ground.) Men! Men! Liberty! Deliver- 
ance! 








[Bourcocnino enters hastily with a drawn 
sword, followed by several torch-bearers. 


Bourc. (Calling out loudly.) Thou art free, 


Bertha! ‘The tyrant is dead. Thissword has 
passed through his heart. 

BERTHA. (Running into his arms.) My de- 
liverer! My angel! 

Bourc. Dost thou hear the alarm-bells, 
and the roll of the drums?  Fiesco has con- 
quered, Genoa is free, and thy father’s curse 
annihilated. 

Berrua. Oh, heavens! This dreadful up- 
roar, these alarm-bells, then, were for me? 

Bourc. For thee, Bertha! They are our 
marriage chimes. Leave this horrid dungeon, 
and follow me to the altar. 

BertHa. To thealtar, Bourgognino? Now, 
at this midnight hour? While this awful tu- 
mult is raging as though the whole globe were 
crushing to atoms? 


[ VERRINA enters unpercetved, and remains 
standing silently at the entrance. 


Bourc. In this beautiful, glorious night, 
in which all Genoa celebrates its freedom, as 
a bond of love, this sword, still dyed with the 
tyrant’s blood, shall be my wedding gear— 
this hand, still warm from the heroic deed, the 
priest shall lay in thine—Fear not, my love, 
and follow me to the church. 


[VERRINA approaches, steps between both, 
and embraces them. 


VERRINA. God bless you, my children! 

BreRTHA AND Bourc. (Falling at his feet. ) 
O my father! 

VERRINA. (Lays his hands on them both—a 
pause—then he turns solemnly to BOURGOGNINO. ) 
Never forget how dearly thou hast won her! 
Never forget that thy marriage dates from the 
day of Genoa’s freedom. ( Z7urning towards 
BERTHA 7” grave and dignified manner.) Thou 
art the daughter of Verrina, and ’twas thy 
husband slew the tyrant. (After a pause he 
beckons them to rise, and says, with suppressed 
emotion.) The priest awaits you. 

BERTHA AND Bourc. (Zogether.) How, 


my father? Will you not accompany us 
thither? 
VERRINA. (Very gravely.) A terrible duty 


calls me elsewhere ; my prayers shall accompany 
you. (Drums and trumpets, intermixed with 
acclamations, are heard in the distance.) What 
means this shouting? 

Bourc. They are proclaiming Fiesco duke. 
The populace adore him, and with eager ac- 
clamations brought him the purple; the nobles 





looked on with dismay, but dared not refuse 
their sanction. 

VERRINA. (Laughs bitterly.) You see, my 
son, I must away with speed, to be the first to 
tender the oath of allegiance to the new 
monarch. 

_ Bourc. (Holds him back alarmed.) What 
is your purpose? I’ll go with you. 

BertHa. (Hanging anxiously on Bour- 
GOGNINO.) Heavens? what means this, Bour- 
gognino! What is my father meditating? 

VERRINA. My son, I have converted all 
my possessions into gold, and have conveyed 
it on board thy ship. Take thy bride, and 
embark without delay. Perhaps I shall soon 
follow, perhaps never—Hasten to Marseilles, 
and (embracing them with emotion) God be 
with you. 

Bourc. (Determinedly.) Verrina, I must 
stay; the danger is not yet past. 

VERRINA. (Leading him towards BERTHA. ) 
Look to thy bride, thou proud, insatiable one. 
Thou hast despatched thy tyrant, leave me to 
deal with mine. [ Lxeunt. 


(END OF THE ADDITIONAL SCENE. ) 


SCENE IX.—Fresco and Zino from different 
sides. Attendants. 


Fiesco. (lz great anger.) Who set fire to 
those houses? 

Ziso. ‘The citadel is taken. 

Figrsco. Who set those houses on fire? 

Z1B0. ( To the attendants.) Despatch a guard 
to apprehend the villains. [Some soldiers go. 

Fresco. Will they make me an incendiary ? 
Hasten with the engines! (A7tendants go.) 
But are you sure that Gianettino has fallen! 

ZiBo. So they say. 

Fresco. ( Wildly.) They say so only! Who 
say? Declare, upon your honor, has he es- 
caped P 

ZiBo. (Doubsffully.) If I may trust my eyes 
against the assertion of a nobleman, then— 
Gianettino lives. 





Fresco. (Starting.) Zibo, your eyes may 
cost your head ; 
Zizo. ’Tis but eight minutes since I saw 


him in the crowd, dressed in his scarlet cloak 
and yellow plume. 

Fiesco. ( Wildly.) Heaven and hell !— 
Bourgognino shall answer for it with his head. 
Hasten, Zibo! secure the barriers.—Sink all 
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the boats, that he may not escape by sea.— 
This diamond, Zibo—the richest in all Italy— 
this diamond shall reward the man who brings 
me tidings of Gianettino’s death. (Z1Bo hastens 
away.) Fly, Zibo! 


SCENE X.—Fiesco, Sacco, she Moor, 
SOLDIERS. 


Sacco. We found this Moor throwing a 
lighted match into the convent of the Jesuits. — 

Fiesco. Thy treachery was overlooked 
when it concerned myself alone. The halter 
awaits the incendiary. Take him away, and 
hang him at the church-door. 

Moor. Plague on it!—that’s an awkward 
piece of business—Is there no way out of it? 

Firsco, No. 

Moor. Send me awhile to the galleys 

Fresco. (Beckoning to the attendants.) To 
the gallows. 

Moor. (Lmpudently.) Then I'll turn Chris- 
tian. 

FIESCo. 
infidelity. 

Moor. (/2 an insinuating manner.) At least 
send me drunk into eternity ! 

Figsco. Sober. 

Moor. Don’t hang me up, however, beside 
a Christian church? 

Fresco. A man of honor keeps his word. 
I promised thee a gallows of thy own. 

Sacco. No more prating, heathen! we’ve 
business of more consequence. 

Moor. But—stay—Perhaps the rope may 
break ? 

Fresco. (Zo Sacco.) Let it be double. 

Moor. Well—If it must be so—The devil 
may make ready for an extra guest. 

[SotpiERs lead him off, and hang him at a 

ittle distance. 





The church refuses the dregs of 








SCENE XI.—Fiesco—Lzonora appearing 
at a distance, tn the scarlet cloak of 
GIANETTINO. 


Fresco. (Perceiving her, rushes forward— 
then stops.) Do I not know that crest and 
mantle? (Rushes on furiously. )—Yes, I know 
them. (Runs her through with his sword. pelt 
thou hast three lives, then rise again— 

[Leonora falls with a hollow groan—The 

march of vittory is heard, with drums, 
horns, and hauthoys. 
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SCENE XII.—Figesco, CaucaGno, Sacco, 
ZENTURIONE, ZIBO, SOLDIERS, wth 
drums and colors. ; 


Fresco. (Advancing toward them in tri- 
umph.) Genoese—the die is cast.—Here lies 
the viper of my soul, the abhorred food of my 


resentment. Lift high your swords !—Gia- 
nettino is no more! 
Cautcacno. And I come to inform you that 


two-thirds of Genoa have declared for our 
party, and swear obedience to Fiesco’s stan- 
dard. 

Z1Bo. By me Verrina sends his greeting to 
you from the admiral’s galley, with the do- 
minion of the sea. 

ZENT. By me the governor of the city 
sends his keys and staff of office. 

Sacco. And in me (&meeZing) the less and 
greater senate of the republic kneel before 
their master, and supplicate for favor and 
protection. 

CatcaGNno. Let me be the first to welcome 
the illustrious conqueror within his walls— 
Bow your colors !—Hail, Duke of Genoa! 

ALL. ( Taking off their hats.) Hail! Hail, 
Duke of Genoa! 

[March of triumph—F «sco stands the whole 
time with his head sunk upon his breast, 
in a meditating posture. 

Catcacno. The people and the senate 
wait to see their gracious sovereign invested 
in the robes of dignity.—Great duke, permit 
us to follow you in triumph to the senate 
house. 

Fresco. First allow me to listen to the 
dictates of my heart. I was obliged to leave 
a most dear person in anxious apprehension— 
a person who will share with me the glory of 
this night. (Zo the company.) Will you, my 
friends, attend me to your amiable duchess! 

[ Going. 

Catcacno. Shall this murderous villain 
lie here, and hide his infamy in obscurity ? 














ZENT. Plant his head upon a halberd. 
Zino. Let his mangled carcase sweep the 
streets ! [ Zhey hold lights toward the body. 


Catcacno. ( Zerrified, and in a low voice. 
Look, Genoese. By heavens, this is not the 
face of Gianettino! [Az look at the body. 

Fresco. (Fixes his eves upon it with an 
eager look, which he withdraws slowly—then, 
with convulsive wildness, exclaims J—No! ye 
devils !—That is not the face of Gianettino— 
Oh, malicious fiend !—Genoa mine, say you? 
Mine! (Rushing forward with a areadful 
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shriek.) Oh, trickery of Hell! It is my wife! 

[He sinks to the ground in agony— The Con- 

SPIRATORS stand around in groups, shud- 
dering—A dead silence. 

Fiesco. (Raising himself, exhausted—in a 
faint voice.) But tell me truly, Genoese, have 
I indeed slain my wife ?—I conjure you look 
not so ghastly upon this illusion !—Heaven be 
praised! there are fates which man has not 
to fear, because he is but man. This must be 
one of them. He who is denied the joys of 
heaven can scarce be doomed to bear the 
pains of hell.—This dread infliction would be 
even more.—God be praised! It must be so. 
—And this is nought but the chimera of a 
disordered brain. 


SCENE XIII.— Zhe former—ARABELLA en- 
ters, weeping. 

ARABELLA. Let them kill me! What have 
I now to dread? Have pity on me, Genoese, 
—’Twas here I left my dearest mistress, and 
nowhere can I find her. 

Fiesco. (Approaching her—with a low and 
trembling voice.) Was Leonora thy mistress! 

ARABELLA. ( With pleasure.) Are you there, 
my most gracious and dear good lord?—Be 
not displeased with us. We could no longer 
restrain her. 

Fresco. (Zz alarm.) Restrain her! Wretch! 
From what? 

ARABELLA. From following 

Fresco. ( Violently.) Ha! From following 
what ? 

ARABELLA. The tumult 

Fiesco. What was her dress? 

ARABELLA. A scarlet mantle. 

Fiesco. (Jn a transport of rage.) Get thee 
to the abyss of hell!—The mantle? 

ARABELLA. Lay here upon the ground. 

SOME OF THE ConspiRATOoRS. ( Zalking a- 
part.) ’Twas here that Gianettino was killed. 

Fiesco. (Ready to faint, to ARABELLA. ) 
Thy mistress is found—(ARABELLA advances 
anxtously—FiESCcO casts his eyes round the 
whole circle—then, with a faltering voice. )— 
’Tis true—’ Tis true—And I am the instrument 
of this horrid deed—(Madly.) Back! back! 
ye human forms! Oh! (Guashing his teeth 
wildly, and looking up towards heaven.) Had 1 
but THIS created orb between my teeth—I feel 
as though I could tear the universe to frag- 
ments, till nature’s face was hideous as the 











pain that gnaws my soul! (Zo the others, that 


stand around trembling.) See, how they stand 





aghast there, miserable creatures! blessing 
themselves and rejoicing that they are not as I 
am. I alone feel the blow. ( Wildly.) I!— 
why I?—Why not these as well? Why is my 
sorrow denied the balm of being shared with 
others? 
CALCAGNO. 
duke! 
Fresco. (Rushes on him with a look of fiena- 
like yoy.) Ha! Welcome! Here, Heaven be 
thanked, is one whom the same thunderbolt 
has struck !—/( Pressing CaLCAGNo furiously in 
his arms.) Brother of my sorrows! Welcome 
to your share of destruction! She’s dead— 
Didst thou not also love her? (Forcing him 
towards the dead body.) Behold her and de- 
spair! She’s dead—( fixing his eyes earnestly 
on one part of the stage.) Oh, that I could 
stand upon the brink of the infernal gulf, and 
view below all hell’s variety of torments?— 
could hear the horrid shrieks of damned souls! _ 
(Approaching the body, trembling.) Here lies 
my murdered wife—Nay—that says too littleh— 
The wife that I myself have murdered—Oh! 
*Tis the cunningest of Hell’s devices—First I 
was allured to the topmost pinnacle of joy— 
To the very threshold of heaven—Then—In 
an instant hurled headlong down—And then— 
Oh that my breath could send a pestilence to 
hell!—And then was made the MURDERER OF 
MY WIFE—Fool that I was, to trust two erring 
eyes! O fiends, this is your masterpiece of 
torture ! 
[47 the Conspirators lean upon their 
swords, much affiicted—a pause. 
Fiesco. (Exhausted, and looking mournfully 
round the circle.) Yes, by heavens! They 
who feared not to draw their swords against 
their prince are shedding tears! ( With dejec- 
tion.) Speak! Do you weep over this havoc 
caused by treacherous death, or do you bewail 
the fall of your leader’s spirit?—( Turning 
toward the dead body in an affecting posture. ) 
Where iron-hearted warriors were melted into 
tears, Fiesco uttered only imprecations of de- 
spair. (Kneels down, weeping, by her side.) 
Pardon me, Leonora—The decrees of Heaven 
are immutable; they yield not to mortal 
anger.—( With a melancholy tenderness.) O 
Leonora, years ago my fancy painted that 
triumphant hour when I should present thee to 
Genoa as her duchess—Methought I saw the 
lovely blush that tinged thy modest cheek— 
The timid heaving of thy beauteous bosom 
beneath the snowy gauze—lI heard the gentle 
murmurs of thy voice, which died away in 


(Zimidly.) Most gracious 
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rapture !—(JZore ively.) Ah, how intoxicating 
to my soul were the proud acclamations of the 
people! How bid my love rejoice to see its 
triumph marked in the sinking envy of its 
rivals !—Leonora!—The hour which should 
confirm these hopes is come.—Thy Fiesco is 
Duke of Genoa—And yet the meanest. beggar 
would not exchange his poverty for my great- 
ness and my sufferings. (More affected.) He 
has a wife to share his troubles—With whom 
can I share my splendor? 
[He weeps bitterly, and throws himself on 
the dead body—Compassion marked upon 
the countenances of all. 


Catcacno. She was, indeed, a most ex- 
cellent lady. 
Zino. This event must be concealed from 


the people-—’Twould damp the ardor of our 
party, and elevate the enemy with hope. 
Fresco. (Rises, collected and firm.) Hear 
me, Genoese! Providence, if rightly I inter- 
pret its designs, has struck me with this wound 
only to try my heart for my approaching 
greatness. The blow was terrible.—Since I 
have felt it, I fear neither torture nor plea- 
sure.—Come! Genoa, you say, awaits me—I 
will give to Genoa a prince more truly great 
than Europe ever saw. Away!—for this un- 
happy princess I will prepare a funeral so 
splendid, that life shall lose its charms, and 
cold corruption glitter like a bride. Follow 
your duke! [L2xeunt, with music and colors. 


SCENE XIV.—Anpreas, LoMELLINo. 


ANDREAS. Yonder they go, with shouts of 
exultation. 
Lomet. They are intoxicated with success. 


The gates are deserted and all are hastening 
toward the senate-house. 

Anpreas. It was my nephew only whom 
Genoa could not brook. My nephew: is no 





more. Hear, Lomellino! 
Lomet. What, duke?—still?—do you still 
hope? 


AnpREAS. (Sternly.) And dost thou tremble 
for my life—and mock me with the name of 
duke the while thou would’st forbid me hope. 

Lomet. My gracious lord, a raging nation 
lies in Fiesco’s scale; what counterpoise is 
yours P 

AnpDREAS. (With dignity and animation. ) 
Heaven ! 

_LomeEL. (Shrugging up his shoulders.) The 
times are past, my lord, when armies fought 
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under the guidance of celestial leaders. Since 
gunpowder was invented, angels have ceased 
to fight. 

ANDREAS. Wretch that thou art! Wouldst 
thou bereave an aged head of its support, its 
God! (Zn an carnest and commanding tone.) 
Go! Make it known through Genoa that 
Andreas Doria is still alive. Say that Andreas 
entreats the citizens, his children, not to drive 
him, in his old age, to dwell with foreigners, 
who ne’er would pardon the exalted state to 
which he raised his country. Say this—and 
farther say, Andreas begs but so much ground 
within his fatherland as may contain his bones. 

Lomet. I obey—but I despair of success. 

ANDREAS. Stay—Take with thee this snowy 
lock—and say it was the last upon my head. 
Say that I plucked it on that night, when 
ungrateful Genoa tore itself from my heart.— 
For fourscore years it hung upon my temples, 
and now has left my bald head, chilled with 
the winter of age. The lock is weak, but 
*twill suffice to fasten the purple on that young 
usurper. 

[ Zxct— LoMELLINO hastens into another 

street—Shouts are heard, with trumpets 
and drums. 








SCENE XV.—Verrina. (Coming from the 
harbor.) BERTHA and BOURGOGNINO. 


VERRINA. What mean these shouts? 

Bourc. They proclaim Fiesco duke. 

BerTHA. (Zo Bourc. timidly.) Scipio! My 
father’s looks are dreadful 





VERRINA. Leave me, my children! —O 
Genoa! Genoa! 
Bourc. The populace adore him, and with 


transports hailed him as their duke. The 
nobles looked on with horror, but dared not 
oppose it. 

VERRINA. My son, I have converted all 
my possessions into gold and conveyed it on 
board thy vessel. Take thy wife with thee, 
and set sail immediately. Perhaps I soon shall 
follow —Perhaps— never more.—Hasten to 
Marseilles, and—( Embracing them mournfully 
and with energy)—may the Almighty guide 
you. [Zxit hastily. 

BertHa. I beseech thee, say, on what 
dreadful projeét does my father brood? 

Boure. Didst thou understand thy father? 

BertHa. He bade us fly. — Merciful 
Heaven !—Fly on our bridal day!” 

Bourc. He spoke it, and we must obey. 

[Zxeunt toward the harbor. 
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SCENE XVI.—Verrina, and Fresco (in 
the ducal habit), meeting. 


Fresco. Welcome, Verrina! I was anxious 
to meet thee. 

VERRINA. I also sought Fiesco. 

Fiesco. Does Verrina perceive no alteration 
in his friend. 

VERRINA. (With reserve.) I wish for none. 


Fiesco. But do you see none? 

VERRINA. ( Without looking at him.) I should 
hope not! 

Fresco. I ask, do you perceive none? 


VERRINA. (After a slight glance.) None! 

Firsco. See, then, how idle is the observa- 
tion, that power makes a tyrant. Since we 
parted I am become the Duke of Genoa, and yet 
Verrina (pressing him to his bosom) finds my 
embrace still glowing as before. 

VERRINA. I grieve, that I must return it 
coldly. The sight of majesty falls like a keen- 
edged weapon, cutting off all affection between 
the Duke and me. To John Louis Fiesco 
belonged the territory of my heart.—Now he 
has conquered Genoa, I resume that poor 
possession. 

Fresco. (With astonishment.) Forbid it, 
Heaven! ‘That price is too enormous even 
for a dukedom. 

VerRINA. (MJuttering.) Hum! Is liberty, 
then, out of fashion, that republics are so 
lightly thrown away upon the first that offers 
himself? 

Fresco. (Bites his lips:) Verrina, say this 
to no one but Fiesco. : 

VeRRINA. Oh, of course! Great indeed 
must be that mind which can hear the voice 
of truth without offence—But, alas! the cun- 
ning gamester has failed in one single card. 
He calculated all the chances of envious op- 
position, but unfortunately overlooked one 
antagonist—the patriot—( Very significantly. ) 
—But perhaps the oppressor of liberty has 
still in store some scheme for banishing 
patriotic virtue.—I swear by the living God 
that posterity shall sooner collect my moulder- 
ing bones from off the wheel than from a 
sepulchre within that country which 1s gov- 
erned by a Duke. 

Fiesco. ( Taking him tenderly by the hand.) 
Not even when that Duke is thy brother?— 
Not if he should make his principality the 
treasury of that benevolence which was re- 
strained by his domestic poverty?—Not even 
then, Verrina? 

Verrina. No—not even then !—We par- 





don not the robber because he made gifts of 
his plunder, nor does such generosity suit 
Verrina. I might permit my fellow citizens 
to confer a benefit on me—because I should 
hope some day to make them an adequate 
return.—That whicha prince confers is bounty ; 
but bounty undeserved I would receive alone 
from God. 

Fresco. (Angrily.) It were as easy to tear 
Italy from the bosom of the ocean as to shake 
this stubborn enthusiast from his prejudices. 

VeRRINA. Well may’st thou talk of tear- 
ing; thou hast torn the republic from Doria, 
as a lamb from the jaws of the wolf, only that 
thou might’st devour it thyself.—But enough 
of this—just tell me, Duke, what crime the 
poor wretch committed whom you ordered to 
be hung up at the Church of the Jesuits? 





Fiesco. The scoundrel set fire to the city. 

VERRINA. Yet the scoundrel left the laws 
untouched. 

Fiesco. Verrina presumes upon my friend- 
ship. 

VERRINA. Away with friendship!—TI tell 


thee I no longer love thee.—I swear to thee, 
that I hate thee—hate thee like the serpent of 
Paradise, that first disturbed the happiness of 
creation, and brought upon mankind un- 
bounded sorrow.—Hear me, Fiesco! I speak 
to thee, not as a subject to his master, not as 
a friend to his friend, but as MAN to MAN— 
(With bitterness and vehemence.)—Thou hast 
committed a crime against the majesty of the 
eternal God, in permitting virtue to lead thy 
hands to wickedness, and in suffering the 
patriots of Genoa to violate their country.— 
Fiesco, had thy villainy deceived me also !— 
Fiesco, by all the horrors of eternity! with 
my own hands I would have strangled myself, 
and on thy head spurted the venom of my 
departing soul.—A princely crime may break 
the scales of human justice, but thou hast in- 
sulted Heaven, and the last judgment will 
decide the cause. (Firsco remains speech- 
less, looking at him with astonishment.) Do 
not attempt to answer me. Now-we have 
done.—(After walking several times up and 
down.)—Duke of Genoa, in the vessels of 
yesterday’s tyrant, I have seen a miserable 
race, who, at every stroke of their oars ru- 
minate upon their long-expiated guilt, and 
weep their tears into the ocean, which, like a 
rich man, is too proud to count them. A 
good prince begins his reign with acts of 
mercy. Wilt thou release the galley-slaves? 
Firsco. (Sharply.) Let them be the first- 
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fruits of my tyranny. Go, and announce to 


them their deliverance. 

VERRINA. You will enjoy but half the 
pleasure, unless you see their happiness. 
Perform this deed thyself— The great are 
seldom witnesses of the evils which they 
cause. And shall they, too, do good by 
stealth and in obscurity >—Methinks the Duke 
is not too great to sympathize with a beggar. 

Fresco. Man, thou art dreadful; yet I 
know not why, I must follow thee. 

[ Both go toward the sea. 

VERRINA. (Stops, much affected.) But once 
more embrace me, Fiesco. Here is no one 
by to see Verrina weep, or to behold a prince 
give way to feeling—(He embraces him ea- 
gerly.) Surely never beat two greater hearts 
together—we loved each other so fraternally 
— (Weeping violently on FrEsco’s neck. )— 
Fiesco! Fiesco! Thou makest a void in my 
bosom, which all mankind, thrice numbered, 
could not fill up. 





Fresco. (Much affected.) Be still, my 
friend. 
VERRINA. Throw off this hateful purple, 


and I will be so—The first prince was a mur- 
derer, and assumed the purple to hide the 
bloody stains of his detested deeds.—Hear 
me, Fiesco!—I am a warrior, little used to 
weeping—Fiesco—these are my first tears— 
throw off this purple! 

Fresco. Peace! 





VERRINA. (More vehemently.) Fiesco, place 
on the one side all the honors of this great 
globe, on the other all its tortures; they 
should not make me kneel before a mortal— 
Fiesco (falling on his knee), this is the first 
bending of my knee—throw off this purple! 

Figsco. Rise, and no longer irritate me! 

VERRINA. (ln a determined tone.) I rise, 
then, and will no longer irritate thee. ( Zhey 
stand on a board leading to a galley.) The 
Prince must take precedence. 

Fresco. Why do you pull my cloak?—It 
falls 

VERRINA. ( With bitter trony.) If the purple 
falls, the Duke must after it. 

[He pushes him into the sea. 

Fresco. (Calls out of the waves.) Help, 
Genoa! Help! Help thy Duke! [ Szvks. 





SCENE XVII.—Catcacno, Sacco, Z1s0, 
ZENTURIONE—COnsSPIRATORS. People. 
CaLcacno. (Crying out.) Fiesco! Fiesco! 

Andreas is returned—half Genoa joins An- 

dreas.—Where is Fiesco? 

VERRINA. (ln a firm tone.) DROWNING. 


ZENT. Does hell or madness prompt thy 
answer ? 
VERRINA. DrowNED—if that sound better. 


—TI go to join Andreas. 
[Zhe ConsPIRATORS stand in groups, aston- 
ished. The curtain falls. 
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INTRIGUE. 


A TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS 


PRESIDENT VON WALTER, Prime Minister in 
the court ofa German Prince. 


FERDINAND, fis son; a Major in the Army; 
in love with Louisa Miller. 


Baron VON KA.p, Court Marshal (or Cham- 
berlain. ) 


Worm, Private Secretary to the President. 


MILLER, ‘the Teacher of 


Music. 


Town Musician, 





PERSON. 


Mrs. MILLER, Ais wife. 


Louisa, the daughter of Miller, in love with 
Ferdinand. 


Lapy Mitrorp, “he Prince’s Mistress. 
Sopuy, attendant on Lady Milford. 


An old Valet in the service of the Prince. 


Officers, Attendants, etc. 
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AG lel: 


SCENE J.—MiLtter—Mrs. MILueEr. 


MILLER. ( Walking quickly up and down the 
room.) Once for all! The affair is becoming 
serious. My daughter and the baron will 
soon be the town-talk—my house lose its 
character—the president will get wind of it, 
and—the short and long of the matter is, I'll 
show the younker the door. 

Mrs. MiLter. You did not entice him to 
your house—did not thrust your daughter 
upon him! 

Miter. Didn’t entice him to my house— 
didn’t thrust the girl upon him! Who'll be- 
lieve me?—I was master of my own house. I 
ought to have taken more care of my daugh- 
ter. I should have bundled the major out at 
once, or have gone straight to his excellency, 
his papa, and disclosed all.—The young baron 
will get off merely with a snubbing, I know 
that well enough, and all the blame will fall 
upon the fiddler. 

Mrs. M. (Sipping her coffee.) Pooh! non- 
sense! How can it fall upon you? What 
have people to do with you? You follow 
your profession, and pick up pupils wherever 
you can find them. 





Minter. All very fine, but please to tell 
me, what will be the upshot of the whole 
affair? He can’t marry the girl—marriage is 
out of the question, and to make her his— 
God help us!—*‘ Good by t’ye!’’—No, no— 
when such a sprig of nobility has been nib- 
bling here, and there, and everywhere, and 
has glutted himself with the devil knows what 
all, of course it will be a relish to my young 
gentleman to get a mouthful of sweet water. 
Take heed! ‘Take heed! If you were dotted 
with eyes, and could place a sentinel for every 
hair of your head, he’ll bamboozle her under 
your very nose; add one to her reckoning, 
take himself off, and the girl’s ruined for life, 
left in the lurch, or, having once tasted the 
trade, will carry it on. (Striking his forehead. ) 
Oh, horrible thought! 

Mrs. M. God in his mercy prote¢t us! 

Mitter. We shall want His protection— 
You may well say that.—What other object 
can such a scapegrace have?—The girl is 
handsome—well made—can show a pretty 
foot. How the upper story’s furnished, mat- 
ters little. That’s blinked in you women, if 
Nature has not played the niggard in other 
respects. Let this harum-scarum but turn 
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over this chapter—ho! ho! his eyes will 
glisten like Rodney’s, when he got scent of a 
French frigate—then up with all sail, and at 
her, and—I don’t blame him for it—Flesh 1s 
flesh. I know that very well. 

Mrs. M. You should only read the beau- 
tiful billy-doux which the baron writes to 
your daughter. Gracious me! Why it’s as 
clear as the sun at noonday that he loves her 
purely for her virtuous soul. 

Miter. That’s the right strain! We beat 
the sack, but mean the ass’s back. He who 
wishes to pay his respects to the flesh needs 
only a kind heart for a go-between. What 
did I myself?-—-When we've once so far 
cleared the ground, that the affections cry 
ready! slap! the bodies follow their example, 
the appetites are obedient, and the silver 
moon kindly plays the pimp. 

Mrs. M. And then only think of the 
beautiful books that the major has sent us. 
Your daughter always prays out of them. 

Minter. ( Whistles.) Prays! You've hit 
the mark. The plain simple food of nature 
is much too raw and indigestible for this 
maccaroni gentleman’s stomach. It must be 
cooked for him artificially, in the infernal 
pestilential pitcher of your novel writers. 
Into the fire with the rubbish! I shall have 
the girl taking up with—God knows what 
all—about heavenly fooleries, that will get 
into her blood, like Spanish flies, and scatter 
to the winds the handful of Christianity that 
cost her father so much trouble to keep to- 
gether. Into the fire with them, I say! The 
girl will take the devil’s own nonsense into 
her head; ’midst the dreams of her fool’s 
paradise she’ll not know her own home, but 
forget, and feel ashamed of her father, the 
music-master; and, lastly, I shall lose a 
worthy, honest son-in-law, who might have 
nestled himself so snugly into my connec- 
tions No! damn it! (/umps up in a 
passion.) Yl break the neck of it at once, 
and the major—yes, yes, the major !—shall be 
shown where the carpenter made the door. 

[ Going. 
How many a 





Mrs. M. Be civil, Miller! 
bright shilling have his presents 

MILLER. (Comes back, and goes up to her.) 
The blood-money of my daughter?—To Beel- 
zebub with thee, thou infamous bawd!— 
Sooner will I vagabondize with my violin, 
and fiddle for a bit of bread—sooner will I 
break to pieces my instrument, and carry 
dung on the sounding-board, than taste a 
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mouthful earned by my only child at the 
price of her soul and future happiness. Give 
up your cursed coffee and snuff-taking, and 
there’ll be no need to carry your daughter’s 
face to market. I have always had my belly- 
ful and a good shirt to my back before this 
confounded scamp put his nose into my crib. 

Mrs. M. Now don’t be so ready to pitch 
the house out of window. How you flare up 
all of a sudden! I only meant to say that 
we shouldn’t offend the major, because he is 
the son of the president. 

Miter. There lies the root of the mis- 
chief. For that reason—for that very reason, 
the thing must be put a stop to this very day! 
The president, if he is a just and upright 
father, will give me his thanks. You must 
brush up my red plush, and I will go straight 
to his excellency. I shall say to him: Your 
excellency’s son has an eye to my daughter; 
my daughter is not good enough to be your 
excellency’s son’s wife, but too good to be 
your excellency’s son’s strumpet, and there’s 
an end of the matter.—My name’s Miller. 





SCENE Jl.—£nvter SECRETARY WoRM. 


Mrs. M. Ah! Good morning, Mr. 
Seckertary! Have we indeed the pleasure ot 
seeing you again? 

Worm. Allon myside—on my side, cousin 
Miller! Where a highborn cavalier’s visits 
are received, mine can be of no account what- 
ever. 

Mrs. M. How can you think so, Mr. 
Seckertary? His lordship the baron, Major 
Ferdinand, certainly does us the honor to look 
in now and then, but, for all that, we don’t 
undervalue others. 

MittER. (Vexed.) A chair, wife, for the 
gentleman! Be seated, kinsman. 

Worm. (Lays aside hat and stick, and seats 
himseif.) Well, well—and how then is my 
future—or past—bride? I hope she’ll not be— 
may I not have the honor of seeing—Miss 
Louisa? 

Mrs. M. Thanks for inquiries, Mr. Sec- 
kertary,but my daughter is not at all proud. 

MILLER. (Angry, jogs her with his elbow.) 
Woman! 

Mrs. M. Sorry she can’t have that honor, 
Mr. Seckertary. My daughter is now at mass. 

Worm. I am glad to hear it,—glad to 
hear it. I shall have in her a pious, Christian 
wife ! 





; i and Gatrare: iG 
as cummed cule and 


1. 1 have ali 
\ phiet tam 





* 7 
a, , 
7 - PS = 
a» 3 — 
* eI 4 
5 a 
i“ . 
a 
fi 











C. Geyer scuip. 


E 


PUBLISHED BY GEORGE BARRI 


Av; Ramberg det. 


eZ, 


= ae 


Ze C0 


( 











Mrs. M. (Smiling, in a stupidly affected 


manner.) Yes—but, Mr. Seckertary 

MILLER. (Greatly incensed, pulls her ears.) 
Woman ! 

Mrs. M. If our family can serve you in 
any other way—with the greatest pleasure, 
Mr. Seckertary 

Worm. (frowning angrily.) In any other 
way! Much obliged! much obliged!—hm! 
hm! hm! 

Mrs. M. But—as you yourself must see, 
Mr. Seckertary 

Mitter. (ln a rage, shaking his fist at her. ) 
Woman ! 

Mrs. M. Good is good, and better is 
better, and one does not like to stand between 
fortune and one’s only child (with vulgar 
pride.) You understand me, Mr. Seckertary ? 

Worm. Understand? Not exac Oh, 
yes—But what do you really mean? 

Mrs. M. Why—why—I only think—I 
mean—— (coughs.) Since, then, Providence 
has determined to make a great lady of my 
daughter 

Worm. (Jumping from his chair.) What’s 
that you say? what? 

Mitter. Keep your seat, keep your seat 
Mr. Secretary! The woman’s an out-and-out 
fool! Where’s the great lady to come from? 
How you show your donkey’s ears by talking 
such stuff. 

Mrs. M. Scold as long as you will. I 
know what I know—and what the major said, 
he said. 

Mitter. (Snatches up his fiddle in anger.) 
Will you hold your tongue? Shall I throw 
my fiddle at your head ?—What can you know? 
What can he have said?—Take no notice of 
her clack, kinsman!—Away with you to your 
kitchen !—You’ll not think me first cousin of 
a fool, and that I’m looking out so high for 
the girl? You'll not think that of me, Mr. 
Secretary ? 

Worm. Nor have I deserved it of you, 
Mr. Miller! You have always shown yourself 
a man of your word, and my contract to your 
daughter was as good as signed. I hold an 
office that will maintain a thrifty manager ; 
the president befriends me; the door to ad- 
vancement is open to me whenever I may 
choose to take advantage of it. You see that 
my intentions towards Miss Louisa are serious ; 
if you have been won over by a fop of rank 

Mrs. M. Mr. Seckertary! more respect, I 
beg 
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Miter. Hold your tongue, Isay. Never - 
mind her, kinsman. ‘Things remain as they 
were. The answer I gave you last harvest, I 
repeat to-day. Ill not force my daughter. 
If you suit her—well and good,—then it’s for 
her to see that she can be happy with you. If 
she shakes her head—still better—be it so, I 
should say—then you must be content to 
pocket. the refusal, and part in good fellowship 
over a bottle with her father.—’Tis the girl 
who is to live with you—not I. Why should 
I, out of sheer caprice, fasten a husband upon 
the girl for whom she has no inclination?— 
That the evil one may hunt me down like a 
wild beast, in my old age,—that in every drop 
I drink—in every bit of bread I bite, I might 
swallow the bitter reproach: Thou art the 
villain, who destroyed his child’s happiness! 
Mrs. M. The short and the long of it is— 
I refuse my consent downright; my daughter’s 
intended for a lofty station, and I’ll go to law 
if my husband is going to be talked over. 
Miuuter. Shall I break every bone in your 
body, you mill-clack ? ¥ 
Worm. (Zo Miter.) Paternal advice goes 
a great way with the daughter, and I hope you 
know me, Mr. Miller? ; 
MILLER. Plague take you! ’Tis the girl 
must know you. What an old crabstick lke 
me can see in you is just the very last thing 
that a dainty young girl wants. I’ll tell you 
to a hair, if you’re the man for an orchestra— 
but a woman’s heart is far too deep for a 
music-master. And then, to be frank with 
you—you know I’m a blunt, straightforward 
fellow—you’ll not give thank’ye for my ad- 
vice.—I’ll persuade my daughter to no one— 
but from you, Mr. Sec—I would dissuade her! 
Hear me out. A lover, who calls upon the 
father for help—with permission—is not worth 
a pinch of snuff. If he has anything in him, 
he’ll be ashamed to take that old-fashioned 
way of making his deserts known to his sweet- 
heart. If he hasn’t the courage, why, he’s a 
milksop, and no Louisas were born for the 
like of him. No! he must carry on his 
commerce with the daughter behind the fa- 
ther’s back. He must manage so to win her 
heart, that she would rather wish both father 
and mother at Old Harry than give him up— 
or that she come herself, fall at the father’s 
feet, and implore either for death on the rack, 
or the only one of her heart.—That’s the 
that I call love! and he who 
can’t bring matters to that pitch with a petti- 
coat may stick the goose feather in his cap. 
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Worm. (Seizes hat and stick, and hurries out 
of the room.) Much obliged, Mr. Miller! 

MILLER. (Going after him, slowly.) For 
what? for what? You haven’t taken anything, 
Mr. Secretary! (Comes back.) He won’t hear, 





and off he’s gone The very sight of that 
quill-driver is like poison and brimstone to 
me. An ugly, contraband knave, smuggled 
into the world by some lewd prank of the 
devil with his malicious little pig’s eyes, 
foxy hair, and nutcracker chin, just as if 
Nature, enraged at such a bungled piece of 
goods, had seized the ugly monster by it, and 
flung him aside.—No! rather than throw away 
my daughter on a vagabond like him, she 
may God forgive me! 

Mrs. M. The wretch! — but you'll be 
made to keep a clean tongue in your head! 

MILLER. Ay, and you too, with your pest- 
ilential baron—you, too, must put my bristles 
up.—You’re never more stupid than when you 
have the most occasion to show a little sense. 
What’s the meaning of all that trash, about 
your daughter being a great lady? If it’s to 
be cried out about the town to-morrow, you 
need only let that fellow get scent of it. He 
is one of your worthies who go sniffing about 
into people’s houses, dispute upon everything, 
and, if a slip of the tongue happen to you, 
skurry with it straight to the prince, mistress, 
and minister, and then there’s the devil to 


Pay. 








SCENE III.—Znter Louisa, with a book in 
her hand. 


Louisa. Good morning, dear father! 

MILLER. (Affechonately.) Bless thee, my 
Louisa!—I rejoice to see thy thoughts are 
turned so diligently to thy Creator. Continue 
so, and his arm will support thee. 

Louisa. Oh! I ama great sinner, father! 
—Was he not here, mother? 

Mrs. M. Who, my child? 

_ Loutsa. Ah! I forgot that there are others 
in the world besides him—my head wanders 
so.—Was he not here? Ferdinand? 

MILER. (With melancholy, serious voice. ) 
I thought my Louisa had forgotten that name 
in her devotions ? 

Louisa. (After looking at him steadfastly 
Jor some time.) 1 understand you, father. I 
feel the knife which stabs my conscience ; but 
it comes too late. I can no longer pray, 


314 





father—Heaven and Ferdinand divide my 
bleeding soul, and I fear—I fear—(after a 
pause.) Yet no, no, good father.—The painter 
is best praised when we forget him in the 
contemplation of his pi¢ture.—When in the 
contemplation of his masterpiece, my delight 
makes me forget the Creator; is not that, 
father, the true praise of God? 

Mititer. (Zhrows himself in displeasure on 
a chair.) There we have it! Those are the 
fruits of your ungodly reading. 

Louisa. (Uneasy, goes to the window.) 
Where can he be now? Ah! the high-born 
ladies who see him—listen to him Tama 
poor forgotten maiden. (.Startles at that word, 
and rushes to her father.) But no, no !—forgive 
me.—I do not repine at my lot. I ask but 
little—to think on him—that can harm no 
one. Ah! that I might breathe out this little 
spark of life in one soft fondling Zephyr to 
cool his cheek!—That this fragile floweret, 
youth, were a violet, on which he might tread, 
and I die modestly beneath his feet! I ask 
no more, father! Can the proud, majestic 
day-star punish the gnat for basking in its 
rays? 

MILLER. (Deeply affected, leans on the arm 
of his chair, and covers his face.) My child, 
my child—with joy would I sacrifice the rem- 
nant of my days, hadst thou never seen the 
major. 

Louisa. ( Zerrified.) How? how?—What 
did you say? No, no! that could not be 
your meaning, good father.—You know not 
that Ferdinand is mine !—You know not that 
God created him for me, and for my delight 
alone! (After a pause of recollettion.) The 
first moment that I beheld him—and the blood 
rushed into my glowing cheeks—every pulse 
beat with joy; every throb told me, every 
breath whispered, ‘‘’Tis he !’’—And my heart, 
recognising the long-desired one, repeated 
‘©?Tis he !’’—And the whole world was as one 
melodious echo of my delight !—Then—oh ! 
then was the first dawning of my soul! A 
thousand new sentiments arose in my bosom, 
as flowers rise from the earth when spring ap- 
proaches. I forgot there was a world, yet 
never had I felt that world so dear to me!—I 
forgot there was a God, yet never had I so 
loved Him ! 

MILLER. (Runs to her and clasps her to his 
bosom.) Louisa! my beloved, my admirable 
child!—Do what thou wilt.—Take all—all— 
my life—the baron—God is my witness—him 
I can never give thee! [Axi 
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Louisa. Nor would I have him now, fa- 
ther! Time on earth is but astinted dew- -drop 
in the ocean of eternity. ’Twill swiftly glide 
in one delicious dream of Ferdinand—I re- 
nounce him for this life! But then, mother— 
then when the bounds of separation are re- 
moved—when the hated distinctions of rank 
no longer part us—when men will be only 
men—I shall bring nothing with me save my 
innocence !—Yet often has my father told me, 
that at the Almighty’s coming riches and titles 
will be worthless; and that hearts alone will 
be beyond all price.—Oh! then shall I be 
rich !—There, tears will be reckoned for tri- 
umphs, and purity of soul be preferred to an 
illustrious ancestry. Then, then, mother, shall 
I be noble !—In what will he then be superior 
to the girl of his heart? 

Mrs. M. (Starts from her seat.) Louisa! 
the baron! He is jumping over the fence! 
Where shall I hide myself? 

Louisa. (Begins to tremble.) Oh! do not 
leave me, mother! 

Mrs. M. Mercy! 
am quite ashamed ! 
see me in this state ! 


What a figure I am, I 
I cannot let his lordship 
[ Bait. 
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SCENE IV.—Lovutsa—FErpinanp. (fe jites 
towards her—she falls back into her chair, 
pale and trembling.—He remains standing 
before her—they look at each other for some 
moments in stlence.—A pause.) 


FERDINAND. So pale, Louisa? 

Loutsa. (Rising, and embracing him.) It is 
nothing—nothing now you are here—it is over. 

Ferp. ( Zakes her hand, and ratses tt to his 
lips.) And does my Louisa still love me?— 
My heart is yesterday’s; is thine the same? I 
flew hither to see if thou wert happy, that I 
might return and be so too.—But I find thee 
whelmed in sorrow! 

Louisa. Not so, my beloved, not so! 

Ferp. Confess, Louisa! you are not 
happy. I see through your soul as clearly as 
through the transparent lustre of this brilliant. 
—-No spot can harbor here unmarked by me— 
no thought can cloud your brow that does not 
reach your lover’s heart. Whence comes this 
grief? Tell me, I beseech you! Ah, could I feel 
assured this mirror still remained unsullied, 
there’d seem to me no cloud in all the uni- 
verse! Tell me, dear Louisa, what afflicts you? 
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Louisa. (Looking at him with anxtety for 
a few moments.) Ferdinand! could’st thou but 
know how such discourse exalts the trades- 





man’s. daughter 

Ferp. (Surprised.) What say’st thour— 
Tell me, girl! how cam’st thou by that 
thought?—Thou art my Louisa! who told 
thee thou could’st be aught else?—See, false 
one, see, for what coldness I must chide thee! 
Were indeed thy whole soul absorbed by love 
for me, never hadst thou found time to draw 
comparisons! When I am with thee, my 
prudence is lost in one look from thine eyes: 
when I am absent, in a dream of thee! But 
thou—thou canst harbor prudence in the 
same breast with love!—Fie on thee! Every 
moment bestowed on this sorrow was a rob- 
bery from affection and from me. 

Louisa. (Pressing his hand, and shaking 
her head with a melancholy air.) Ferdinand, 
you would lull my apprehensions to sleep; 
you would divert my eyes from the precipice 
into which I am falling.—I can see the future ! 
—The voice of honor—your prospects, your 
father’s anger—my nothingness. (Shudders, 
and suddenly drops his hand.) Ferdinand! a 
sword hangs over us! They would separate 
us ! 

FerD. (Jumps up.) Separate us! Whence 
these apprehensions, Louisa? Who can rend 
the bonds that bind two hearts, or separate 
the tones of one accord?— True, I am a 
nobleman—but show me that my patent of 
nobility is older than the eternal laws of the 
universe—or my scutcheon more valid than 
the handwriting of Heaven in my Louisa’s 
eyes! ‘This woman is for this man?’’—I 
am son of the prime minister. For that very 
reason, what but love can soften the curses 
which my father’s extortions from the country 
will entail upon me? 

Louisa. Oh! how I fear that father! 

Ferp. I fear nothing—nothing but that 
your affection should know bounds. Let ob- 
stacles rise between us, huge as mountains, I 
will look upon them as a ladder by which to 
fly into the arms ‘of my Louisa! ‘The tempest 
of opposing Fate shall but fan the flame of 
my affection: dangers will only serve to make 
Louisa yet more charming.—Then speak no 
more of terrors, my love! I myself—I will 
watch over thee, carefully as the enchanter’s 
dragon watches over buried gold. ‘Trust thy- 
self to me! thou shalt need no other angel. 
I will throw myself between thee and Fate— 
for thee receive each wound. For thee will I 
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catch each drop distilled from the cup of joy, 
and bring it thee in a bowl of love. (Zm- 
bracing her affectionately.) This arm. shall 
support my Louisa through life. Fairer than 
it dismissed thee, shall Heaven receive thee 
back, and confess with delight that love alone 
can give perfection to the soul. 

Louisa. (Disengaging herself from him, 
greatly agitated.) No more! I beseech thee! 
Ferdinand! no more! Could’st thou know— 
Oh! leave me, leave me!—Little dost thou 
feel how these hopes rend my heart in pieces 
like fiends! [ Going. 

Frerp. (Detaining her.) Stay, Louisa! stay! 
Why this agitation?— Why those anxious 
looks? 

Louisa. I had forgotten these dreams, 
and was happy. Now—now—from this day 
is the tranquillity of my heart no more. Wild 
impetuous wishes will torment my bosom! 
Go! God forgive thee! Thou hast hurled a 
fire-brand into my young peaceful heart, 
which nothing, nothing can extinguish ! 

[She breaks from him, and rushes from the 

apartment, followed by FERDINAND. 


SCENE V.—A chamber in the PRESIDENT’S 
House. 


The PRESIDENT, wth the grand order of the 
cross about his neck, and a star at his 
breast.—SECRETARY WORM. 


PRESIDENT. A_ serious attachment, 
you? No, no, Worm; 
believe. 

Worm. If your excellency pleases, I will 
bring proofs of my assertions. 

Pres. That he has a fancy for the wench 
—flatters her—and, if you will, pretends to 
love her—all this is very possible,—nay—ex- 
cusable—but—And the daughter of a musi- 
clan, you say? 

Worm. Of Miller, the music-master. 

Pres. Handsome?—But that of course. 

_ Worm. (With warmth.) A most captivat- 
ing and lovely blondine, who, without saying 
too much, might figure advantageously beside 
the greatest beauties of the court. 

Pres. (Laughs.) It’s very plain, Worm, 
that you have an eye upon the jade yourself— 
I see that. But listen, Worm.—That my son 
has a passion for the fair sex gives me hope 
that he will find favor with the ladies. He 
may make his way at court. The girl is 
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handsome, you say—I am glad to think my 
son has taste. Can he deceive the silly wench 
by holding out honorable intentions —still 
better; it will show that he is shrewd enough 
to play the hypocrite when it serves his pur- 
pose. He may become prime minister—if he 
accomplish his purpose! Admirable! that 
will prove to me that Fortune favors him. 
Should the farce end with a chubby grand- 
child—incomparable! I will drink an extra 
bottle of Malaga to the prospects of my 
pedigree, and cheerfully pay the wench’s 
lying-in expenses. 

Worm. All I wish, is, that your excellency 
may not have to drink that bottle to drown 
your sorrow. 

Pres. (Sternly.) Worm! remember, that 
what I once believe, I believe obstinately— 
that I am furious when angered. Iam willing 
to pass over as a joke this attempt to stir my 
blood. That you are desirous of getting rid 
of your rival, I can very well comprehend, 
and that, because you might have some diffi- 
culty in supplanting the son, you endeavor to 
make a cat’s-paw of the father I can also un- 
derstand—I am even delighted to find that 
you are master of such excellent qualifications 
in the way of roguery.—Only, friend Worm, 
pray don’t make me, too, the butt of your 
knavery.—Understand me, have a care that 
your cunning trench not upon my plans! 

Worm. Pardon me, your excellency! If 
even—as you suspe¢t—jealousy is concerned, 
it is only with the eye, and not with the 
tongue. 

Pres. It would be better to dispense with 
it altogether. What can it matter to you, 
simpleton, whether you get your coin fresh 
from the mint, or it comes through a banker? 
Console yourself with the example of our no- 
bility. Whether known to the bridegroom or 
not, I can assure you that, amongst us of 
rank, scarcely a marriage takes place but what 
at least half a dozen of the guests—or the 
footmen—can state the geometrical area of 
the bridegroom’s paradise. 

Worm. (Bowing.) My lord! 
head I confess myself a plebeian. 

Pres. And, besides, you may soon have 
the satisfaction of turning the laugh most 
handsomely against your rival. At this very 
moment it is under consideration in the cabi- 
net, that, upon the arrival of the new duchess, 


Upon this 


Lady Milford shall apparently be discarded, | 


and, to complete the deception, form an alli- 
ance. You know, Worm, how greatly my 





influence depends upon this lady—how my 
mightiest prospects hang upon the passions of 
the prince. The duke is now seeking a part- 
ner for Lady Milford. Some one else may 
step in—conclude the bargain for her lady- 
ship, win the confidence of the prince, and 
make himself indispensable, to my cost.— 
Now, to retain the prince in the meshes of 
my family, I have resolved that my Ferdinand 
shall marry Lady Milford.—Is that clear to 
your 

Worm. Quite dazzling—Your excellency 
has at least convinced me that, compared with 
the President, the Father is but a novice. 
Should the major prove as obedient a son as 
you show yourself a tender father, your de- 
mand may chance to be returned with a 
protest. 

Pres. Fortunately I have never yet had 
to fear opposition to my will, when once I 
have pronounced, ‘‘It shall be so!’’ But 
now, Worm, that brings us back to our former 
subjeét!—I will propose Lady Milford to my 
son this very day. The face which he puts 
upon it shall either confirm your suspicions, 
or entirely confute them. 

Worm. Pardon me, my lord! ‘The sullen 
face which he most assuredly will put upon it 
may be placed equally to the account of the 
bride you offer to him, as of her from whom 
you wish to separate him. I would beg of 
you a more positive test!—Propose to him 
some perfectly unexceptionable woman. Then, 
if he consents, let Secretary Worm break 
stones on the highway for the next three 
years. 

Pres. (Biting his lips.) The devil! 

Worm. Such is the case, you may rest 
assured! The mother—stupidity itself—has, 
in her simplicity, betrayed all to me. 

Pres. (Pacing the room, and trying to re- 
press his rage.) Good! this very morning, 
then ! 

Worm. Yet, let me entreat your excel- 
lency not to forget that the major—is my 
master’s son 

Pres. No harm shall come to him, Worm. 

Worm. And that my service in ridding 
you of an unwelcome daughter-in-law , 

Pres. Should be rewarded by my helping 
you toawife? That, too, Worm! 

Worm. (Bowing with delight.) Eternally 
your lordship’s slave. [ Going. 

Pres. (Threatening him.) As to what I 
have confided to you, Worm! If you dare 
but to whisper a syllable 
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Worm. (Laughs.) Then your excellency 


will no doubt expose my forgeries ! [ Lxit. 

Pres. Yes, yes, you are safe enough! I 
hold you in the fetters of your own knavery, 
like a trout on the hook! 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Marshal Kalb 
Pres. The very man I wish to see.—In- 
troduce him. [ Lxit SERVANT. 





SCENE VI.—MarsHaL Kats, 7” a rich but 
tasteless court- dress, with Chamberlain’ s 
keys, two watches, sword, three-cornered hat, 
and hair dressed a la Herrison. He bustles 
up to the PRESIDENT, and diffuses a strong 
scent of musk through the whole theatre.— 
PRESIDENT. 


Kars. Ah! good morning, my dear baron! 
Quite delighted to see you again—Pray forgive 
my not having paid my respects to you at an 
earlier hour—the most pressing business—The 
Duke’s bill of fare—invitation cards—arrange- 
ments for the sledge party to-day—Ah !— 
besides it was necessary for me to be at the 
levee, to inform his highness of the state of 
the weather. 

Pres. ‘True, marshal! Such weighty con- 
cerns were not to be neglected! 

Katz. Then a rascally tailor, too, kept 
me waiting for him! 

Pres. And yet ready to the moment? 

Karz. Nor is that all!—One misfortune 
follows at the heels of the other, to-day! 
Only hear me! 

Pres. (Adsent.) Can it be possible? 

Kats. Just listen!—Scarce had I quitted 
my carriage, when the horses became restive, 
and began to plunge and rear—Only imagine! 
—splashed my breeches all over with mud! 
What was to be done? Fancy, my dear 
baron, just fancy yourself for a moment in my 
predicament! There I stood! the hour was 
late! a day’s journey to return—Yet to appear 
before his highness in this—Good heavens !— 
What did I bethink me of?—I pretended to 
faint! They bundle me into my carriage! I 
drive home like mad—change my dress— 
hasten back—and only think !—in spite of all 
this I was the first person in the antechamber! 
What say you to that? 

Pres. A most admirable impromptu of 
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mortal wit—But tell me, Kalb, did you speak 
to the duke? 

Kars. (Jmportantly.) Full twenty minutes 
and a half. 

Pres. Indeed? Then doubtless you have 
important news to impart to me! 

Kas. (Seriously, after a pause of reflection. ) 
His highness wears a Merde d’Oye beaver 
to-day. 

Pres. God bless me!—and yet, marshal, 
I have even greater news to tell you. Lady 
Milford will soon become my daughter-in-law. 
—That, I think, will be new to you? 


Kars. Is it possible! And is it already 
agreed upon? 
Pres. It issettled, marshal—and you would 


oblige me by forthwith waiting upon her 
ladyship, and preparing her to receive Fer- 
dinand’s visit. You have full liberty, also, to 
circulate the news of my son’s approaching 


nuptials. 
Kats. My dear friend! With consummate 
pleasure! What could I desire more? I fly 


to the baroness this moment. Adieu! (£m- 
bracing him.) In less than three quarters of an 
hour it shall be known throughout the town. 
[ Skips off. 
Pres. (Smiling contemptuously.) How can 
people say that such creatures are of no use in 
the world? Now, then, master Ferdinand 
must either consent or give the whole town the 
lie. (Rings—WorM enters.) Send my son 
hither. 
[Worm retires; the PRESIDENT walks up 
and down, full of thought. 


SCENE VII.—PrRESIDENT—FERDINAND. 


Ferp. In obedience to your commands, 


sir. 





Pres. Ay, if I desire the presence of my 
son, I must command it—Ferdinand, I have 
observed you for some time past, and find no 
longer that open vivacity of youth which once 
so delighted me. An unusual sorrow broods 
upon your features;~ you shun your father; 
you shun society.—For shame, Ferdinand! 
At your age a thousand irregularities are easier 
forgiven than one instant of idle melancholy. 
Leave this to me, my son! Leave the care of 
your future happiness to my direétion, and 
study only to co-operate with my designs— 
Come, Ferdinand, embrace me! 

Ferp,. You are most gracious to-day, 
fathcr | 
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PRES. 
**to-day’’ with such a vinegar look? (Se- 
viously.) Ferdinand!—For whose sake have I 
trod that dangerous path which leads to the 


““To-day,’’ you rogue?—and your 


affections of the prince? For whose sake 
have I for ever destroyed my peace with 
Heaven and my conscience ?—Hear me, Fer- 
dinand—I am speaking to my son—For whom 
have I paved the way by the removal of my 
predecessor? a deed which the more deeply 
gores my inward feelings, the more.carefully 
I conceal the dagger from the world! ‘Tell 
me, Ferdinand, for whose sake have I done all 
this? 

FerD. (Recotling with horror.) Surely not 
for mine, father, not for mine? Surely not 
on me can fall the bloody refleétion of this 
murder?—By my Almighty Maker, it were 
better never to have been born than to be 
the pretext for such a crime! 

Pres. What sayest thourp—How?—But I 
will attribute these strange notions to thy 
romantic brain—Ferdinand—let me not lose 
my temper— Ungrateful boy! Thus dost 
thou repay me for my sleepless nights? Thus 
for my restless anxiety to promote thy good? 
Thus for the never-dying scorpion of my 
conscience? Upon me must fall the burden 
of responsibility; upon me the curse, the 
thunderbolt of the Judge.—Thou receivest 
thy fortune from another’s hand—the crime 
is not attached to the inheritance. 

Ferp. (Lxtending his right hand towards 
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heaven.) Were I solemnly abjure an inherit- 
ance which must ever remind me of a parent’s 
guilt ! 

Pres. Hear me, sirrah! and do not in- 
cense me!—Were you left to your own di- 
rection, you would crawl through life in the 
dust. 

FEerp. Oh! better, father, far, far better, 
than to crawl about a throne! 

Pres. (Repressing his anger.) So!—Then 
compulsion must make you sensible of your 
good fortune!—To that point, which with the 
utmost striving a thousand others fail to reach, 
you have been exalted in your very sleep. 
At twelve you received a commission: at 
twenty a command. I have succeeded in 
obtaining for you the duke’s patronage. He 
bids you lay aside your uniform, and share 
with me his favor and his confidence. He 
spoke of titles—embassies—of honors be- 
stowed but upon few.—A glorious prospect 
spreads itself before you!—The direé¢t path to 
the place next the throne lies open to you !— 
Nay, to the throne itself, if the a¢étual power 
of ruling is equivalent to the mere symbol— 
Does not that idea awaken your ambition? 

Frerp. No! My ideas of greatness and 
happiness differ widely from yours. — Your 
happiness is but seldom known, except by the 
misery of others.—Envy, terror, hatred, are 
the melancholy mirrors in which the smiles 
of princes are refle¢ted—Tears, curses, and the 
wailings of despair, the horrid banquet that 
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feasts your supposed eleét of fortune; intoxi- 
cated with these, they rush headlong into 
eternity, staggering to the throne of judgment. 
—My ideas of happiness teach me to look for 
its fountain in myself! All my wishes he 
centered in my heart! 

Pres. Masterly! Inimitable! Admira- 
ble! The first schooling I have received these 
thirty years! Pity that the brain at fifty 
should be so dull at learning !—But—that such 
talent may not rust, I will place one by your 
side on whom you can practise your harle- 
quinade follies at pleasure.—You will resolve 
—tresolve this very day—to take a wife. 

Ferp. (Starting back amazed.) Father! 

Pres. Answer me not!—I have made pro- 
posals, in your name, to Lady Milford—You 
will instantly determine upon going to her, 
and declaring yourself her bridegroom. 








Frerp. Lady Milford! father? 
Pres. I presume she is not unknown to 
you! 


Ferp. (Passtonately.) To what brothel is 
she unknown through the dukedom? But 
pardon me, dearest father! It is ridiculous 
to imagine that your proposal can be serious. 
Would you call yourself father of that infamous 
son who married a licensed prostitute ? 

Pres. Nay, more! I would ask her hand 
myself, if she would take a man of fitty.— 
Would not you call yourself that infamous 
father’s son? 


Ferp. No! as God lives! that would I 
not! 
Pres. An audacity, by my honor! which 


I pardon for its excessive singularity. 

Ferp. I entreat you, father, release me 
from a demand which would render it insup- 
portable to call myself your son. 

Pres. Are you distraéted, boy? What 
reasonable man would not thirst after a dis- 
tinction which makes him, as one of a trio, 
the equal and co-partner of his sovereign ? 

Frerp. You are quite an enigma to me, 
father! ‘A distinétion,’”? do you call it? A 
distin€tion to share that with a prince, wherein 
he places himself on a level with the meanest 
of his subjects? (Zhe PresipEenr bursts into a 
loud laugh.)—You may scoff—I must submit 
to it in a father.—With what countenance 
should I support the gaze of the meanest la- 
borer, who at least receives an undivided 
person as the portion of his bride? With 
what countenance should I present myself 
before the world? before the prince? nay, 
before the harlot herself, who seeks to wash 
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out in my shame the brandmarks of her 
honor? 

Pres. Where in the world could’st thou 
colleét such notions, boy? 

Ferp. I implore you, father, by heaven 
and earth! By thus sacrificing your only son 
you can never become so happy as you will 
make him miserable! If my life can be a 
step to your advancement, dispose of it.—My 
life you gave me; and I will never hesitate 
a moment to sacrifice it wholly to your wel- 
fare.—But my honor, father !—If you deprive 
me of this, the giving me life was a mere trick 
of wanton cruelty, and I must equally curse 
the parent and the pander. 

Pres. (Zapping him on the shoulder in a 
Jriendly manner.) That’s as it should be, my 
dear boy! Now I see that you are a brave 
and noble fellow, and worthy of the first 
woman in the dukedom.—You shall have her 
—This very day you shall be affianced to the 
Countess of Ostheim ! 

FerD. (/n new disorder.) Is this, then, 
destined to be the hour of my destruction? 

Pres. (Regarding him with an eye of sus- 
picion.) In this union, I imagine, you can 
have no objection on the score of honor? 

Frerp. None, father, none whatever — 
Frederica of Ostheim would make any other 
the happiest of men.—(Aszde, in the greatest 
agitation.) His kindness rends in pieces that 
remnant of my heart which his cruelty left 
unwounded. 

Pres. (fis eye still fixed upon him.) I expe 
your gratitude, Ferdinand! | 

FEerD. (Rushes towards him, and kisses his 
hands.) Father, your goodness awakens every 
spark of sentiment in my bosom— Father! 
receive my warmest thanks for your kind 
intentions. Your choice is unexceptionable— 
But—I cannot—I dare not—Pity me, father, 
I never can love the countess! 

Pres. (Drawing back.) Ha! ha! now 
I’ve caught you, young gentleman! The 
cunning fox has tumbled into the trap. Oh 
you artful hypocrite!—%It was not, then, 
honor which made you refuse Lady Milford? 
—It was not the woman, but the nuptials, 
which alarmed you!. (FERDINAND stands pet- 
rified for a moment; then recovers himself, and 
prepares to quit the chamber hastily. )—Whither 
now? Stay, sir! Is this the respect due to 
your father? (FERDINAND returns slowly.) 
Her ladyship expects you—The duke has my 
promise! Both court and city believe all is 
settled.—If thou makest me appear a liar, 














boy!—TIf, before the duke—the lady—the 
court and city—thou should’st make me ap- 
pear a liar!—tremble, boy !—or when I have 
gained information of certain circumstances— 
How now? Why does the color so suddenly 
forsake your cheeks? 

Ferp. (Pale and trembling.) How? — 
What ?—Nothing—It is nothing, my father! 

Pres. (Casting upon him a dreadful look.) 
Should there be cause—If I should discover 
the source whence this obstinacy proceeds !— 
Boy! boy! the very suspicion drives me dis- 
tracted !—Leave me this moment—’Tis now 
the hour of parade. As soon as the word is 
given, go thou to her ladyship—At my nod, a 





dukedom trembles; we shall see whether a 
disobedient son dare dispute my will! ( Gozng, 
returns.) Remember, sir! fail not to wait 
on Lady Milford, or dread my anger! [/x7z. 
FEerD. (Awakens, as if from a dream.) Is 
he gone? Was that a father’s voice?—Yes, I 
will go—I will see her—I will say such things 
to her—hold such a mirror before her eyes— 
Then, base woman, shouid’st thou still de- 
mand my hand—In the presence of the as- 
sembled nobles, the military, and the people, 
—Gird thyself with all the pride of thy native 
Britain—I, a German youth, will spurn thee! 
[ Exit. 
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SCENE I.—A room in Lavy MILrorp’s 
house. On the right of the stage stands a 
sofa, on the left a piano-forte. 


Lapy MILrorp 2m a@ loose but elegant néghgée, 
zs running her hand over the keys of the 
pianoforte as SopHy advances from the 
window. 


Sopuy. The parade is over, and the officers 
are separating—but I see no signs of the 
major. 

Lapy Mitrorp. (Rises and walks up and 
down the room in visible agitation.) 1 know 
not what ails me to-day, Sophy! I never felt 
so before—you say you do not see him! It 
is evident enough that he is by no means im- 
patient for this meeting—my heart feels op- 
pressed as if by some heavy crime. Go! 
Sophy, order the most spirited horse in the 
stable to be saddled for me—I must away 
into the open air, where I may look on the 
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| blue sky, and hear the busy hum of man. I 
must dispel this gloominess by change and 
motion. 

SopHy. If you feel out of spirits, my lady, 
why not invite company !—Let the prince 
give an entertainment here, or have the ombre 
table brought to you. If the prince and all 
his court were at my beck and call, I would 
let no whim or fancy trouble me! 

Lavy Miu. ( Zhrowing herself on the couch.) 
Pray spare me. I would gladly give a jewel 
| in exchange for every hour’s respite from the 
infliction of such company! I always have 
my room tapestried with these creatures !— 
Narrow-minded, miserable beings, who are 
quite shocked if by chance a candid and 
heart-felt word should escape one’s lips !—and 
stand aghast as though they saw an apparition 
—Slaves, moved by a single puppet wire, 
which I can govern as easily as the threads of 
my embroidery !—What can I have in common 
with such insipid wretches, whose souls, like 
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their watches, are regulated by machinery? 
What pleasure can I have in the society of 
people whose answers to my questions I know 
beforehand? How can I hold communion 
with men, who dare not venture on an opinion 
of their own, lest it should differ from mine! 
Away with them—I care not to ride a horse 
that has not spirit enough to champ the bit! 

[ Goes to the window. 


SopHy. But surely, my lady, you except 
the prince, the handsomest, the wittiest, and 
the most gallant man in all his duchy. 


Lavy Mi. (Returning.) Yes, in his duchy, 
that was well said—and it is only a royal 
duchy, Sophy, that could in the least excuse 
my weakness. You say the world envies me! 
Poor thing! It should rather pity me! Be- 
lieve me, of all who drink of the streams of 
royal bounty, there is none more miserable 
than the sovereign’s favorite, for he who is 
great and mighty in the eyes of others comes 
to her but as the humble suppliant! _ It is true, 
that by the talisman of his greatness he can 
realize every wish of my heart, as readily as 
the magician calls forth the fairy palace from 
the depths of the earth!—He can place the 
luxuries of both Indies upon my table—turn 
the barren wilderness to a paradise,—can bid 
the broad rivers of his land play in triumphal 
arches over my path,—or expend all the hard- 
earned gains of his subjects in a single feu-de 
Joie to my honor. But can he school his 
heart to respond to one great or ardent 
emotion? Can he extort one noble thought 
from his weak and indigent brain? Alas! 
my heart is thirsting amid all this ocean of 
splendor—what avail, then, a thousand vir- 
tuous sentiments, when I am only permitted 
to indulge in the pleasures of the senses. 

Sopuy. (Regarding her with surprise.) 
Dear lady, you amaze me! how long is it 
since I entered your service? 


Lapy Mit. Do you ask, because Zh7s is the 
first day on which you have learnt to know 
me? I have sold my honor to the prince, it 
is true, but my heart is still my own—a heart, 
dear Sophy, which even yet may be worth the 
acceptance of an honorable man—a heart over 
which the pestilential blast of courtly corrup- 
tion has passed, as the breath which for a 
moment dims the mirror’s lustre.—Believe 
me, my spirit would long since have revolted 
against this miserable thraldom, could my 
ambition have submitted to see another ad- 
vanced to my place. 





SOPHY. 
readily surrender itself to mere ambition? 


And could a heart like yours so 


Lapy Min. (With energy.) Has it not 
already been avenged? nay, is it not even at 
this very moment making me pay a heavy 
atonement? ( With emphasis laying her hand on 
SopHy’s shoulder.) Believe me, Sophy, 
woman has but to choose between ruling and 
serving, but the utmost joy of power is a 
worthless possession, if the mightier joy of 
being slave to the man we love be denied us. 

Sopuy. A truth, dear lady, which I could 
least of all have expected to hear from your 
lips! 

Lapy Mit. And wherefore, Sophy ?—Does 
not woman show, by her childish mode of 
swaying the sceptre of power, that she is only 
fit to go in leading strings? Have not my 
fickle humors—my eager pursuit of wild dissi- 
pation—betrayed to you, that I sought in 
these to stifle the still wilder throbbings of 
my heart? 

SoPHY. (Starting back with surprise.) This 
from you, my lady? 

Lapy Min. (Continuing with increasing en- 
ergy.) Appease these throbbings. Give me 
the man in whom my thoughts are centered— 
the man I adore, without whom life were 
worse than death.—Let me but hear from Azs 
lips that the tears of love with which my eyes 
are bedewed outvie the gems that sparkle in 
my hair, and I will throw at the feet of the 
prince his heart and his dukedom, and flee to 
the uttermost parts of the earth with the man 
of my love! 

Sopuy. (Looking at her in alarm.) Heav- 
ens! my lady! control your emotion 

Lapy Miv. (Zz surprise.) You change co- 
lor! To what have I given utterance? yet, 
since I have said thus much, let me say still 
more—let my confidence be a pledge of your 
fidelity, —I will tell you all. 

Sopuy. (Looking anxiously round.) J fear, 
my lady—lI dread it—I have heard enough! 

Lapy Mit. This alliance with the major— 
you, like the rest of the world, believe to be 
the result of a court intrigue—Sophy,—blush 
not—be not ashamed of me—it is the work of 





—MY LOVE! 
SopHy. Heavens! As I suspected! 
Lapy Miu. Yes, Sophy, they are all de- 


ceived. The weak prince—the diplomatic 
baron—the silly marshal—each and all of 
these are firmly convinced that this marriage 


-1s a most infallible means of preserving me to 


the prince, and of uniting us still more firmly! 
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—but this will prove the very means of se- 
parating us for ever, and bursting asunder 
these execrable bonds. ‘The cheater, cheated 
—outwitted by a weak woman. Ye, your- 
selves, are leading me to the man of my heart 
—this was all I sought—Let him but once be 
mine—be but mine—then, oh, then, a long 
farewell to all this despicable pomp! 


SCENE IIl.—Azx old valet of the DUKE’S, with 
a casket of jewels. The former. 


VatEeT. His Serene Highness begs your 
ladyship’s acceptance of these jewels as a 
nuptial present. They have just arrived from 
Venice. 

Lapy Mi. (Opens the casket, and starts 
.back in astonishment.) What did these jewels 


cost the duke? 
VaLeT. Nothing! 
Lapy Mi. JWVothing! Are you beside 


yourself? (Retreating a step or two.) Old 
man! you fix on me a look as though you 
would pierce me through.—Did you say these 
precious jewels cost nothing? 

Vater. Yesterday seven thousand children 
of the land left their homes to go to America 
—they pay for all. 

Lapy Min. (Sets the casket suddenly down, 
and paces up and down the room; after a 
pause, to the VateT.) What distresses you, 
old man? you are weeping! - 

VaLet. (Wiping his eyes, and trembling vio- 
lently.) Yes, for these jewels—My two sons 
are among the number. 

Lapy Mit. But they went not by com- 
pulsion? 

VaLet. (Laughing bitterly.) Oh! dear no! 
they were all volunteers! There were cer- 
tainly some few forward lads, who pushed to 
the front of the ranks and inquired of the 
colonel at what price the prince sold his 
subjects per yoke, upon which our gracious 
ruler ordered the regiments to be marched to 
the parade, and the malcontents to be shot. 
We heard the report of the muskets, and saw 
brains and blood spurting about us, while the 
whole band shouted—‘‘ Hurrah for America.”’ 


Lapy Mit. And I heard nothing of all 
this !—saw nothing! 
VaLET. No! most gracious lady !—be- 


cause you rode off to the bear hunt with his 
highness, just the moment the drum was 
beating for the march. ’Tis a pity your lady- 
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ship missed the pleasure of the sight—here, 
crying children might be seen following their 
wretched father—there, a mother distracted 
with grief was rushing forward to throw her 
tender infant among the bristling bayonets— 
here, a bride and bridegroom were separated 
with the sabre’s stroke—and there, graybeards 
were seen to stand in despair, and to fling 
their very crutches after their sons into the 
New World—and, in the midst of all this, the 
drums were beating loudly, that the prayers 
and lamentations might not reach the Almighty 
ear. 

Lapy Mu. (Rising in vtolent emotion.) 
Away with these jewels—their rays pierce my 
bosom like the flames of hell. Moderate your 
grief, old man. Your children shall be re- 
stored to you. You shall again clasp them to 
your bosom. 

VaLeT. (With warmth.) Yes, Heaven 
knows! We shall meet again! As they 
passed the city gates, they turned round and 
cried aloud: ‘‘God bless our wives and chil- 
dren—long life to our gracious sovereign. At 
the day of judgment we shall all meet again !”’ 

Lavy MiL. (Walks up and down the room 
in great agitation.) NHorrible! most horrible! 
—and they would persuade me that I had 
dried up all the tears in the land. Now, in- 
deed, my eyes are fearfully opened! Go— 
tell the prince that I will thank him in person! 
(As the valet ts going she drops the purse into 
his hat.) And take this as a recompense for 
the truth you have revealed to me. 

VALET. ( Zhrows the purse with contempt on 
the table.) Keep it, with your other treasures. 

[ £xcit. 

Lapy Miu. (Looking after him in astonish- 
ment.) Sophy, follow him, and inquire his 
name. His sons shall be restored to him. 
(SopHy goes. Lapy MiLForp Jédecomes ab- 
sorbed in thought. Pause. Then to SOPHY as 
she returns.) Was there not a report that 
some town on the frontier had been destroyed 
by fire, and four hundred families reduced to 
beggary? [ She rings. 

SopHy. What has made your ladyship just 
think of that? Yes—such was certainly the 
fact, and most of these poor creatures are 
either compelled to serve their creditors as 
bondsmen, or are dragging out their miserable 
days in the depths of the royal silver mines. 

Linter a@ SERVANT. What are your lady- 
ship’s commands? 

Lavy MIL. (Giving him the case of jewels.) 
Carry this to my treasurer without delay. 
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Let the jewels be sold and the money dis- 
tributed among the four hundred families who 
were ruined by the fire. 

SopHy. Consider, my lady, the risk you 
run of displeasing his highness. 

Lavy Mit. (With dignity.) Should I en- 
circle my brows with the curses of his subjects ? 
(Makes a sign to the servant, who goes away 
with the jewel case.) Would’st thou have me 
dragged to the earth by the dreadful weight 
of the tears of misery? Nay! Sophy, it is 
better far to wear false jewels on the brow, 
and to have the consciousness of a good deed 
within the breast ! 

SopHy. But diamonds of such value! 
Why not rather give some that are less pre- 
cious? ‘Truly, my lady, it is an unpardona- 
ble act. 

Lapy Mit. Foolish girl! For this deed 
more brilliants and pearls will flow for me in 
one moment than kings ever wore in their 
richest diadems! Ay, and infinitely more 


beautiful ! 
SERVANT enters. Major von Walter! 
Sopuy. (Running hastily to the help of 


Lapy MiLrorpD, who seems fainting.) Heav- 
ens, my lady, you change color! 

Lapy Mit: ‘The first man who ever made 
me tremble—( Zo “he SERVANT.) I am not 
well—but stay—what said the major?—how? 
—Oh! Sophy! I look sadly ill, do I not? 

SopHy. I entreat you, my lady, compose 
yourself. 

Servant. Is it your ladyship’s wish that I 
should deny you to the major? 

Lapy Miu. (Aesttating.) Tell him—I shall 
be happy to see him. (#xzt Servant.) What 
shall I say to him, Sophy? how shall I receive 
him? I will be silent—Alas! I fear he will 
despise my weakness. He will—Ah, me! 
what sad forebodings oppress my heart! You 
are going, Sophy! stay, yet—no, no—he 
comes—yes, stay, stay with me 

SopHy. Collect yourself, my lady, the 
major 








SCENE III. — FerpInaAnD von WALTER. 


The former. 
Frerv. (With a slight bow.) I hope I do 
not interrupt your ladyship? : 
Lapy Mit. (With visible emotion.) Not at 
all, baron—not in the least. 
Frrp. I wait on your ladyship at the com- 
mand of my father. 





Lapy Mit. Therein I am his debtor. 

FEerp. And I am charged to announce to 
you that our marriage is determined on. 
Thus far I fulfil the commission of my father. 

Lapy Mi. ( Changing color and trembling. ) 
And not of your own heart? 

FrErD. Ministers and panders have no con- 
cern with hearts. 

Lapy Mit. (Almost speechless with emo- 
tion.) And you yourself—have you nothing 
to add? 

Ferp. (Looking at Sopuy.) Much! my 
lady, much! 

Lapy Mi. (Motions to Sopuy fo withdraw.) 
May I beg you to take a seat by my side? 

Ferp. I will be brief, lady. 

Lavy Miu. Well! 

Ferp. Iam aman of honor! 

Lapy Mit. Whose worth I know how to 
appreciate. 

Ferp. Iam of noble birth? 

Lapy Miz. Noble as any in the land! 

FErRD. A soldier! 

Lapy Miu. (lx a soft affectionate manner. ) 
Thus far you have only enumerated advan- 
tages, which you share in common with many 
others. Why are you silent regarding those 
noble qualities which are peculiarly your own? 

FERD. (Coldly.) Here they would be out 
of place. 

Lapy Miu. (With increasing agitation.) In 
what light am I to understand this prelude? 

FERD. (Slowly, and with emphasis.) As the 
protest of the voice of honor—should you 
think proper to enforce the possession of my 
hand! 

Lapy Mit. (Starting with indignation.) 
Major von Walter! What language is this? 

FerD. (Calmly.) -The language of my 
heart—of my unspotted name,—and of this 
true sword. 

Lapy MIL. 
by the prince. 

Frrp. ’Twas the State which gave it, by 
the hands of the prince. God bestowed on 
me an honest heart. My nobility is derived 
from a line of ancestry extending through 
centuries. 

Lapy Mui. 
prince 

Ferp. (With warmth.) Can he subvert the 
laws of humanity? or stamp glory on our 
actions as easily as he stamps value on the 
coin of his realm? He himself is not raised 
above the laws of honor, although he may 
stifle its whispers with gold—and shroud his 


Your sword was given to you 


But the authority of the 
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infamy in robes of ermine!—But enough of 
this, lady!—It is too late now to talk of 
blasted prospe¢ts—or of the desecration of 
ancestry—or of that nice sense of honor— 
girded on with my sword—or of the world’s 
opinion. All these I am ready to trample 
under foot, as soon as you have proved to me 
that the reward is not inferior to the sacrifice! 
Lapy Min. (Ja extreme distress, turning 
away.) Major! I have not deserved this! 
Ferp. (Zaking her hand.) Pardon me, 
lady—we are without witnesses. The circum- 
stance which brings us together to-day—and 
only to-day—justifies me, nay, compels me, to 
reveal to you my most secret feelings. I can- 
not comprehend, lady, how, a being gifted 
with so much beauty and _ spirit— qualities 
which a man cannot fail to admire—could 


throw herself away on a prince incapable of | 


valuing aught beyond her mere person—and 
yet not feel some visitings of shame, when she 
steps forth to offer her heart to a man of 
honor! 

Lapy Miu. (Looking at him with an air of 
pride.) Say on, sir, without reserve. 

Ferp. You call yourself an Englishwoman 
—pardon me, lady, I can hardly believe you. 
—The free-born daughter of the freest people 
under heaven—a people too proud to imitate 
even foreign virtues—would surely never have 
sold herself to foreign vices /—It 1s not possi- 
ble, lady, that you should be a native of 
Britain, unless, indeed, your heart be as much 
below as the sons of Britannia vaunt theirs to 
be adove all others! 

Lapy Mit. Have you done, sir? 

FERp. Womanly vanity —passions—tem- 
perament—a natural appetite for pleasure—all 
these might, perhaps, be pleaded in extenua- 
tion,—for virtue often survives honor—and 
many, who once trod the paths of infamy, 
have subsequently reconciled themselves to 
society by the performance of noble deeds, 
and have thus thrown a halo of glory round 
their evil doings—but, if this were so, whence 
comes the monstrous extortion that now op- 
presses the people with a weight never before 
known ?—This I would ask in the name of my 
fatherland—and now, lady, I have done! 

Lapy MIL. (With gentleness and dignity.) 
This is the first time, Baron von Walter, that 
words such as these have been addressed to 
me—and you are the only man to whom I 
would in return have vouchsafed an answer. 
Your rejection of my hand commands my 
esteem, Your invectives against my heart 
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have my full forgiveness, for I will not believe 
you sincere, since he who dares hold such 
language to a woman, that could ruin him in 
an instant,—must either believe that she pos- 
sesses a great and noble heart—or must be 
the most desperate of madmen.—That you 
ascribe the misery of this land to me may He 
forgive, before whose throne, you, and I, and 
the prince, shall one day meet! But, as in 
my person you have insulted the daughter of 
Britain, so in vindication of my country’s 
honor you must hear my exculpation. 

Ferp. (Leaning on his sword.) Lady, I 
listen with interest. 

Lapy Miz. Hear, then, that which I have 
never yet breathed to mortal, and which none 
but yourself will ever learn from my lips. I 
am not the low adventurer you suppose me, 
sir!—Nay! did I listen to the voice of pride, 
I might even boast myself to be of royal birth; 
—I am descended from the unhappy Thomas 
Norfolk, who paid the penalty of his adherence 
to the cause of Mary, Queen of Scots, by a 
bloody death on the scaffold.—My father, 
who, as royal chamberlain, had-once enjoyed 
his sovereign’s confidence, was accused of 
maintaining treasonable relations with France, 
and was condemned and executed by a decree 
of the Parliament of Great Britain.—Our es- 
tates were confiscated, and our family banished 
from their native soil. My mother died on 
the day of my father’s execution, and I1—then 
a girl of fourteen—fled to Germany with one 
faithful attendant.—A casket of jewels, and 
this crucifix, placed in my bosom by my dying 
mother, were all my fortune! 

[ FERDINAND, absorbed in thought, surveys 
Lapy MiLrorp with looks of compassion 
and sympathy. 

Lavy M. (Continuing with increased emo- 
tion.) Without a name—without protection 
or property—a foreigner and an orphan, I 
reached Hamburgh. I had learnt nothing 
but a little French, and to run my fingers over 
the embroidery frame, or the keys of my harp- 
sichord. But, though I was ignorant of all 
useful arts, I had learnt full well to feast off 
gold and silver, to sleep beneath silken hang- 
ings, to bid attendant pages obey my voice, 
and to listen to the honied words of flattery 
and adulation. Six years passed away in 
sorrow and in sadness—the remnant of my 
scanty means was fast melting away—my old 
and faithful nurse was no more—and—and 
then it was that fate brought your sovereign 
to Hamburgh.—I was walking beside the 





shores of the Elbe, wondering, as I gazed on 
its waters, whether they or my sorrows were 
the deeper, when the duke crossed my path. 
He followed me, traced me to my humble 
abode, and, casting himself at my feet, vowed 
that he oved me. (She pauses, and, struggling 
with her emotion, continues in a votce choked 
by tears.) All the images of my happy child- 
hood were revived in hues of delusive bright- 
ness—while the future lower’d before me black 
as the grave.—My heart panted for commu- 
nion with another—and I sank into the arms 
opened to receive me! ( Zurning away.)— 
And now you condemn me! 

Ferp. (Greatly agitated, follows her, and 
leads her back.) Lady! heavens! what do I 
hear !—What have I done?—The guilt of my 
conduct is unveiled in all its deformity !—It 
is impossible you should forgive me. 

Lapy Mit. (2xdeavoring to overcome her 
emotion.) Hear me on!—The prince, it is 
true, overcame my unprotected youth, but the 
blood of the Howards still glowed within my 
veins, and never ceased to reproach me ;— 
that I, the descendant of royal ancestors, 
should stoop to be a prince’s paramour !— 
Pride and destiny still contended in my 
bosom, when the duke brought me _ hither, 
where scenes the most revolting burst upon 
my sight!—The voluptuousness of the great 
is an insatiable hyazena—the craving of whose 
appetite demands perpetual victims. Fearfully 
had it laid this country waste—separating 
bridegroom and bride—and tearing asunder 
even the holy bonds of marriage.—Here, it 
had destroyed the tranquil happiness of a 
whole family—there, the blighting pest had 
seized on a young and inexperienced heart, 
and expiring victims called down bitter im- 
precations on the heads of their undoers.—It 
was then that I stept forth between the lamb 
and the tiger, and, in a moment of dalliance, 
extorted from the duke his royal promise that 
this revolting licentiousness should cease. 

Ferp. (Pacing the room in violent agita- 
tion.) No more, lady! No more! 

Lapy Mit. This gloomy period was suc- 
ceeded by one still more gloomy—The Court 
swarmed with French and Italian adventurers 
—the royal sceptre became the plaything of 
Parisian harlots, and the people writhed and 
bled beneath their capricious rule. Each had 
her day—I saw them sink before me, one by 
one, for I was the most skilful coquette of all! 
—It was then that I seized and wielded the 
tyrant’s sceptre whilst he slumbered voluptu- 





ously in my embrace—then, Walter, thy 
country, for the first time, felt the hand of 
humanity, and reposed in confidence on my 
bosom. (A pause, during which she gazes on 
him with tenderness.) Oh! that the man, by 
whom, of all others, I least wish to be mis- 
understood, should compel me to turn brag- 
gart, and parade my unobtrusive virtues to the 
glare of admiration!—Walter, I have burst 
open the doors of prisons—I have cancelled 
death-warrants and shortened many a fright- 
ful eternity upon the galleys.—Into wounds 
beyond my power to heal, I have at least 
poured soothing balsam—lI have hurled mighty 
villains to the earth, and oft with the tears 
of a harlot saved the cause of innocence from 
impending ruin.— Ah! young man, how 
sweet were then my feelings !—How proudly 
did these actions teach my heart to support 
the reproaches of my noble blood !—And now 
comes the man who alone can repay me for 
all that I have suffered—the man, whom per- 
haps my relenting destiny created as a com- 
pensation for former sorrows—the man, whom 
with ardent affection I already clasp’d in my 
dreams. 

FEerbD. (lnterrupting her.) Hold, lady, hold! 
You exceed the bounds of our conference! 
You undertook to clear yourself from reproach, 
and you make me a criminal! Spare me, I 
beseech you! Spare a heart, already over- 
whelmed by confusion and remorse! 

Lavy MIL. (Grasping his hand.) You roust 
hear me, Walter!—hear me now, or never. 
Long enough has the heroine sustained me ;— 
now you must feel the whole weight of these 
tears! Mark me, Walter !—Should an unfor- 
tunate—impetuously, irresistibly attracted to- 
wards you—clasp you to her bosom full of 
unutterable, inextinguishable love, — should 
this unfortunate—bowed down with the con- 
sciousness of shame—disgusted with vicious 
pleasures—heroically exalted by the inspiration 
of virtue—throw herself—thus into your arms 
(embracing him in an eager and supplicating 
manner );—should she do this, and you still 
pronounce the freezing word ‘‘ Honor /”’ 
Should she pray that through you she might 
be saved—that through you she might be re- 
stored to her hopes of heaven! ( Turning 
away her head, and speaking tn a hollow fal- 
tering voice. ) Or should she, her prayer refused, 
listen to the voice of Despair, and to escape 
from your image plunge herself into yet more 
fearful depths of infamy and vice 

FERD. (Breaking from her tn great emotion. ) 
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ACT II, SCENE V. 


LOVE AND INTRIGUE. 
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St) Love and Intrigue 





WHY 


Minter. And you, too, with that lan- 
guishing air?—(Laughs bitterly. )—But, right! 
right !—There’s an old saying that where the 
devil keeps a breeding cage he is sure to hatch 
a handsome daughter. 

Mrs. M. But how do you know that Louisa 
is in question? You may have been recom- 
mended to the duke; he may want you in his 
orchestra. 

MILLER. ( Fumping up, and seizing his fid- 
alestick.) May the sulphurous rain of hell 
consume thee !—Orchestra—indeed! Ay, 
where you, you old procuress shall howl the 
treble whilst my smarting back groans the 
bass. ( Zhrowing himself upon a chair.) Oh! 
God in heaven! 

Louisa. (Sznks on the sofa, pale as death.) 
Father !—Mother !—Oh ! my heart sinks within 
me. 

MILLER. (Starting up with anger.) But let 
me only lay hands on that infernal-quilldriver ! 
—Tll make him skip—Be it in this world, or 
the next—If I don’t pound him to a jelly, 
body and soul—if I don’t write all the Ten 
Commandments, the seven Penitential Psalms, 
the five books of Moses and the whole of the 
Prophets upon his rascally hide, so distinétly 
that the blue hieroglyphics shall be legible at 
the day of judgment—if I don’t, may I 

Mrs. M. Yes, yes, curse and swear your 
hardest! That’s the way to frighten the devil! 
Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, gracious heavens! 
What shall we do? Who can advise us? 
Speak, Miller, speak; this silence distracts 
me! (She runs screaming up and down the 
room. ) 

Mitter. I will instantly to the minister! 
I will open my mouth boldly—and tell him 
all from beginning to end! You knew it before 
me, and ought to have given me a hint of 
what was going on! ‘The girl might yet have 
been advised. It might still have been time 
to save her! But, no!—There was something 
for your meddling and making—and you must 
needs add fuel to the fire—Now you have 
made your bed, you may lie onit. As you 
have brewed, so you may drink—TI shall take 
my daughter under my arm, and be off with 
her over the borders. 





_ passed ! 





SCENE V.—Mizier, Mrs. MILier, Louisa, 
FERDINAND. 


FErD. (Rushes in, terrified, and 
out of breath.) Has my father been 
here? 


Louisa. (Starts back in horror.) His Ss 
father? Gracious Heaven! So 
Mrs. M. (Wringing her hands.) The | &'> 
Minister here? Then it’s all over with S = 
us! sie 
oR 


Miter. (Laughs bitterly.) Thank 
God! Thank God! Now comes our 
benefit ! 

FERD. (Rushing towards Louisa, and clasp- 
ing her in his arms.) Mine thou art, though 
heaven and hell were placed between us! 

Loursa. I am doomed !—Speak, Ferdin- 
and!—Did you not utter that dreaded name? 
—your father? 

Ferp. Be not alarmed! the danger has 
I have thee again! again thou hast 
me! Let me regain my breath on thy dear 
bosom. It was a dreadful hour! 

Loutsa. What was a dreadful hour? An- 
swer me, Ferdinand!—I die with appre- 
hension ! 

Ferp. (Drawing back, gazing upon her 
earnestly, then, in a solemn tone.) An hour, 
Louisa, when another’s form stepped between 
my heart and thee—an hour in which my love 
grew pale before my conscience—when Louisa 
ceased to be all in all to Ferdinand! (Louisa 
sinks back upon her chair, and conceals her 
face. FERDINAND stands before her in speech- 
less agitation, then turns away from her suad- 
denly, and exclaims, ) Never, never! Baroness, 
’tis impossible! you ask too much! Never 
can I sacrifice this innocence at your shrine. 
—No, by the eternal God! I cannot recall 
my oath, which speaks to me from thy soul- 
thrilling eyes louder than the thunders of 
Heaven !— Behold, lady!—Inhuman father, 
look on this! Would you have me destroy 
this angel? Shall my perfidy kindle a hell in 
this heavenly bosom? ( Zurning towards her 
with firmness.)—No! 1 will bear her to thy 
throne, Almighty Judge! Thy voice shall 
declare if my affection be a crime. (He grasps 
her hand, and raises her from the sofa.) Cour- 
age, my beloved !—thou hast conquered—And 
I come forth a victor from the terrible con- 
flict ! , 

Louisa. No, no, Ferdinand, conceal no- 
thing from me! Declare boldly the dreadful 
decree! You named your father! You spoke 
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of the Baroness!—The shivering of death 
seizes my heart !—’Tis said she is about to be 
married ! 

FerD. (Quite overcome, throws himself at 
her feet.) Yes, and to me, dear unfortunate! 
Such is my father’s will ! 

Louisa. (After a deep pause, tn a tremulous 
voice, but with assumed resignation.) Well!— 
Why am I thus affrighted? Has not my dear 
father often told me that you never could be 
mine ?—But I was obstinate, and believed him 
not. (A second pause; she falls weeping into 
her father’s arms.) Father, thy daughter. is 
thine own again!—Father, forgive me!— 
*Twas not your child’s fault, that the dream 
was so heavenly—the waking so terrible! 

Mitter. Louisa! Louisa!—O merciful 
Heaven! she has lost her senses :—My daugh- 
ter! My poor child!—Curses upon thy se- 
ducer !—Curses upon the pandering mother 
who threw thee in his way! 

Mrs. M. (Weeping on Lovutsa’s neck.) 
Daughter, do I deserve this curse? God 
forgive you, major !—What has this poor lamb 
done, that you bring this misery upon her? 

FERD. (With resolution.) I will unravel the 
meshes of these intrigues.—I will burst asunder 
these iron chains of prejudice—As a free-born 
man will I make my choice, and crush these 
insect souls with the colossal force of my 
love! [ Going. 

Louisa. (Rises trembling from the sofa, and 
attempts to follow him.) Stay, oh! stay !— 
Whither are you going ?—Father !—Mother ! 
—He deserts us in this fearful hour! 

Mrs. M. (fastens towards him, and detains 
him.) The President is coming hither !—He 
will ill use my child !—He will ill use us all! 
—and yet, major, you are going to leave us. 

MILLER. (Laughs hysterically.) Leave us? 
Of course he is !—What should hinder him?>— 
The girl has given him all she had. (Grasping 
FERDINAND with one hand, and LOUISA with 
the other.) Listen to me, young gentleman. 
The only way out of my house is over my 
daughter’s body.—If you possess one single 
spark of honor, await your father’s coming; 
tell him, deceiver, how you stole her young 
and inexperienced heart; or, by the God who 
made me! (Thrusting Louisa towards him 
with violence and passion.) you shall crush 
before my eyes this trembling worm, whom 
love for you has brought to shame and 
infamy ! 

FERD. (Returns, and walks to 
deep thought.) ’Tis true, 





and fro in 
the President’s power 
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is great—parental authority is a mighty word 
—even crimes claim respeét when concealed 
within its folds.—He may push that authority 
far—very far!—But love goes beyond it.— 
Hear me, Louisa; give me thy hand! (Clasf- 
ing tt firmly.) As surely as I hope for Heaven’s 
mercy in my dying hour, I swear—That the 
moment which separates these hands shall also 
rend asunder the thread that binds me to 
existence ! 

Louisa. You terrify me!—Turn from me! 
—Your lips tremble!—your eyes roll fear- 
fully ! 

FEerD. Nay, Louisa! fear nothing! It is 
not madness which prompts my oath! ’tis the 
choicest gift of Heaven, DEctsIon, sent to my 
aid at that critical moment, when an oppressed 
bosom can only find relief in some desperate 
remedy.—I love thee, Louisa!—Thou shalt 
be mine!—’Tis resolved! And now for 
my father! 

[He rushes out, and ts met by the PRESIDENT. 











SCENE VI.—Mnriter, Mrs. Miiier, Louisa, 
FERDINAND, PRESIDENT wth 
SERVANTS. 


Pres. (As he enters.) So! here he is! 
[AZ start in terror. 

FERD. (Retiring a few paces.) In the house 
of innocence! 

Pres. Where a son learns obedience to 
his father! 

FEerRD. Permit me to 

Pres. (lnterrupting him, turns to MILLER. ) 
The father, I presume? 

Miter. Iam Miller, the musician. 

Pres. (Zo Mrs. MILtEer.) And you, the 
mother? 

Mrs. 
mother! 

FerRD. (Zo MiLuer.) Father, take Louisa 
to her chamber—she is fainting. 

Pres. An unnecessary precaution !—I will 
soon arouse her. (Zo Louisa.) How long 
have you been acquainted with the President’s 
son? 

Louisa. ( With timidity.) Of the President’s 
son I have never thought.—Ferdinand von 
Walter has paid his addresses to me since 
November last. 

Ferp. And he adores her! 

Pres. (Zo Louisa.) Has he given you any 
assurance of his love? 





M. Yes, alas! her unfortunate 











FERD. 


But a few minutes since, the most 
solemn, and God was my witness. 
Pres. (Zo his son angrily.) Silence! 
shall have opportunity enough of confessing 
your folly. (Zo Louisa.) I await your answer. 


You 


Louisa. He swore eternal love to me. 

Ferp. And I will keep my oath. 

Pres. (Zo FERDINAND.) Must I command 
your silence? ( Zo Louisa. )—Did you accept 
his rash vows? 

Louisa. (With tenderness.) I did, and 
gave him mine in exchange. 

FERD. (fesolutely.) The bond is irrevoc- 
able 

Pres. (Zo FERDINAND.) If you dare in- 
terrupt me again, I’ll teach you better man- 
ners. (Zo Louisa, szeeringly.)—And he paid 
handsomely every time, no doubt? 

Louisa. I do not understand your question. 

PRES. (With an tnsulting laugh.) Oh, in- 
deed! Well, I only meant to hint, that—as 
everything has its price—I hope you have 
been more provident than to bestow your 
favors gratis;—or, perhaps, you were satisfied 
with merely participating in the pleasure ?p— 
Eh? how was it? 

FEerD. (Jnfuriated.) Hell and confusion! 
What does this mean? 

Louisa. (Zo FERDINAND, with dignity and 
emotion.) Baron von Walter, now you are 
free! 

Ferp. Father! virtue, though clothed in 
a beggar’s garb, commands respect ! 

Pres. (Laughing aloud.) A most excellent 
joke! The father is commanded to honor his 
son’s strumpet ! 

Louisa. Oh! Heaven and earth! 

[ Stnks down tn a swoon. 

FerD. (Drawing his sword.) Father, you 
gave me life, and, till now, I acknowledged 
your claim on it.— That debt is cancelled. 
(Replaces his sword tn the scabbard, and points 
zo Louisa.) There lies the bond of filial duty 
torn to atoms! 

Miter. (Who has stood apart trembling, 
now comes forward, by turns gnashing his teeth 
in rage, and shrinking back in terror.) Your 
excellency, the child is the father’s second 
self.—No offence, I hope!—Who strikes the 
child hits the father—blow for blow—that’s 
our rule here.—No offence, I hope! 

Mrs. M. God have mercy on us! Now 
the old man has begun—we shall all catch it 
with a vengeance! ' 

Pres. (Who has not understood what MILLER 
said.) What? is the old Pander stirred up? 








We shall have something to settle together 
presently, Mr. Pander! 

MILLER. You mistake me, my lord. My 
name is Miller, at your service for an adagio— 
but, as to lady-birds, I cannot serve you. As. 
long as there is such an assortment at court, 
we, poor citizens, can’t afford to lay in stock! 
—No offence, I hope! 

Mrs. M. For Heaven’s sake, man, hold 
your tongue! would you ruin both wife and 
child? 

FerD. (Zo his father.) You play but a 
sorry part here, my lord, and might well have 
dispensed with these witnesses. 

MILLER. (Coming nearer, with increasing 
confidence.) To be plain and above-board— 
No offence, I hope—your excellency may 
have it all your own way in the Cabinet—but 
this is my house.—I’m your most obedient 
very humble servant when I wait upon you 
with a petition, but the rude, unmannerly 
intruder I have the right to bundle out—No 
offence, I hope! 

Pres. (Pale with anger, and approaching 
Mitier.) What? What’s that you dare to 
utter? 

MILLER. (Retreating a few steps.) Only a 
little bit of my*mind, sir—No offence, I hope! 

Pres. (/uriously.) Insolent villain !—Your 
impertinence shall procure you a lodging in 
prison.—( Zo his servants. )—Call in the offi- 
cers of justice !—Away! (Some of the attendants 
go out.—The PRESIDENT paces the stage with 
a furious air.) The father shall to prison; the 
mother and her strumpet daughter, to the 
pillory !—Justice shall lend her sword to my 
rage! For this insult will I have ample 
amends.—Shall such contemptible creatures 
thwart my plans, and set father and son against 
each other with impunity?—Tremble, mis- 
creants! I will glut my hate in your de- 
struétion—the whole brood of you—father, 
mother, and daughter, shall be sacrificed to 
my vengeance! 

Ferp. (Zo MILLER, 77 a colleCted and firm 
manner.) Oh! not so! Fear not, friends! 
I am your protector. ( Turning to the PREsI- 
DENT, wth deference. )—Be not so rash, father! 
For your own sake let me beg of you, no 
violence.— There is a corner of my heart 
where the name of father has never yet been 
heard.—Oh! press not into that! 

Pres. Silence, unworthy boy! 
my anger to greater fury! 

MILLER. (Recovering from a stupor.) Wife, 
look to your daughter! I fly to the duke.— 





Rouse not 


331 











His highness’ tailor—God be praised for re- 
minding me of it at this moment—learns the 
flute of me—I cannot fail of success. 
[Ls hastening off. 
PRES. 
forgotten that I am the threshold over which 
you must pass, or failing, perish?—To the 
duke, you fool?—Try to reach him with your 
lamentations, when, reduced to a living skele- 
ton, you lie buried in a dungeon five fathoms 
deep, where light and sound never enter ; 
where darkness goggles at hell with gloating 
eyes!—There gnash thy teeth in anguish; 
there rattle thy chains in despair, and groan, 
““Woe is me! ‘This is beyond human endur- 
ance !”’ 


SCENE VII.— Officers of Justice—the former. 


FEeRD. (fies fo Louisa, who, overcome with 
fear, faints in his arms.) Louisa! Help, 
for God’s sake! ‘Terror overpowers her! 

[ MILLER, catching up his cane, and putting 
on hits hat, prepares for defence.—MRs. 
MILLER ¢hrows herself on her knees before 
the PRESIDENT. 


Pres. (Zo the Officers, showing his star.) 
Arrest these offenders in the duke’s name.— 
Boy, let go that strumpet !—Fainting or not— 
when once her neck is fitted with the iron 
collar, the mob will pelt her till she revives. 

Mrs. M. Mercy your excellency! Mercy! 
Mercy! 

MiLter. (Snatching her from the ground 
with violence.) Kneel to God, you howling 
fool, and not to—villains—since I must to 
prison any way! 

Pres. (Liting his lips.) You may be out in 
your reckoning, scoundrel! There are still 
gallows to spare! (Zo the officers.) Must I 
repeat my orders? 

[ Zhey approach Loutsa.—FERDINAND places 

himself before her. 

Ferd. (Fiercely.) Touch her who dare! 
(He draws his sword and flourishes it.) Let 
no one presume to lay a finger on her, whose 

life is not well insured. ( Zo the PRrEsIDENT. ) 


As you value your own safety, father, urge me 
no further ! 
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To the duke, will yourp—Have you | 
warn you—have some thought for your own 











Pres. (Zo the Officers in a threatening 
voice.) At your peril, cowards! 

They again attempt to seize LOUISA. 

Ferp. Hell and furies! Back, I say!— 

(Driving them away.) Once more, father, I 


safety! Drive me not to extremity! 
Pres. (Luraged, to the Officers.) Scoun- 


drels! Is this your obedience? 
[ Zhe Officers renew thetr efforts. 
FErD. Well, if it must be so (attacking 


and wounding several of them), Justice forgive 
me! 

Pres. (Lxasperated to the utmost.) Let me 
see whether I, too, must feel your weapon !— 

[He setzes Louisa, and delivers her to an 

Officer. 

FerD. (Laughing bitterly.) Father! Father! 
Your conduét is a galling satire upon Provi- 
dence, who has so ill understood her people, 
as to make bad statesmen of excellent execu- 
tioners ! 

Pres. (Zo the Officers.) Away with her! 

FerD. Father, if I cannot prevent it, she 
must stand in the pillory—but by her side will 
also stand the son of the president—Do you 
still insist? 

Pres. The more entertaining will be the 
exhibition—Away with her! 

FERD. I will pledge the honor of an officer’s 
sword for her—Do you still insist ? 

Pres. Your sword is already familiar with 
disgrace—Away, away! You know my will! 

FEeRD. (Wrests Louisa from the Officer and 
holds her with one arm, with the other points 
his sword at her bosom.) Father—rather than 
tamely see my wife branded with infamy, I 
will plunge this sword into her bosom.—Do 
you still insist ! 

Pres. Do it, if the point be sharp enough! 

Ferp. (&eleases Louisa, and looks wildly 
towards Heaven.) Be thou witness, Almighty 
God, that I have left no human means untried 
to save her!—Forgive me now if I have re- 
course to hellish means—While you are leading 
her to the pillory (speaking loudly in the 
PRESIDENT’s ear), I will publish throughout 
the town a pleasant history of how a President’s 
chair may be gained! [ Exit. 

Pres. (As tf thunder-struck.) How ?—What 
said he?—Ferdinand !—Release her instant- 
[ Rushes after his son. 
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SCENE I.—Room at the PRESIDENT’S. 
ter PRESIDENT and WoRM. 


LEn- 


Pres. ‘That was an infernal piece of busi- 
ness ! 
Worm. Just what I feared, your Excel- 


lency.—Opposition may inflame the enthu- 
slast, but never converts him. 

Pres. I had placed my whole reliance 
upon the success of this attempt. I made no 
doubt but, if the girl were once publicly 
disgraced, he would be obliged, as an officer 
and a gentleman, to resign her. 

Worm. An admirable idea! 
but succeeded in disgracing her! 

Pres. And yet—when I reflect on the 
matter coolly—I ought not to have suffered 
myself to be overawed.—It was a threat 
which he never could have meant seriously ! 

Worm. Be not too certain of that! There 
is no folly too gross for excited passion! You 
say that the baron has always looked upon 
your government with an eye of disapproba- 
tion: I can readily believe it. The princi- 
ples which he brought with him from college 
are ill suited to our atmosphere. What have 
the fantastic visions of personal nobility and 
greatness of soul to do ina court, where ’tis 
the perfection of wisdom to be great and 
little by turns, as occasion demands? | ‘The 
baron is too young and too fiery to take 
pleasure in the slow and crooked paths of 


Had you 


intrigue. That alone can give impulse to his 
ambition, which seems glorious and romantic! 

Pres. (/mpatiently.) But how will these 
sagacious remarks advance our affairs? 

Worm. They will point out to your ex- 
cellency where the wound lies, and so, per- 
haps, help you to find a remedy.—Such a 
charaéter—pardon the observation—ought 
never to have been made a confidant, or 
should never have been roused to enmity— 
He detests the means by which you have 
risen to power!—Perhaps it is only the son 
that has hitherto sealed the lips of the Je- 
trayer/ Give him but a fair opportunity for 
throwing off the bonds imposed upon him by 
nature! only convince him, by unrelenting 
opposition to his passion, that you are no 
longer an affectionate father, and that mo- 
ment the duties of a patriot will rush upon 
him with irresistible force! Nay, the high- 
wrought idea of offering so unparalleled a 
sacrifice at the shrine of justice might of itself 
alone have charms sufficient to reconcile him 
to the ruin of a parent ! 

Pres. Worm!—Worm!—To what a hor- 
rible abyss do you lead me! 

Worm. Never fear, my lord, I will lead 
you back in safety!—May I speak without 
restraint ? 

Pres. (Throwing himself into a_ seat.) 
Freely, as felon with felon. 

Worm. Forgive me then.—It seems to me 
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that you have to ascribe all your influence, as 
president, to the courtly art of intrigue; why 
not resort to the same means for attaining 
your ends as father? I well remember with 
what seeming frankness you invited your 
predecessor to a game at piquet, and caroused 
half the night with him over bumpers of 
Burgundy; and yet it was the same night on 
which the great mine you had planned to 
annihilate him was to explode. Why did you 
make a public exhibition of enmity to the 
major? You should by no means have let it 
appear that you knew anything of his love 
affair.—You should have made the girl the 
object of your attacks, and have preserved 
the affection of your son; like the prudent 
general, who does not engage the prime of 
the enemy’s force, but creates disaffection 
among the ranks! 

Pres. How could this have been effected ? 


Worm. 
the game is not entirely lost! Forget fora 
time that you are a father.—Do not contend 
against a passion which opposition only ren- 
ders more formidable.—Leave me to hatch, 
from the heat of their own passions, the basilisk 
which shall destroy them. 

Pres. I am all attention. 


Worm. Either my knowledge of human 
character is very small, or the major is as 
impetuous in jealousy as in love. Make him 
suspect the girl’s constancy :—whether proba- 
ble or not does not signify. One grain of 
leaven will be enough to ferment the whole 
mass. 

Pres. But where shall we find that grain? 


Worm. Now, then, I come to the point: 
—but first explain to me how much depends 
on the major’s compliance.—How far is it of 
consequence that the romance with the music- 
master’s daughter should be brought to a 
conclusion, and the marriage with Lady 
Milford effected ? 


Pres. How can you ask me, Worm?—If 
the match with Lady Milford is broken off, I 
stand a fair chance of losing my whole in- 
fluence; on the other hand, if I force the 
major’s consent, of losing my head. 

_ Worm. (With animation.) Now, have the 
kindness to listen tome. The major must be 
entangled in a web.—Your whole power must 
be employed against his mistress. We must 
make her write a love-letter, address it to a 


third party, and contrive to drop it cleverly 
in the way of the major. 


oon 


In the simplest manner—even now 








As if she would 


Absurd proposal! 
consent to sign her own death-warrant. 


PRES. 


Worm. She must do so, if you will but 
let me follow my own plan. I know her gentle 
heart thoroughly; she has but two vulnerable 
sides, by which her conscience can be at- 
tacked: they are her father and the major. 
The latter is entirely out of the question; we 
must therefore make the most of the musician. 

Pres. In what way? 

Worm. From the description your ex- 
cellency gave me of what passed in his house, 
nothing can be easier than to terrify the 
father with the threat of a criminal process. 
The person of his favorite, and of the keeper 
of the seals, is in some degree the representa- 
tive of the duke himself, and he who offends 
the former is guilty of treason towards the 
latter.—At any rate, I will engage with these 
pretences to conjure up such a phantom as 
shall scare the poor devil out of his seven 
senses. 

Pres. But recolleét, Worm, the affair must 
not be carried so far as to become serious. 

Worm. Nor shall it.—It shall be carried 
no further than is necessary to frighten the 
family into our toils.—The musician, there- 
fore, must be quietly arrested.—To make the 
necessity yet more urgent, we may also take 
possession of the mother ;—and then we begin 
to talk of criminal process, of the scaffold, 
and of imprisonment for life, and make the 
daughter’s letter the sole condition of the 
parent’s release. 

Pres. Excellent! 
gin to understand you! 


Worm. Louisa loves her father—I might 
say even to adoration? ‘The danger which 
threatens his life, or at least his freedom—the 
reproaches of her conscience for being the 
cause of his misfortunes—the impossibility of 
ever becoming the major’s wife—the confusion 
of her brain, which I take upon myself to 
produce—all these considerations make our 
plan certain of success.—She must be caught 
in the snare. 

Pres. But my son?—Will he not instantly 
get scent of it? Will it not make him yet 
more desperate? 

Worm. Leave that to me, your excellency ! 
—The old folks shall not be set at liberty till 
they and their daughter have taken the most 
solemn oath to keep the whole transaction 
secret, and never to confess the deception. 

Pres. An oath? Ridiculous! What re- 
straint can an oath be? 


Excellent! Now I be- 


re ee 


Love and Intrigue 








Worm. None upon us, my lord, but the 
most binding upon people of their stamp.— 
Observe, how dexterously by this measure we 
shall both reach the goal of our desires. —The 
girl loses at once the affection of her lover, 
and her good name: the parents will lower 
their tone, and, thoroughly humbled by mis- 
fortune, will esteem it an act of mercy, if, by 
giving her my hand, I re-establish their 
daughter’s reputation. 

Pres. (Shaking his head and smiling.) Art- 
ful villain! I confess myself outdone—No 
devil could spin a finer snare! The scholar 
excels his master.—The next question is, to 
whom must the letter be addressed ?—With 
whom to accuse her of having an intrigue. 

Worm. It must necessarily be some one, 
who has all to gain or all to lose by your son’s 
decision in this affair. 

Pres. (After a moment’s reflection.) I can 
think of no one but the marshal? 

Worm. (Shrugs his shoulders.) The mar- 
shal! He would certainly not be my choice, 
were I Louisa Miller. 

Pres. And why not? What a strange 
notion !—A man who dresses in the height of 
fashion—who carries with him an atmosphere 
of eau de mille fleurs and musk—who can 
garnish every silly speech with a handful of 
ducats—Could all this possibly fail to overcome 
the delicacy of a tradesman’s daughter ?—No, 
no, my good friend, jealousy is not quite so 
hard of belief. I shall send for the marshal 
immediately. _ [Rings. 

Worm. While your excellency takes care 
of him, and of the fiddler’s arrest, I will go 
and indite the aforesaid letter. 

Pres. (Seats himself at his writing table. ) 
Do so; and, as soon as it is ready, bring it 
hither for my perusal. [ Zxit Wor. 

The PRESIDENT, having written, rises and 

hands the paper to a servant who enters. 
See this arrest executed without a moment’s 
delay, and let Marshal von Kalb be informed 
that I wish to see him immediately. 

SERVANT. The Marshal’s carriage has just 
stopped at your lordship’s door. 

Pres. So much the better—As for the 
arrest, let it be managed with such precaution 
that no disturbance arise. 

Servant. I will take care, my lord. | 

~ Pres. You understand me? The business 
must be kept quite secret. 

Servant. Your excellency shall be obeyed. 

[ Zxit SERVANT. 


—— 





SCENE I].—7Zhe Presipent—MarsHAL 
KALp. 


Kats. (Hastily.) I have just looked in, ex 
passant, my dear friend !—How are your— 
How do you get on?—We are to have the 
grand opera Dido to-night !—Such a conflag- 
ration !—A whole town will be in flames!— 
You will come to the blaze of course ?—Eh? 

Pres. I have conflagration enough in my 
own house, one that threatens the destruction 
of all I possess.—Be seated, my dear marshal. 
You arrive very opportunely to give me your 
advice and assistance in a certain business, 
which will either advance our fortunes or ut- 
terly ruin us both! 

Kars. Don’t alarm me so, my dear friend! 

Pres. As I said before, it must exalt or 
ruin us entirely! You know my projet re- 
specting the major and Lady Milford: you 
are not ignorant how necessary this union is 
to secure both our fortunes! Marshal, our 
plans threaten to come to nought. My son 
refuses to marry her! 

Kas. Refuses?—Refuses to marry her ?— 
But, my goodness! I have published the news 
through the whole town. The union is the 
general topic of conversation. 

Pres. Then you will be talked of by all 
the town as a spreader of false reports—in 
short, Ferdinand loves another. 

Kats. Pooh! you are joking! 
were an obstacle? 

Pres. With such an enthusiast a most in- 
surmountable one. 

Kats. Can he be mad enough to spurn 
his good fortune? Eh? 

Pres. Ask him yourself, and you’ll hear 
what he will answer. 


As if that 


Kas. But, mon Dieuw/s what can he 
answer? 
Pres. That he will publish to the world 


the crime by which we rose to power—that he 
will denounce our forged letters and receipts— 
that he will send us both to the scaffold. —That 
is what he can answer. 

Kats. Are you out of your mind? 

Pres. Nay, that is what he has already 
answered.—He was actually on the point of 
putting these threats into execution; and it 
was only by the most abject submission ‘that I 
could persuade him to abandon his design.— 
What say you to this, marshal? 

_ Kars. (With a look of bewildered stupidity. ) 
I am at my wits’ end! 
Pres. That might have blown over. But 
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my spies have just brought me notice that the 
grand cupbearer, Von Bock, is on the point 
of offering himself as a suitor to her ladyship. 

Katz. You drive me distracted! Whom 
did you say?2—Von Bock?—Don’t you know 
that we are mortal enemies? And don’t you 
know why? 

Pres. The first word that I ever heard of 
it! 

Kats. My dear count !—You shall hear— 
your hair will stand on end !—You must re- 
member the famous court ball; it is now just 
twenty years ago.—It was the first time that 
English country dances were introduced—you 
remember how the hot wax trickled from the 
great chandelier on Count Meerschaum’s blue 
and silver domino.—Surely, you cannot have 
forgotten that affair! 

Pres. Who could forget so remarkable a 
circumstance ! 

Karp. Well, then, in the heat of the dance 
Princess Amelia lost her garter.—The whole 
ball, as you may imagine, was instantly thrown 
into confusion.—Von Bock and myself—we 
were then fellow pages—crept through the 
whole saloon in search of the garter.—At 
length I discovered it.—Von Bock perceives 
my good fortune,—rushes forward—tears it 
from my hands, and, just fancy—presents it 
to the princess, and so cheated me of the 
honor I had so fortunately earned.—What do 
you think of that? 

Pres. ’Twas most insolent! 

Kats. I thought I should have fainted 
upon the spot. A trick so malicious was 
beyond the powers of mortal endurance.—At 
length I recovered myself; and, approaching 
the princess, said, ‘‘ Von Bock, ’tis true, was 
fortunate enough to present the garter to your 
highness; but he who first discovered that 
treasure finds his reward in silence, and is 
dumb!’’ 

Pres. Bravo, marshal! 
—Most admirable! 

Kars. And is dumb!—But till the day of 
judgment will I remember his condu¢i—the 
mean sneaking sycophant!—And, as if that 
were not aggravation enough, he actually, as 
we were struggling on the ground for the 
garter, rubbed all the powder from one side of 
my peruke with his sleeve, and ruined me for 
the rest of the evening. 

Pres. This is the man who will marry 
Lady Milford, and, consequently, soon take 
the lead at court. 

Karp. You plunge a dagger in my heart! 


Admirably said! 
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But why must he? Why should he marry 
her? Why he? Where is the necessity? 

Pres. Because Ferdinand refuses her, and 
there is no other candidate. ; 

Kats. But is there no possible method of 
obtaining your son’s consent?—Let the mea- 
sure be ever so extravagant or desperate [= 
there is nothing to which I should not wil- 
lingly consent, in order to supplant the hated 
Von Bock. 

Pres. I know but one means of accom- 
plishing this, and that rests entirely with you. 


Katz. With me?—Name it, my dear 
count, name it! ; 
Pres. You must set Ferdinand and his 


mistress against each other. 

Karp. Against each other?—How do you 
mean ?—And how would that be possible? 

Pres. Everything is ours, could we make 
him suspect the girl. 

Kars. Ah, of theft, you mean? 

Pres. Pshaw!—He would never believe 
that?—No, no—I mean that she is carrying 
on an intrigue with another. 


Karp. And this other, who is he to be? 
Pres. Yourself! 
Kats. How? Must I be her lover?—lIs 


she of noble birth? 

Pres. What signifies that?—What an idea! 
—She is the daughter of a musician! 

Katz. A plebeian?—That will never do! 

Pres. What will never do? Nonsense, 
man! Who in the name of wonder would 
think of asking a pair of rosy cheeks for their 
owner’s pedigree? 


Kats. But consider, my .dear count, a 
married man! And my reputation at court! 
Pres. Oh! that’s quite another thing! I 


beg a thousand pardons, marshal, I was not 
aware that a man of unblemished morals held 
a higher place in your estimation than a man 
of power !—Let us break up our conference. 

Kars. Be not so hasty, count.—I did not 
mean to say that! 

Pres. (Coldly.) No—no! You are per- 
fectly right. I, too, am weary of office. I 
shall throw up the game, tender my resigna- 
tion to the duke, and congratulate Von Bock 
on his accession to the premiership.—This 
duchy is not all the world. 

Kans. And what am I to do?—lIt is very 
fine for you to talk thus! You are a man of 
learning! But I—mon Dieu! What shall I 
be, if his highness dismisses me? | 

Pres. A stale jest!—A thing out of 
fashion ! 

















Kats. I implore you, my dearest, my 
most valued friend.—A bandon those thoughts. 
—I will consent to everything! 

Pres. WILL you lend your name to an 
assignation to which this Louisa Miller shall 
invite you in writing? : 

Kars. Well, in God’s name let it be so! 

Pres. And drop the letter where the 
major cannot fail to find it. 

Kats. For instance, on the parade, where 
I can let it fall as if accidentally in drawing 
out my handkerchief. 

Pres. And, when the baron questions 
you, will you assume the character of a fa- 
vored rival? 


Kars. ort de ma vie! Tl teach him 
manners! I’ll cure him of interfering in my 
amours ! 

Pres. Good !—Now you speak in the right 


key. The letter shall be written immediately ! 
Come in the evening to receive it, and we will 
talk over the part you are to play! 

Katz. I will be with you the instant I 
have paid sixteen visits of the very highest 
importance. Permit me, therefore, to take 
my leave without delay. [ Gotng. 
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Pres. (Fings.) I reckon upon your dis- 
cretion, marshal. 

Kars. (Calls back.) Ah, mon Dieu! you 
know me! [ Zxct Kats. 


SCENE II].—7Zz%e Prestpenr and Worm. 


Worm. The music-master and his wife 
have been arrested without the least disturb- 
ance. Will your excellency read this letter? 

Pres. (Having read it.) Excellent! Ex- 
cellent, my dear secretary !—poison like this 
would convert health itself into jaundiced 
leprosy.—The marshal, too, has taken the 
bait. Now then away with my proposals to 
the father, and then lose no time with the 
daughter. [ Exeunt on different sides. 


SCENE IV.—A Room in MILuER’s House. 
Louisa and FERDINAND. 


Cease, I implore you!—I expect 
All my hopes are 


Louisa. 
no more days of happiness. 
levelled with the dust. 
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Ferp. All mine are exalted to heaven !— 
My father’s passions are roused !—he will direct 
his whole artillery against us!—he will force 
me to become an unnatural son!—I will not 
answer for my filial duty.—Rage and despair 
will wring from me the dark secret, that my 
father is an assassin!—The son will deliver the 
parent into the hands of the executioner.— 
This is a moment of extreme danger—and 
extreme danger alone could prompt my love 
to take so daring a leap! Hear me, Louisa! 
—A thought, vast and immeasurable as my 
love, has arisen in my soul— Zou Louisa, and 
Z, and Love /—Lies not a whole heaven within 
this circle?p—Or dost thou feel that there is 
still something wanting? 

Louisa. Oh! cease! No more! 
to think what you would say! 

Ferp. If we have no longer a claim upon 
the world, why should we seek its approbation ? 
Why venture where nothing can be gained, 
and all may be lost?—Will thine eye sparkle 
less brightly refleéted by the Baltic waves than 
by the waters of the Rhine or the Elbe? 
Where Louisa loves me, there is my native 
land! Thy footsteps will make the wild and 
sandy desert far more attractive than the 
marble halls of my ancestors.—Shall we miss 
the pomp of cities? Be we where we may, 
Louisa, a sun will rise and a sun will set— 
scenes before which the most glorious achieve- 
ments of art grow pale and dim! Though-we 
serve God no more in his consecrated churches, 
yet the night shall spread her solemn shadows 
round us; the changing moon shall hear our 
confession, and a glorious congregation of 
stars join in our prayers!—Think you, our 
talk of love can ever be exhausted ?—Oh! no! 
one smile from Louisa were a theme for 
centuries—the dream of life will be over ere I 
can exhaust the charms of a single tear. 

Louisa. And hast thou no duty save that 
of love! 

Ferp. (Lmbracing her.) None so sacred 
as thy peace of mind! 

Louisa. (Very seriously.) Cease then—and 
leave me.—I have a father who possesses no 
treasure save one only daughter—To-morrow 
he will be sixty years old—that he will fall a 
victim to the vengeance of the President is 
most certain! 

-Ferp. (Jnterrupting her.) He shall accom- 
pany us. Therefore no more objections, my 
beloved !—I will go and convert my valuables 
into gold, and raise money on my father’s 
credit! It is lawful to plunder a robber, and 





I tremble 
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are not his treasures the price for which he 
has sold his country?—This night, when the 
clock strikes one, a carriage will stop at your 
door—throw yourselves into it, and we fly! 

Louisa. Pursued by your father’s curse !— 
a curse, unthinking one, which is never pro- 
nounced in vain even by murderers—which 
the avenging angel hears when uttered by a 
malefaétor in his last agony—which like a fury 
will fearfully pursue the fugitives from shore 
to shore !—No, my beloved! If nought but a 
crime can preserve you to me, I still have 
courage to resign you! 

Ferp. (utters gloomily.) Indeed! 

Louisa. Resign you?—Oh! horrible be- 
yond all measure is the thought.—Horrible 
enough to pierce the immortal spirit, and 
pale the glowing cheeks of joy !—Ferdinand ! 
To resign you!—Yet how can one resign what 
one never possessed ?—Your heart is the pro- 
perty of your station.—My claim was sacrilege, 
and, shuddering, I withdraw it! 

FEerD. (With convulsed features, and biting 
his under lip.) You withdraw it! 

Loutsa. Nay! look upon me, dearest Ferd- 
inand. Gnash not your teeth so bitterly! 
Come, let my example rouse your slumbering 
courage. Let me be the heroine of this mo- 
ment—Let me restore to a father his lost son. 
—TI will renounce a union which would sever 
the bonds by which society is held together, 
and. overthrow the landmarks of social order. 
I am the criminal.—My bosom has nourished 
proud and foolish wishes, and my present 
misery is a just punishment. Oh! leave me 
then the sweet, the consoling idea that mine 
is the sacrifice.—Canst thou deny me this last 
satisfaction? (FERDINAND, stupefied with agi- 
tation and anger, seizes a violin and strikes a 
Jew notes upon it; he then tears away the 
strings, dashes the instrument upon the ground, 
and, stamping tt to pieces, bursts into a loud 
laugh. ) Walter !—God in Heaven! What 
mean you?—Be not thus unmanned! This 
hour requires fortitude;—it is the hour of 
SEPARATION !—You have a heart, dear Walter: 
I know that heart—warm as life is your love— 
boundless and immeasurable—bestow it on one 
more noble, more worthy—she need not envy 
the most fortunate of her sex!—(Striving to 
repress her tears.) You shall see me no more! 
—Leave the vain, disappointed girl to bewail 
her sorrow in sad and lonely seclusion: where 
her tears will flow unheeded.—Dead and gone 
are all my hopes of happiness in this world— 





| yet still shall I inhale ever and anon the 
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perfumes of the faded wreath! (Giving him 
her trembling hand, while her face ts turned 
away.) Baron Walter farewell ! 

Ferp. (Recovering from the stupor in which 
he was plunged.) Louisa! I fly! Do you 
indeed refuse to follow me? 

Louisa. (Who has retreated to the further 
end of the apartment, conceals her countenance 
with her hands.) My duty bids me stay, and 
suffer. 

FERD. 
motive chains thee here! 








Serpent! thou liest—some other 
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Louisa. (/n a tone of the most heartfelt 
sorrow.) Encourage that belief—Haply it may 
make our parting more supportable. 

FEerp. What? Oppose freezing duty to 
fiery love!—And dost thou think to cheat me 
with that delusion?—Some rival detains thee 
here, and woe be to thee and him should my 
suspicions be confirmed ! [ Exit. 
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SCENE V. 


Louisa. (She remains for some time motion- 


| 


less in the seat upon which she had thrown | 
herself. At length she rises, comes forward | 
and looks timidly round.) Where can my | 


parents be?—My father promised to return in 
a few minutes; yet full five dreadful hours 
have passed since his departure—Should any 
accident Good Heavens! What is come 
over me?—Why does my heart palpitate so 
violently? (Mere Worm enters, and remains 
standing unobserved tn the background.) It can 
be nothing real—’ Tis but the terrible delusion 
of my over-heated blood.—When once the 
soul is wrapped in terror, the eye beholds 
spectres in every shadow. 





SCENE VI.—Louisa and Worm. 
Worm. (Approaches her.) Good evening, 


miss. 

Louisa. Heavens! who speaks? (Per- 
cetves him, and starts back in terror.) Ha! 
Dreadful! dreadful! I fear some dire mis- 
fortune is even now realizing the forebodings 
of my soul! (Zo Worm with a look of dis- 
dain.) Do you seek the president? He is no 
longer here. 

Worm. ’Tis you I seek, miss! 

Louisa. I wonder, then, that you did not 
direct your steps towards the market-place. 





Worm. What should I do there? 

Louisa. Release your betrothed from the 
pillory. 

Worm. Louisa, you cherish some false 
suspicion 


_ Louisa. (Sharply interrupting him.) What 
is your business with me? 

Worm. I come with a message from your 
father. 

Louisa. (Agitated.) From my father?— 
Oh! where is my father? 

Worm. Where he would fain not be! 

Louisa. Quick, quick, for God’s sake! 
Oh! my foreboding heart!—Where is my 
father? 

Worm. 
know! 

Louisa. (With a look towards Heaven.) 
This too! This too! In prison, said 
you? And why in prison? 

Worm. It is the duke’s order. 

Louisa. The duke’s? 


In prison—if you needs must 
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Who thinking his own dignity 


Worm. 
offended by the insults offered to the person 





of his representative 





Louisa. How? How? Oh ye Almighty 
Powers ! we 
Worm. Has resolved to infli€t the 


most exemplary punishment. 

Louisa. This was still wanting! This !— 
Yes, in truth—I now feel that my heart does 
love another besides Ferdinand !—That could 
not be allowed to escape!— The prince’s 
dignity offended?—Heavenly Providence !— 
Save, oh! save my sinking faith!—(A/ter a 
moment's pause, she turns to Worm.) And 
Ferdinand? 


Worm. Must choose between Lady Mil- 
ford’s hand and his father’s curse and disin- 
heritance. 

Louisa. Terrible choice!—and yet—yet 


is he the happier of the two. He has no 
father to lose—And yet to have none is misery 
enough !—My father imprisoned for treason— 
My Ferdinand compelled to choose between 
Lady Milford’s hand or a parent’s curse and 
disinheritance! Truly admirable! for even 
villainy so perfect is perfeétion !—Perfe¢tion ? 
No! something is still wanting to complete 
that—Where is my mother? 

Worm. In the house of correétion. 

Louisa. (With a smile of despair.) Now 
the measure is full! It is full, and Iam 
free—released from all duties—all sorrows— 
all joys !—Released even from Providence! I 
have nothing more to do with it!—(4 dreaa- 
Jul pause.) Have you aught else to commu- 
nicate? Speak freely—now I can hear any- 
thing with indifference. 





Worm. All that Aas happened you already 
know. 

Louisa. But not that which is yet to 
happen? (Another pause, during which 





she surveys WorM from head to foot.) Unfor- 
tunate man! you have entered on a melan- 
choly employment, which can never lead you 
to happiness. To cause misery to others is 
sad enough—but to be the messenger of evil 
is horrible indeed—To be the first to shriek 
the screech owl’s song, to stand by when 
the bleeding heart trembles upon the iron 
shaft of necessity, and the Christian doubts 
the existence of a God—Heaven protect me! 
Wert thou paid a ton of gold for every tear of 
anguish which thou must witness, I would not 
be a wretch like thee! What is there yet 
to happen? 
Worm. 





I know not. 


- o - 
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ACT III, SCENE VI. 


LOVE AND INTRIGUE. 








LOUISA. 


Louisa. You pretend not to know?—This 
light-shunning embassy trembles at the sound 
of words, but the spectre betrays itself in your 
ghastly visage.—What is there yet to happen? 
—You said the duke will inflict upon him a 
most exemplary punishment. What call you 
exemplary? 

Worm. Ask me no more. 

Louisa. Terrible man! Some hangman 
must have schooled thee! Else thou hadst 
not so well learned to prolong the torture of 
thy victim, before giving the finishing stroke 
to the agonized heart! Speak!—What fate 
awaits my father? Death thou canst announce 
with a laughing sneer—what then must that 
be which thou dost hesitate to disclose? 
Speak out! Let me at once receive the over- 
whelming weight of thy tidings! What fate 
awaits my father? 

Worm. A criminal process. 

Louisa. But what is that?—I am an ig- 
norant innocent girl, and understand but little 
of your fearful terms of law. What mean you 
by a criminal process p— 

Worm. Judgment upon life, or death. 

Louisa. (firmly.) Ah!—I thank you. 

[ Zxit hastily by a side-door. 
(Alarmed. ) What means this?— 
Confu- 


Wor. 
Should the simpleton perchance 








sion! Surely she will not I must follow 
her.—I am answerable for her life.— 

[As he ts going towards the door, LOUISA 

returns, wrapped in a cloak. 

Louisa. Your pardon, Mr. Secretary, I 
must lock the door. 

Worm. Whither in such haste ? 

Louisa. (Passing him.) To the duke. 





Worm. (Alarmed, detains her.) How? 
Whither? 
Louisa. To the duke. Do you not hear? 


Even to that very duke, whose will is to de- 
cide upon my father’s life, or death—Yet 
no!—’tis not his will that decides, but the 
will of wicked men who surround his throne. 
He lends nought to this process, save the 
shadow of his majesty, and his royal sig- 
nature. 

Worm. (With a burst of laughter.) To the 
duke! 

Louisa. I know the meaning of that 
sneering laugh—You would tell me that I 
shall find no compassion there—But though I 
may meet (God preserve me!) with nothing 
but scorn—scorn at my sorrows—yet will I to 
the duke.—I have been told that the great 
never know what misery is—that they fly from 
the knowledge of it.—But I will teach the 
duke what misery is—I will paint to him, in 
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all the writhing agonies of death, what misery 
is—I will cry aloud in wailings that shall 
creep through the very marrow of his bones, 
what misery is—and, while at my picture his 
hairs shall stand on end like quills upon the 
porcupine, will I shriek into his affrighted 
ear, that in the hour of death the sinews of 
these mighty gods of earth shall shrivel and 
shrink, and that at the day of judgment 
beggars and kings shall be weighed together 
in the same balance. [ Going. 

Worm. (Zronically.) By all means go to 
the duke!—You can really do nothing more 
prudent, I advise you heartily to the step. 
Only go, and I give you my word that the 
duke will grant your suit. 

Louisa. (Stopping suddenly.) What said 


you?—Do you yourself advise the step? | 


(Returns hastily.) What am I about to do? 
Something wicked, surely, since this man 
approves it—How know you that the prince 
will grant my suit? 


Worm. Because he will not have to grant 
it unrewarded. 
Louisa. Not unrewarded? And what 


price does he set on his humanity? 

Worm. The person of the fair suppliant 
will be payment enough! 

Louisa. (Remains for a moment in mute 
dismay—in a feeble voice.) Almighty God! 

Worm. And I will trust that you will not 
think your father’s life over-valued, when ’tis 
purchased at so gracious a price. 

Louisa. (With great indignation.) True, 
oh! true! The great are intrenched from 
truth behind their own vices, safely as behind 


the swords of cherubims.—The Almighty | 


protect thee, father! 
but not sin for thee. 

Worm. This will be agreeable news for 
the poor disconsolate old man, — ‘“My 


Your child can die— 


Louisa,’’ said he, ‘‘has bowed me down to | 


the earth; but my Louisa will raise me up 


again.’’ I hasten to him with your answer. 
[Affects to be about to depart. 
Louisa. (Flies after him, and holds him 


back.) Stay! stay! one moment’s patience! | 


—How nimble this Satan is, when his business 


is to drive humanity distrated!—I have 
bowed him to the earth! I must raise him up 
again! Speak to me! Counsel me! What 


can I, what must I do? 


Worm. There is but ome means of saving 
him! 
Louisa. What is that means? 
Worm. And your father approves of it—— 
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_beyond all precedent! 





Louisa. My father?—Oh! name that 
means. 

Worm. It is easy for you to execute. _ 

Louisa. I know of nothing harder than 
infamy ! 

Worm. Suppose you were to release the 


major from his engagement? 

Louisa. Release him! Do you mock me? 
—Do you call that a choice to which force 
compelled me? 

Worm. You mistake me, dear girl! The 
major must resign you willingly, and be the 
first to retract his engagement. 

Louisa. That he will never do. 

Worm. So it appears. Should we, do 
you think, have had recourse to you, were it 
not that you alone are able to help us? 

Louisa. I cannot compel him to hate me. 

Worm. We willtry! Be seated. 

Louisa. (Drawing back.) Man! 
brooding in thy artful brain? 

Worm. Be seated. Here are paper, pens, 
and ink. Write what I dictate. 

Louisa. (Sitting down in the greatest un- 
easiness.) What must I write? To whom 
must I write? 

Worm. ‘To your father’s executioner. 

Louisa. Ah! How well thou knowest 
how to torture souls to thy purpose. 

[ Takes a pen. 

Worm. (Dittating to her.) ‘*My dear Sir, 
(Louisa writes with a trembling hand.) three 
days, three insupportable days, have already 
passed—already passed—since last we met.’’ 

Louisa. (Starts, and lays down her pen.) 
To whom is the letter? 


What is 


Worm. To your father’s executioner. 
Louisa. Oh! my God! 
Worm. ‘But for this you must blame the 


major—the major—who watches me all day 
with the vigilance of an Argus.’’ 

Louisa. (Starting up.) Villainy! Villainy 
To whom is the 


| letter? 
Worm. To your father’s executioner. 
Louisa. (Paces to and fro, wringing her 


hands.) No, no, no! This is tyrannical! 
Oh, Heaven !—If mortals provoke thee, punish 
them like mortals; but wherefore must I be 
placed between two precipices?—Wherefore 
am I hurled by turns from death to infamy, 
from infamy to death?— Wherefore is my 
neck made the foot-stool of this blood-sucking 
fiend?—No; do what thou wilt, I will never 
write that! 
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Worm. (Seizing his hat.) As you please, | 


miss! It rests entirely on your own pleasure! 
Louisa. Pleasure, say’st thou? On my 
own pleasure?—Go, barbarian! Suspend 


some unfortunate over the pit of hell; then 
make your demands, and ask your victim if it 
be his pleasure to grant your request !—Oh! 
Thou knowest but too well that the bonds of 
nature bind our hearts as firmly as chains !— 
But all is now alike indifferent. Dictate! I 
cease to think! Artifices of hell, I yield to 
ye! [She resumes her seat at the table. 

Worm. ‘With the vigilance of an Argus.”’ 
—Have you written it? 


Louisa. Proceed, proceed! 
Worm. ‘‘The president was here yester- 
day. It was amusing to see how warm the 


major was in defence of my honor.’’— 

Louisa. Excellent! Excellent! Oh! ad- 
mirable !—Quick, quick, go on !— 

Worm. ‘‘I had recourse to a swoon—a 
swoon—that I might not laugh aloud——’”’ 

Louisa. Oh, Heavens! 

Worm. ‘But the mask which I have worn 
so long is becoming insupportable—insupport- 
able. Oh! if I could but rid myself of 
him.— 

Louisa. (Rises, and walks a few turns with 
her head bent down, as if she sought something 
upon the floor; then returns to her place, and 
continues to write.) ‘* Rid myself of him. ’’— 

Worm. ‘‘ He will be on duty to-morrow— 
Observe when he leaves me, and hasten to 
the usual place.’,———Have you written ‘the 
usual place?’”’ 

Louisa. Everything, everything! 

Worm. ‘To the usual place, to meet your 
devotedly attached Louisa.” 








Louisa. Now then, the address? 

Worm. ‘*To Marshal von Kalb.’’ 

Louisa. Eternal Providence! A name as 
foreign to my ear as these scandalous lines are 


to my heart! (She rises, and for some mo- 


| ments surveys the writing with a vacant gaze. 


At length she hands it to WORM, speaking in a 
vowce trembling and exhausted.) Take it, sir! 
What I now put into your hands is my good 
name.—It is Ferdinand—it is the whole joy 
of my life!—You have it, and now I am a 


beggar—— 
Worm. Oh! Not so! Despair not, dear 
girl! You inspire me with the most heartfelt 


pity! Perhaps—who knows?—I might even 
now overlook certain parts of your conduét— 
Yes! Heaven is my witness, how deeply I 
compassionate your sorrows ! 

Louisa. (Giving him a piercing look.) Do 
not explain yourself! You are on the point 
of asking something more terrible than all. 

Worm. (Adtempting to kiss her hand.) What 
if I asked this little hand?—Would that be 
terrible, Louisa? 

Louisa. (With great indignation.) Yes! 
For I should strangle you on the bridal night: 
and for such a deed I would joyfully yield my 
body to be torn on the rack! (She zs going, 
but comes hurriedly back.) Is all settled be- 
tween us, sir?—May the dove be released ? 

Worm. A trifle yet remains, maiden !— 


| You must swear, by the holy sacrament, to 
_ acknowledge this letter for your free and 


voluntary act. 


Louisa. Oh God! Oh God! And wilt 


thou grant thine own seal to confirm the works 
of hell? 


[ Worm /eads her away. 






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































AGE ve 


I.— Saloon in the PRESIDENT’S 


Flouse. 


FERDINAND VON WALTER enters in great ex- 
citement with an open letter in his hand, 
and ts met by a@ SERVANT. 


SCENE 


Ferp. Is the marshal here? 
Servant. My lord, his highness the presi- 
dent is inquiring for you. 


Ferp. Fire and fury! I ask, is the mar- 
shal here ? 
SERVANT. His honor is engaged at the | 


faro-table, above stairs. 
FerRD. ‘Tell his honor, in the name of all 


instant ! 
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SCENE II.—FERDINAND. 


FerRD. (fastily reading the letter, at one 
moment seeming petrified with astonishment, at 
the next pacing the room with fury.) Tmpos- 
sible !—quite impossible! A form so heavenly 
cannot hide so devilish a teart. And yet! 
—and yet! Though all -he angels of heaven 
should descend on eartli and proclaim her 
innocence—though heaven and earth, the 





| Creator and the created, should, with one 
' accord, vouch for her inocence—it is her 





hand, her own hand! Treachery, monstrous 


He ie - 
infernal treachery, such as humanity never 


| 
| 
| 


the devils in hell, to make his appearance this before witnessed !—This, then, was the reason 


[ Zxct SERVANT. | 


she so resolutely opposed our flight !—This it 
was—Oh, God!—Now I awake from my 
dream !—Now the veil is lifted !—This, then, 
is why she surrendered with so much seeming 
heroism her claims on my affection, and all 
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but cheated me with her saint-like demeanor! | 
(He traverses the chamber rapidly, and then | 


remains for some moments in deep thought. ) 
To fathom my heart to its very core!—To 
reciprocate every lofty sentiment, every gentle 
emotion, every fiery ebullition!—To sympa- 
thize with every secret breathing of my soul !— 
To study me even in her tears!—To mount 
with me to the sublimest heights of passion— 
to brave with me, undaunted, each fearful 
precipice !—God of heaven !—And was all this 
deceit? mere grimace?—Oh! If Falsehood 
can assume so lovely an appearance of truth, 
why has no devil yet lied himself back into 
heaven ? 

When I unfolded to her the dangers which 
threatened our affection, with what convincing 
artifice did the false one turn pale!—With 
what overpowering dignity did she repulse my 
father’s licentious scoffs! 


yet at that very | 


moment the deceiver was conscious of her | 


guilt!—Nay, did she not even undergo the 
fiery ordeal of truth ?—Forsooth, the hypocrite 
fainted !—What must now be thy language, 
Sensibility, since coquettes faint?—How wilt 


thou vindicate thyself, Innocence ?—for even | 


strumpets faint? 
She knows her power over me—she has seen 
through my very heart !—My soul shone con- 


spicuous in my eyes at the blush of her first | 


kiss—And that she should have felt nothing! 
or perhaps felt only the triumph of her art !— 
Whilst my happy delirium fancied that in her 
I embraced a whole heaven, my wildest wishes 
were hushed! No thought but of her and 
eternity was present to my mind.—Oh, God! 
and yet she felt nothing !—Nothing! but that 
her artifice had triumphed !—That her charms 
were flattered!— Death and vengeance! — 
Nothing, but that I was betrayed ! 


SCENE III.—FERDINAND, ‘he MARSHAL. 


Kats. (Zripping into the room.) 1am 
_ told, my dear baron, that you have expressed 
a wish 

Ferp. (Muttering to himself.) To break 
your rascally neck. (Adloud.) Marshal, this 
letter must have dropped out of your pocket 
on parade. (With a maticious smile.) And I 
have been the fortunate finder. 

Kars. You? 

Ferp. By a singular coincidence! 
balance thy account with Heaven! 





Now, 


KALB. 
FERD. 


You quite alarm me, baron! 
Read it, sir, read it! ( Turning 


‘from him.) Tf I am not good enough for a 


lover, perhaps I may do for a pimp. 

| While the MARSHAL reads, FERDINAND goes 

to the wall and takes down two pistols. 

Kars. (Zhrows the letter upon the table, 
and rushes off.) Confusion ! 

Ferp. (Leads him back by the arm.) Wait 
a little, my dear Marshal! The intelligence 
contained in that letter appears to be agreeable! 
The finder must have his reward. 

[Showing him the pistols. 

Kats. (Starts back in alarm.) Have you 
lost your senses, baron ? 

Ferp. (ln a terrible voice.) I have more 


_than enough left to rid the world of such a 


scoundrel as you!—Choose one of these in- 


_stantly! (He forces a pistol into the MARSHAL’S 





hand, and then draws out his handkerchief. ) 
And now, take the other end of this hand- 
kerchief!—It was given me by the strumpet 
herself! 

Kars. What, shoot over the handkerchief! 
Baron, are you mad! What can you be 
thinking of? 

Ferp. Lay hold of it, I say! or you will 
be sure to miss your aim, coward !—How the 
coward trembles! You should thank God, 
you pitiful coward, that you have a chance, for 
once, of getting something into your empty 
brainbox. (Zhe Marsuat Zakes to his heels. )— 
Gently, gently! I’ll take care of that. 

[ Overtakes him and bolts the door. 


Kars. Surely you will not fight in the 
chamber? 
Ferp. As if you were worth the trouble of 


a walk beyond the boundaries! ‘The report, 
my dear fellow, will be louder, and, for the 
first time, you will make some noise in the 
world.—Now then, take hold! 

Kars. ( Wiping his forehead. ) Yet consider, 
I entreat! Would you risk your precious life, 
young and promising as you are, in this des- 
perate manner? 

Ferp. ‘Take hold, Isay? I have nothing 
more to do in this world! 


Kars. But I have much, my dearest, most 
excellent friend ! 
Ferp. Thou, wretch—thou? What hast 


thou to do, but to play the stop-gap, where 
honest men keep aloof?—To stretch or shrink 
seven times in an instant, like the butterfly on 
a pin? To be privy registrar-in-chief and 
clerk of the jordan?—To be the cap and bell 
buffoon, on which your master sharpens his 
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wit ?—Well, well, let it be so. I will carry 
you about with me, as I would a marmot of 





rare training. You shall skip and dance, like | 


a tamed monkey, to the howling of the 
damned; fetch, carry, and serve; and with 
your courtly arts enliven the wailings of ever- 
lasting despair ! 

Kas. Anything you please, dear major !— 


Whatever you please!—Only take away the | 


pistols! 

Ferp. How hestands there, poor trembling 
wretch! There he stands, a blot on the sixth 
day of creation. He looks as if he were a 
piratical counterfeit of the Almighty original. 
Pity, eternal pity! that an atom of brains 
should lie wasting in so barren a skull !—That 
single atom bestowed upon a baboon, might 
have made him a perfeét man, whereas it is 
now a mere useless fragment. And that 
she should share her heart with a thing like 
this! — Monstrous! Incredible! —A wretch 


more formed to wean from sin than to ex- 
cite it! 
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KALB. 
witty. 

Ferb. I will let him live !—That toleration 
which spares the caterpillar shall be extended 
to him !—Men shall look on him in wonder, 


Praised be Heaven! he is getting 


_and, shrugging their shoulders, admire the 


wise dispensation of Providence, which can 
feed its creatures with husks and scourings; 
which spreads the table for the raven on the 
gallows, and for the courtier in the slime of 
majesty. We wonder at the wisdom of Prov- 
idence, which even in the world of spirits 
maintains its staff of venomous reptiles for the 
dissemination of poison. (Relapsing into rage. ) 
But such vermin shall not pollute my rose, 
sooner will I crush it to atoms, (sezzing the 
MarsHAt and shaking him roughly, ) thus 
and thus and thus 
Kats. Oh! God! that I were away from 
here! Hundreds of miles away, in the asylum 
for maniacs at Paris!—Anywhere but near 
this man ! 
FERD. 











Villain! If she be no longer pure, 
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Villain! If thou hast profaned, where I 
worshipped !—( With increased fury.) If thou 
hast polluted, where I believed myself the god! 
—(Pausing suddenly; then in a terrible voice. ) 
It were better for thee, villain, to flee to hell, 
than to encounter my wrath in heaven !— 
Confess !—To what extent has your unhallowed 
love proceeded ? 

Kars. Let me go! I will confess everything. 

FerpD. Oh! it must be more rapturous even 
to be her licentious paramour, than to burn 
with the purest flame for any other! Would 
she surrender her charms to unlicensed pleasure, 
she might dissolve the soul itself to sin, and 
make voluptuousness pass for virtue. (Pressing 
his pistol against the MaRsHAL’s breast.) To 
what extremities have you proceeded!—Confess 
this instant, or I fire! 

Kats. There is nothing at all in it, I 
assure you!—There is not a syllable of truth 
in the whole business !—Have but a moment’s 
patience !—You are deceived, indeed you are! 

Ferp. (/uriously.) And dare you remind 
me of that, villain? ‘To what extremities have 
you proceeded ?—Confess, or you are a dead 
man ! 

Kars. Mon Dieu /—My God!—You mis- 
take my words !—Only listen for a moment.— 
When a father 

FERD. 
He threw his daughter into your arms?—And 
how far have you proceeded ?—Confess, or I 
will murder you! 

Kars. You rave!—You will not listen !— 
I never saw her!—I don’t know her !—I know 
nothing at all about her! j 

Ferp. (Drawing back.) You never saw 
her?—You don’t know her?—Know nothing 
at all about her?—Louisa is lost to me for ever 
on thy account, and yet in one breath hast 
thou denied her thrice. Go, wretch—go ; 
(He gives hin a blow with the pistol, and 
thrusts him out of the chamber; ) powder were 
thrown away on such a miscreant. 

[| Zit MARSHAL. 





SCENE IV.—FERDINAND. 


Ferp. (After a long silence, during which 
his countenance declares him to be agitated by 
some dreadful idea.) For ever lost? Yes, false 
Unfortunate, both are lost!—Ay, by the Al- 
mighty God! if I am lost, thou art so too.— 


Judge of the world, ask her not from me! She~ 


(Stl more enraged.) No doubt! | 
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is mine.—For her sake I renounced the whole 
world—abandoned all thy glorious creation.— 
Leave me the maid, great Judge of the world! 
—Millions of souls pour out their plaints to 
thee—turn on them thine eye of compassion, 
but leave me, Almighty Judge—leave me to 
myself—( Clasping his hands in agony.) Can 
the bountiful, the munificent Creator be cov- 
etous of one miserable soul, and that soul the 
worst in his creation? ‘The maiden is mine! 
—Once I was her god, but now I am her 
devil! [Fixes his eyes with terrible expression. 

An eternity passed with her upon the rack of 
everlasting perdition !—Her melting eye-balls 
riveted on mine !—Our blazing locks entwined 
together !—Our shrieks of agony dissolving 
into one!—And then to renew to her my vows 
of love, and chant unceasingly her broken 
oaths !—God! God! The union is dreadful 
—and eternal ! 

[As he ts about to rush off, the PRESIDENT 

mects him. 


SCENE V.—FERDINAND, ¢he PRESIDENT. 


Ferp. (Starting back.) Ha! My father! 

Pres. I am glad to meet with you, Ferdi- 
nand! I come to bring you some pleasant 
news—something that will certainly surprise 
you, my dear son.—Shall we be seated? 

FEerD. (After gazing upon him for some time 
with a vacant stare.) My father! (Going to 
him with emotion, and grasping his hand.) My 
father! (Kissing it, and falling at his feet. )— 
Oh, father! 

Pres. What is the matter? 
Your hand burns, and trembles! 

Ferp. (Wildly.) Forgive my ingratitude, 
father! I am a lost man! I have misinter- 
preted your kindness! Your meaning was so 
truly—truly paternal !—Oh! you had a pro- 
phetic soul!—Now it is too late!—Pardon! 
pardon !—Your blessing, my dear father! 

Pres. (Feigning astonishment.) Arise, my 


Rise, my son. 


son! Recolle&t that your words to me are 
riddles! 
FerpD. This Louisa, dear father Oh! 





You understand mankind !—Your anger was so 
just, so noble, so truly the zeal of a father !— 
Had not its very earnestness led you to mistake 
the way—This Louisa! 








Pres. Spare me, dear boy! Curses on my 
severity! I come to entreat your forgive- 
ness 
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FERDINAND. 


FERD. 
rather—Your disapproval was wisdom !—Your 


father 

Pres. Is a noble, a lovely girl!—I recall 
my too rash suspicions!—She has won my 
entire esteem ! 

Ferp. (Starting up.) What? You too?— 
Father, even yourP—And is she not, father, the 
very personification of innocence ?—And is it 
not so natural to love this maiden? 





Pres. Say rather, ’twere a crime not to 
love her. 
Ferp. Incredible! wonderful !—And you, 


too, who can so thoroughly see through the 
heart! And you, who saw her faults with the 
eyes of hatred !—Oh unexampled hypocrisy !— 
This Louisa, father! 

Pres. Is worthy to be my daughter! Her 
virtues supply the want of ancestry, her beauty 
the want of fortune. My prudential maxims 
yield to the force of your attachment.—Louisa 
shall be yours! 
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Forgiveness from me!—Curse me | 


| —Whither do you fly? 





Ferp. Nought but this was wanting !— 


_ Father !—Farewell ! 
severity was heavenly mercy.—This Louisa, | 


[ Rushes out of the apartment. 
Pres. (Following him.) Stay, my son, stay! 





SCENE VI.—A magnificent Saloon in LADY 
Mitrorp’s House. 


Enter Lady MILFORD and SOPHY. 


Lapy Mit. You haveseen herthen? Will 
she come? 
SopHy. Yes, in a moment! She was in 


dishabille, and only requested time to change 
her dress. 

Lapy Mit. Speak not of her.—Silence !—. 
I tremble like a criminal, at the prospect of 
beholding that fortunate woman, whose heart 
sympathizes thus cruelly with my own.—And 
how did she receive my invitation? 
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Sopuy. She seemed surprised, became 
thoughtful, fixed her eyes on me steadfastly, 
and, for a while, remained silent. I was 
already prepared for her excuses, when she 
returned me this answer, with a look that 
quite astonished me: ‘‘ Tell your mistress that 
she commands what I myself intended to 
request to-morrow.”’ 

Lapy Mit. Leave me, Sophy! Pity me! 
—I must blush if she is but an ordinary woman 
—despair if she is more! 

SopHy. But, my lady! it is not in this 
spirit that a rival should be received !—Re- 
member who you are!—Summon to your aid 
your birth, your rank, your power !—A prouder 
soul should heighten the gorgeous splendor of 
your appearance. 

Lapy Mi. (Jn a fit of absence.) What is 
the simpleton babbling about? 

SopHy. (Maliciously.) Or, is it, perhaps, 
by chance that to-day, in particular, you are 
adorned with your most costly brilliants?—By 
chance, that you are to-day arrayed in your 
most sumptuous robes?—that your anti-cham- 
ber is crowded with guards and pages; and 
that the tradesman’s daughter is to be received 
in the most stately apartment of the palace? 

Lapy Mi. (Angry and nettled.) This is 
outrageous! Insupportable! Oh, that woman 
should have such argus-eyes for woman’s 
weakness !—How low, how irretrievably low, 
must I have fallen, when such a creature has 
power to fathom me! 


Lapy MILrorpD, SopHy, @ SERVANT. 


SERVANT. (Lxtering.) Ma’mselle Miller 
waits. 

Lapy Mit. (Zo Sopuy.) Hence with you! 
Leave the room instantly! (Jmperiously, as the 
latter hesitates. )—Must I repeat my orders? 
(SopHy vetires—Lapy MILrorD ¢akes a few 
turns hastily.) So; ’tis well that I have been 
excited! I am in the fitter mood for this 
meeting. (Zo the SERVANT.) Let her ap- 
proach. 


[ Zxit SERVANT.—Lapy Muitrorp ¢hrows 
herself upon the sofa, and assumes a 
negligent but studied attitude. 
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SCENE VII.—Lapy Mitrorp, Louisa. 


Louisa enters timidly, and remains standing at 
a great distance from LADY MILFORD, who 
has turned her back towards her, and, for 
some time, watches her attentively in the op- 
posite looking-glass. After a pause 


Noble lady, 1 await your com- 





Louisa. 
mands. Z 

Lapy Mi. ( Zurning towards Louisa, and 
making a slight and distant motion with her 
head.) Oh! Are you there ?—I presume the 
young lady—a certain Pray what is your 
name? 

Louisa. (Somewhat sensitively.) My fa- 
ther’s name is Miller—Your ladyship expressed 
a wish to see his daughter. 

Lapy Mit. ‘True, true! I remember. — 
The poor musician’s daughter, of whom we 
were speaking the other day. (Aside, after a 
pause.) Very interesting, but no beauty !— 
(Zo Louisa.) Come nearer, my child. (Aga 
aside.) Eyes well practised in weeping. Oh! 
How I love those eyes! (Aloud.) Nearer— 
Come nearer !—Quite close!—I really think, 
my good child, that you are afraid of me! 

Louisa. (With firmness and dignity.) No, 
my lady—I despise the opinion of the multi- 
tude! 

Lapy Mii. (Aside.) Well, to be sure! 
She has learnt this boldness from him. —( To 
Louisa.) You have been recommended to 
me, miss! I am told that you have been de- 
cently educated, and are well disposed.—I 
can readily believe it—besides, I would not 
for the world doubt the word of so warm an 
advocate. 

Louisa. And yet I remember no one, my 
lady, who would be at the trouble to seek 
your ladyship’s patronage for me! 

Lapy Miu. (Szgnificantly.) Does that im- 
ply my unworthiness or your humility? 

Louisa. Your words are beyond my com- 
prehension, lady. 

Lapy Mit. More cunning than I should 
have expected from that open countenance.— 
( Zo Louisa.) Your name is Louisa, I believe? 
May I inquire your age? 

Louisa. Sixteen, just turned. 

Lapy Miu. (Starting up.) Ha! There it 
is! Sixteen! The first pulsation of love !— 
The first sweet vibration upon the yet un- 
sounded harp!—Nothing is more fascinating. 
—( To Louisa.) Be seated, lovely girl—I am 
anxious about you—( Zo herself.) And he, 
too, loves for the first time !—What wonder, 
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if the ruddy morning beams should meet and | 
blend ?—( Zo Louisa, taking her hand affec- 
tionately.) ’Tis settled: I will make your 
fortune.—( Zo herself.) Oh! there is nothing 
in it: nothing, but the sweet transient vision 
of youth!—(7Zo Louisa, patting her on the 
- cheek,) My Sophy is on point of leaving 
me to be married: you shall have her place. 
But just sixteen?—Oh! it can never last. 

Louisa. (Kissing her hand respectfully. ) 
Receive my thanks, lady, for your intended 
favors, and believe me not the less grateful 
though I may decline to accept them. 

Lapy Mit. (Relapsing into disdain and 
anger.) Only hear the great lady !—Girls of 
your station ‘generally think themselves for- 
tunate to obtain such promotion.—What is 
your dependence, my dainty one?—Are these 
fingers too delicate for work ?—Or is it your 
pretty baby-face that makes you give your- 
self these airs? 

Louisa. My face, lady, is as little of my 
own choice as my station! 

Lapy Mit. Perhaps you believe that your 
beauty will last forever—Poor creature! 
Whoever put that into your head—be he who 
he may—has deceived both you and himself! 
The colors of those cheeks are not burnt in 
with fire: what your mirror passes off upon 
you as solid and enduring, is but a slight 
tinseling, which sooner or later will rub off in 
the hands of the purchaser.—What then will 
you do? 

Louisa. Pity the purchaser, lady, who 
bought a diamond, because it appeared to be 
set in gold. 

Lavy Miu. (Affecting not to hear her.) A 
damsel of your age has ever two mirrors, the 
real one, and her admirer.—The flattering 
complaisance of the latter counterbalances the 
rough honesty of the former. What the one 
proclaims frightful pock-marks, the other 
declares to be dimples that would adorn the 
Graces. —The credulous maid believes only so 
much of the former as is confirmed by the 
latter, and hies from one to the other till she 
confounds their testimonies, and concludes by 
fancying them to be both of one opinion. 
Why do you stare at me so? 

Louisa. Pardon me, lady!—I was just 
then pitying those gorgeous sparkling bril- 
liants, which are unconscious that their posses- 
sor is so strenuous a foe to vanity. 

Lapy Miu. (Reddening.) No evasion, miss. 
Were it not that you depend upon personal 








attractions, what in the world could induce 
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you to reject a situation, the only one where 
you can acquire polish of manners, and divest 
yourself of your plebeian prejudices? 


Louisa. And with them, I presume, my 
plebeian innocence! a! 
Lapy Min. Preposterous objection! The 


most dissolute libertine dares not to disrespect 
our sex, unless we ourselves encourage him by 
advances. Prove what you are; make mani- 
fest your virtue and honor, and I will 
guarantee your innocence from danger. 

Louisa. Of that, lady, permit me to en- 
tertain a doubt! The palaces of certain 
ladies are but too often made a theatre for the 
most unbridled licentiousness.—Who will be- 
lieve that a poor musician’s daughter could 
have the heroism to plunge into the midst of 
contagion, and yet preserve herself untainted ? 
—Who will believe that Lady Milford would 
perpetually hold a scorpion to her breast, and 
lavish her wealth, to purchase the advantage 
of every moment feeling her cheeks dyed with 
the crimson blush of shame?—I will be frank, 
lady !—While I adorned you for some assigna- 
tion, could you meet my eye unabashed? 
Could you endure my glance when you re- 
turned? ——Oh! better, far better would it 
be, that oceans should roll between us—that 
we should inhabit different climes !—Beware, 
my lady !—Hours of temperance, moments of 
satiety might intrude; the gnawing worm of 
remorse might plant its sting in your bosom, 
and then What a torment would it be for 
you to read in the countenance of your hand- 
maid that calm serenity with which virtue ever 
rewards an uncorrupted heart! (Retiring a 
few steps.) Once more, gracious lady, I entreat 
your pardon ! 

Lapy Mit. (£xtremely agitated.) Insup- 
portable, that she should tell me this! Still 
more insupportable, that what she tells is true! 
( Turning to Louisa, and looking at her stead- 
Jastly.) Girl! girl! this artifice does not blind 
me! Mere opinions do not speak out so 
warmly. Beneath the cloak of these sentiments 
lurks some far dearer interest. ’Tis that which 
makes my service particularly distasteful— 
which gives such energy to your language. (Zn 
a threatening voice.) What it is I am deter- 
mined to discover. 

Louisa. (With calm dignity.) And what if 
you do discover it? Suppose the contemptuous 
trampling of your foot should rouse the injured 
worm, which its Creator has furnished with a 
sting to protect it against misusage. I fear 
not your vengeance, lady !—The poor criminal 
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LADY MILFORD. 


extended on the rack, can look unappalled 
even on the dissolution of the world.—My 
misery is so exquisite, that even sincerity can- 
not draw down upon me any further infliction! 
(After a pause.) You say, that you would raise 
me from the obscurity of my station, I will 
not examine the motives of this suspicious 
favor, I will only ask, what could induce you 
to think me so foolish as to blush at my station ? 
What could induce you to become the architect 
of my happiness, before you knew whether I 
was willing to receive that happiness at your 
hands?—I had forever renounced all claims 
upon the pleasures of the world.—I had for- 
given Fortune that she had dealt with me so 
niggardly.—Ah! why do you remind me of 
all this.—If the Almighty himself hides his 
glory from the eyes of his creatures, lest the 
highest seraph should be overwhelmed by a 
sense of his own insignificance, why should 
mortals be so cruelly compassionate !—Lady, 
lady! why is your vaunted happiness so anxious 
to excite the envy and wonder of the wretched ? 
—Does your bliss stand in need of the exhi- 
bition of despair for entertainment?—Oh! 
rather grant me that blindness which alone 





can reconcile me to my barbarous lot !—The 
insect feels itself as happy in a drop of water 
as though that drop were a paradise: so happy, 
and so contented! till some one tells it of a 
world of waters, where navies ride and whales 
disport themselves!—But you wish to make 
me happy, say you? (After a pause, she ad- 
vances towards LADY MILFORD, and asks her 
suddenly,) Are you happy, lady? (Lapy MiL- 
FORD turns from her hastily, and overpowered. 
—Louisa follows her, and lays her hand upon 
her bosom.) Does this heart wear the smile of 
its station? Could we now exchange breast 
for breast, and fate for fate—were I, in child- 
like innocence, to ask you on your conscience 
—were I to ask you as a mother—would you 
really counsel me to make the exchange? 
Lapy Mit. ( Greatly excited, throwing herself 
on the sofa.) Intolerable! Incomprehensible! 
No, Louisa, no! This greatness of thought is 
not your own, and your conceptions are too 
fiery, too full of youth, to be inspired by your 





father. Deceive me not! I detect another 
teacher : 
Louisa. (Looking piercingly at her.) 1 


cannot but wonder, my lady, that you should 
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only just have discovered that other teacher, 
and yet have previously shown so much anxiety 
to patronize me! 

Lapy Miv. (Starting up.) Tis not to be 
borne!—Well, then, since I cannot escape 
you, I know him—know everything— know 
more than I wish to know! (Suddenly re- 
straining herself, then continuing with a violence 
which by degrees increases to frenzy.) But dare, 
Unhappy one! dare but still to love, or to 
be beloved by him !—What did I say ?—Dare 
but to think of him, or to be one of his 
thoughts ! I am powerful, Unhappy one! 
—dreadful in my vengeance!—As sure as 
there is a God in heaven, thou art lost forever ! 

Louisa. ( Undaunted.) Past all redemption, 
my lady, the moment you succeed in compelling 
him to love you! 

Lapy Mit. I understand you—but I care 
not for his love! I will conquer this dis- 
graceful passion. I will torture my own heart ; 








but thine will I crush to atoms!—Rocks and | 
I will rush, | 
My | 
name shall affright your loves, as a spectre | 


chasms will I hurl between you. 
like a fury, into the heaven of your joys. 


scares an assassin. That young and blooming 
form in his embrace shall wither to a skeleton. 
—I cannot be blest with him—neither shalt 
thou.—Know, wretched girl! that to blast the 
happiness of others is in itself a happiness! 

Loulsa. 
already beyond your reach!—Seek not to 
deceive your own heart !—You are incapable 
of executing what you threaten!—You are 
incapable of torturing a being who has done 
you no wrong—but whose misfortune it is, 
that her feelings have been sensible to im- 
pressions like your own.—But I love you for 
these transports, my lady! 

Lapy Miu. (Recovering herself.) Where 
am I? What have I done? What sentiments 
have I betrayed? To whom have I betrayed 
them?—Oh, Louisa, noble, great, divine soul, 
forgive the ravings of a maniac!—Fear not, 
my child!—I will not injure a hair of thy 
head !—Name thy wishes!—Ask what thou 
wilt!—I will serve thee with all my power ;— 
I will be thy friend—thy sister!—Thou art 
poor ;—look (¢aking off her brilliants), I will 
sell these jewels—sell my wardrobe — my 
carriages and horses—all shall be thine—grant 
me but Ferdinand! 

Louisa. (Draws back, indignantly.) Does 
she mock my despair?—or is she really inno- 
cent of participation in that cruel deed ?— 
Ha! then. I may yet assume the heroine, 
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A happiness, my lady, which is | 








and make my surrender of him pass for a 
sacrifice! (Remains for awhile absorbed in 
thought, then approaches LaDy MILFORD, 
seizes her hand, and gazes on her with a fixed 
and significant look.) Take him, lady!—I 
here voluntarily resign the man whom hellish 
arts have torn from my bleeding bosom !—— 
Perchance you know it not, my lady! but 


| you have destroyed the paradise of two lovers: 


you have torn asunder two hearts which God 
had linked together; you have crushed a 
creature not less dear to him than yourself, 
and no less created for happiness; one by 
whom he was worshipped as sincerely as by 
you; but who, henceforth, will worship him 
no more!—But the Almighty is ever open to 
receive the last groan of the trampled worm. 
—He will not look on with indifference, 
when creatures in his keeping are murdered. 
—Now Ferdinand is yours.—Take him, lady, 
take him!—Rush into his arms!—Drag him 
with you to the altar!—But forget not that 
the spectre of a suicide will rush between you 
and the bridal kiss.—God be merciful !—No 
choice is left me! [Aushes out of the chamber. 


SCENE VIII.—Lapy Miutrorp alone, in 
extreme agitation, gazing on the door by 
which Louisa left. At length she recovers 
SJrom her stupor. 


Lapy Mit. What was thatPp—What preys 
so on my heart?—What said the Unhappy 
one?—Still, O Heaven, the dreadful, damning 
words ring in my ears!—‘* Take him !—Take 
him!’’—What should I take, Unfortunate? 
The bequest of your dying groan—the fearful 
legacy of your despair?—Gracious Heaven! 
Am I then fallen so low?—Am I so suddenly 
hurled from the towering throne of my pride, 
that I greedily await what a beggar’s gen- 
erosity may throw me in the last struggle of 
death? —‘‘Take him! Take him!’’ And 
with what a tone was it uttered !—with what a 
look!—What! Amelia! is it for this thou 
hast overleaped the bounds of thy sex?—For 
this didst thou vaunt the glorious title of a 
free-born Briton, that thy boasted edifice of 
honor might sink before the nobler soul of a 
despised and lowly maiden?—No, proud Un- 
fortunate! No!—Amelia Milford may blush 
for shame—but shall never be despised.—I, 
too, have courage to resign! (She walks a 
Jew paces with a majestic gait. )—Hide thy- 
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ACT IV, SCENE VII, 


LOVE AND INTRIGUE. 











self, weak suffering woman !—Hence, ye sweet | 
and golden dreams of love !—Magnanimity 

alone be now my guide. ‘These lovers are 

lost, or Amelia must withdraw her claim, and 

renounce the prince’s heart.—( After a pause, | 
with antmation.) It is determined! — The | 
dreadful obstacle is removed—broken are the 
bonds which bound 
from my bosom this raging passion—Virtue, 
into thy arms I throw myself!—Receive thy 





feel! How suddenly relieved my heart, and 
how exalted! Glorious as the setting sun, 
will I this day descend from the pinnacle of 
my greatness; my grandeur shall expire with 
my love, and my own heart be the only 
sharer of my proud exile! ( Going to her wrtt- 
ing table with a determined air.) It must be 
done at once—now, on the spot—before the 
recollection of Ferdinand renews the cruel 
confli¢t in my bosom! 

[She seats herself, and begins to write. 


SCENE IX.—Lapy MILrorpD, az ATTEND- 
ANT, SOPHY, afterwards the MARSHAL, and 
then SERVANTS. 


SERVANT. Marshal Von Kalb is in the 
anti-chamber, and brings a message from his 


me to the duke—torn | 


| court. 





Highness. 

Lapy Min. (WVot hearing him tn the eagerness 
of writing.) How the illustrious puppet will 
stare! The idea is singular enough, I own, 
the presuming to astonish his serene numskull. 
—In what confusion will his court be thrown! 
—The whole country will be in a ferment. 

SERVANT and SopHy. Marshal Von Kalb, 
my lady! 

Lapy Mix. -( Zurning round.) Who? the 
Marshal ?—So much the better! Such creatures 
were designed by nature to carry the ass’s 
panniers. Lixit SERVANT. 

SopHy. (Approaching anxiously.) If I were 
not fearful, my lady, that you would think it 
presumption (Lapy MILFORD continuing to write 
eagerly. )—Louisa Miller rushed madly through 
the hall—you are agitated—you speak to 
yourself. (Lapy MILForD continues writing )— 
I am quite alarmed—What can have happened ? 

[ Zhe MarsHat enters, making repeated bows 

at LADY MiLrorpD’s dack; as she takes no 
notice of him, he comes nearer, stands 
behind her chair, touches the hem of her 


_ paper.) Read it, read it! 





dress, and imprints a kiss on tt, saying in 

a tremulous votce— 
Kas. His Serene Highness 
Lapy Min. (While she peruses hastily what 
she has written.) He will tax me with black 
ingratitude |!—‘‘I was poor and forsaken! He 
raised me from misery!—From misery !’’— 
Detestable exchange!—Annul my bond, se- 
ducer! The blush of my eternal shame repays 





_ my debt with interest. 
repentant daughter !—Ha! how happy do I 


Kaus. (After endeavoring in vain to catch 
her eye.) Your ladyship seems somewhat absent 
—TI take the liberty of permitting myself the 
boldness (very loud)—his Serene Highness, 
my lady, has sent me to enquire whether you 
mean to honor this evening’s gala with your 
presence, or the theatre? 

Lapy Mit. (Résing with a laugh.) One or 
the other, sweet Sir. In the mean time take 
this paper to your duke for his dessert. ( Zo 
SopHy.) Do you, Sophy, give dire¢tions to 
have my carriage brought to the door without 
delay, and call my whole household together 
in this saloon. 

SopHy. (Goes out in great astonishment. ) 
Heavens! What do I forebode? What will 
this end in! 

Katz. You seem excited, my lady? 

Lapy Mit. The greater the chance of my 
letting you into a little truth.—Rejoice, my 
Lord Marshal! There is a place vacant at 
A fine time for panders. (As the 
MarsHat ¢hrows a look of suspicion upon the 
Tis my desire that 
the contents should be made public. 

[While he reads tt, the domestics enter, and 

range themselves tn the back-ground. 

Kars. (Reading.) ‘‘Your Highness—An 
engagement, broken by you so lightly, can no 
longer be binding on me. The happiness of 
your subjects was the condition of my love. 
For three years the deception has lasted. The 
veil at length falls from my eyes! I look with 
disgust on favors which are stained with the 
tears of your subje¢ts.—Bestow the love, which 
I can no longer accept, upon your weeping 
country, and learn from a British princess 
compassion to your German people. Within 
an hour I shall have quitted your dominions. 

“« Joanna NORFOLK.”’ 

Servants. (Lxclaiming to each other in 
astonishment.) Quitted the dominions! 

Kats. (Replaces the letter on the table in 
terror.) God forbid, my dear and most excel- 
lent lady! The bearer of such a letter would 
be as mad as the writer! 
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Lapy Miz. That is your concern, you pink 
of acourtier! Alas! Iam sorry to know that 
you, and such as you, would choke even in the 
utterance of what others dare to do. My 
advice is that you bake the letter in a venison 
pasty, so that his Most Serene Highness may 
find it on his plate! 

Kats. God preserve me! What pre- 
sumption! Ponder well, I entreat you.— 
Reflect on the disgrace which you will bring 
down upon yourself, my lady! 

Lapy Miu. ( Zurning to the assembled do- 
mestics, and addressing them tn the deepest 
emotion.) You seem amazed, good people; 
and anxiously awaiting the solution of this 
riddle? Draw nearer, my friends !—You have 
served me truly and affectionately ; have looked 
into my eyes, rather than my purse. My 
pleasure was your study, my approbation your 
pride !—Woe is me, that the remembrance of 
your fidelity must be the record of my un- 
worthiness! Unhappy fate, that the darkest 
season of my life should have been the brightest 
of yours!—(Her eyes suffused with tears.) 
We must part, my children. Lady Milford 
has ceased to exist, and Joanna of Norfolk is 
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too poor to repay your love.—What little 
wealth I have my treasurer will share among 
you. This palace belongs to the duke.—The 
poorest of you will quit it far richer than his 
mistress! Farewell, my children! (She extends 
her hand, which they all in turns kiss, with 
marks of sorrow and affection.) 1 understand 
you, my good people !—Farewell! For ever, 
farewell! (Struggling with her feelings.) I hear 
the carriage at the door. (She tears herself 
away, and is hurrying out, when the MARSHAL 
arrests her progress.) How now? Pitiful 
creature, art thou still there? 

Kats. (Who all this while has been gazing 
in vacant astonishment at the letter.) And 
must / be the person to put this letter into the 


most august hands of his most Serene 
Highness ? 
Lapy Mir. Pitiful creature, even thou! 


Thou must deliver into his most august hands, 
and convey to his most august ears, that, as I 
cannot go barefoot to Loretto, I will support 
myself by the labor of my hands, that I may 
be purified from the disgrace of having con- 
descended to rule him. 

[She hurries off—the rest silently disperse. 





1 (uit il itp 
SAHA " ith M 
HU A 
ce a 
i nu 


i 
th 
on a 








ify 
i 





































































































































































































il \ 
My iH | 


i \ 


fl : 


he 













































































ol 








evs 


SCENE I.— Twilight; a room in MILLER’s 
FLouse. 


Loutsa szés stlent and motionless in a dark 
corner of the room, her head reclining upon 
her hand.—After a long pause, MILLER 
enters with a lantern, the light of which he 
casts anxiously round the chamber, without 
observing Louisa, he then puts his hat on 
the table, and sets down the lantern. 


Loursa, MILLER. 


MiLter. She is not here either. No, she 
is not here!—I have wandered through every 
street ;—I have sought her with every acquaint- 
ance;—I have inquired at every door! No 
one has seen my child! (A szlence of some 
moments.) Patience, poor unhappy father! 
Patience till morning ; then perhaps the corpse 
of your only one may come floating to shore. 
'—Oh, God in Heaven! What though my 
heart has hung too idolatrously upon this 
daughter,—yet surely the punishment is severe ! 
Heavenly Father! Surely itissevere! I will 
not murmur, Heavenly Father; but the pun- 
ishment is indeed severe! 

[ Throws himself sorrowfully into a chair. 





Louisa. (Without moving from her seat.) 
Thou dost well, wretched old man! Learn 
betimes to lose. 

MILLER. (Starts up eagerly.) Ah! art thou 
there, my child? Art thou there ?—But 
wherefore thus alone, and without a light? 

Louisa. Yet am I not alone. When all 
things around me are dark and gloomy, then 
have I the companionship which most I love. 

MiLter. God defend thee, my child! The 
worm of conscience alone wakes and watches 
with the owl: none shun the light but crim- 
inals and evil spirits. 


Louisa. And Eternity, father, which 
speaks to the soul in solitude! 

Miter. Louisa! my child! What words 
are these? 


Louisa. (2zses, and comes forward.) Ihave 
fought a hard fight—you know it, father! but 
God gave me the strength! The fight is over! 
Father, our sex is called timid and weak; 
believe it no more! We tremble at a spider, 
but the black monster, Corruption, we hug to 
our arms in sport! This for your edification, 
father—Your Louisa is merry. 

Miuuer. I had rather you wept. 
please me better. 


It would 
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Louisa. How will I outwit him, father! 
How I shall cheat the tyrant !—Love is more 
crafty than malice, and bolder—he knew not 
that, the man of the unlucky star !—Oh! they 


| 


are cunning so long as they have but to do | 
with the head; but when they have to grapple > 
with the heart, the villains are at fault—He > 


thought to seal his treachery with an oath !— 
Oaths, father, may bind the living, but death 
dissolves even the iron bonds of the Sacrament ! 


Ferdinand will learn to know his Louisa.— | 


Father, will you deliver this letter for me? 
Will you do me the kindness? 

Miter. To whom, my child? 

Louisa. Strange question! Infinitude and 
my heart together had not space enough for a 
single thought but of him—To whom else 
should I write? 

Mitter. (Anxiously.) Hear me, Louisa! I 
must read this letter! 

Louisa. As you please, father! but you 
will not understand it. The characters lie 
there like inanimate corpses, and live but for 
the eyes of love. 

Mitter. (Reading.) ‘You are betrayed, 
Ferdinand! An unparalleled piece of villainy 
has dissolved the union of our hearts: but a 
dreadful vow binds my tongue, and your father 
has spies stationed upon every side. But, if 
thou hast courage, my beloved!—I know a 
place where oaths no longer bind, and where 
spies cannot enter. ’’— 

[MILLER stops short, and gazes upon her 

steadfastly. 


Louisa. Why that earnest look, father? 
Read what follows :— 
Miter. ‘But thou must be fearless 


enough to wander through a gloomy path 
with no other guides than God and _ thy 
Louisa. Thou must have no companion but 
love; leave behind all thy hopes, all thy tu- 
multuous wishes—thou wilt need nothing on 
this journey but thy heart—Darest thou come 
—then set out as the bell tolls twelve from the 
Carmelite Tower. Dost thou fear—then erase 
from the vocabulary of thy sex’s virtues the 
word courage, for a maiden will have put thee 
to shame.”” (MILLER lays down the letter, 
and fixes his eyes on the ground in deep sorrow. 
At length he turns to Louisa, and says in a 
low broken voice.) Daughter—Where is that 
place? 

Louisa. Don’t you know it, father? Do 
you really not know it?—’Tis strange! I have 
described it unmistakably! Ferdinand will 
not fail to find it. 
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Pray speak plainer! 

I can think of no pleasing name 
You must not be alarmed, 
father, if the name I give it has a terrible 


MILLER. 
Loulsa. 
for it just now! 


sound. That place Oh! why has no 
lover invented a name for it! He would 
have chosen for it the softest, the sweetest— 
That place, my dear father. but you must 
not interrupt me——that place is— THE 
GRAVE! 

MILLER. (Staggering to a seat.) Oh, God! 

Louisa. (Hastens to him, and supports 
him.) Nay, father, be not alarmed !—These 
are but terrors which hover round an empty 
word! Take away the name. and the grave 
will seem to be a bridal bed, over which 
Aurora spreads her golden canopy, and Spring 
strews her fairest flowers. None but a groan- 
ing sinner pictures Death as a skeleton; to 
others he is a gentle smiling boy, blooming 
as the God of Love, but not so false—a silent 
ministering spirit, who guides the exhausted 
pilgrim through the desert of Eternity, un- 
locks for him the fairy palace of Everlasting 
Joy, invites him in with friendly smiles, and 
vanishes forever ! 

MILLER. What meanest thou, my child ?— 
Surely, thou wilt not lay guilty hands on thine 
own life? 

Louisa. Speak not thus, father! To quit 
a community from which I am already re- 
jected—To fly voluntarily to a place from 
which I cannot much longer be absent—Is 
that a sin? 

MILLER. Suicide is the most horrible of 
sins, my child—’Tis the only one that can 
never be repented, since death arrives at the 
moment the crime is committed. 

Louisa. (Stands motionless with horror.) 
That is dreadful!—But my death will not be 
so sudden, father.—I will spring into the 
river, and, while the waters are closing over 
me, cry to the Almighty for mercy and for- 
giveness ! 

MittER. That is to say—You will repent 
the theft, as soon as the treasure is secure! 
Daughter! Daughter! beware how you mock 
your God, when you most need his help !— 
Oh! you have gone far, far astray!—You 
have forgotten the worship of your Creator, 
and He has withdrawn his proteéting hand 
from you! 

Louisa. 
father ? ; 

Mitter. So long as thou lovest God, thou 
wilt never love man to idolatry—Thou hast 








Is it, then, a crime to love, 











bowed me down low, my only one!—low! 
very low!—perhaps to the grave !—Yet will I 
not increase the sadness of thy heart.—Daugh- 
ter! I gave vent to my feelings as I entered. 
I thought myself alone! Thou hast overheard 
me! and, why should I longer conceal the 
truth—Thou wert my idol! Hear me, Louisa, 
if there is yet room in thy heart for a father’s 
feelings.—Thou wert my all!—Of thine own 
thou hast nothing more to lose—but I have 
my all at stake !—My life depends on thee !— 
My hairs are turning gray, Louisa,—they show 
that the time is drawing nigh with me, when 
fathers look for a return of the capital in- 
vested in the hearts of their children.—Wilt 
defraud me of this, Louisa? Wilt thou away, 
and bear with thee all the wealth of thy 
father P 

Louisa. (Kissing his hand in the deepest 
emotion.) No, father, no! I go from this 
world deeply in your debt, and will repay you 
with usury in the world to come. 

MittER. Beware, my child, lest thy reck- 
oning should be false! (Very earnestly and 
solemnly.) Art thou certain that we shall meet 
in that world to come? Lo! how the 
color fades from thy cheek !—My child must 
feel that I can scarcely overtake her in that 
other world, if she hurries there before me. 
(Louisa throws herself shuddering into his 
arms—he clasps her warmly to his bosom, and 
continues tn a tone of fervent adjuration. )— 
Oh! Louisa!—Louisa!—Fallen, perhaps al- 
ready lost daughter! ‘Treasure in thy heart 
the solemn counsels of a father! I cannot 
eternally watch over thee.—I may snatch the 
dagger from thy hands; but thou canst let 
out life with a bodkin. I may remove poison 
from thy reach;—but thou canst strangle 
thyself with a necklace. Louisa! Louisa! I 
can only warn thee—Wilt thou rush boldly 
forward till the perfidious phantom, which 
lured thee on, vanishes at the awful brink of 
eternity 2—Wilt thou dare approach the throne 
of the Omniscient with the lie on thy lips? 
“‘At thy call am I here, Creator!’’ while thy 
guilty eyes are in search only of their mortal 
idol !—And when thou shalt see this perishable 
god of thine own creation, a worm like thee, 
writhing at the Almighty’s feet ;—when thou 
shalt hear him in the awful moment give the 
lie to thy guilty daring, and blast thy de- 
lusive hopes of eternal mercy, which the 
wretch implores in vain for himself ;—what 
then !—( Louder and more fervently. ) what 
then, Unhappy one? (fe clasps her still 











closer tc his bosom, and gazes upon her with 
wild and piercing looks; then suddenly adis- 
engages himself.) I can do no more! 
(Raising his right hand towards heaven.) 

Immortal Judge, I can do no more to save 

this soul from ruin!—Louisa, do what thou 

wilt.—Offer up a sacrifice at the altar of this 

idolized youth, that shall make thy evil genius 

howl for transport, and thy good angels for- 

sake thee in despair.—Go on!—Heap sin 

upon sin:—add to them this, the last, the 

heaviest :—and, if the scale be still too light, 

throw in my curse to complete the measure. 

Here is a knife—pierce thy own heart, and 

( Weeping aloud and rushing away.) and, 

with it, thy father’s! 

Louisa. (Following and detaining him.) 
Stay! stay!—Oh! father, father!—To think 
that affection should wound more cruelly than 
a tyrant’s rage!—What shall I!—I cannot! 
—What must I do? 

Miter. If thy lover’s kisses burn hotter 
than thy father’s tears then die! 

Louisa. (After a violent internal struggle, 
firmly.) Father! Here is my hand! I will 
—God! God! what am I doing? What 
would I?—Father, I swear.— Woe is me! 
Criminal that I am where’er I turn !—Father, © 
be it so !—Ferdinand.—God looks down upon 
the act !—Thus I destroy the last memorial of 
him. [ Zearing the letter. 

MILLER. ( Throwing himself in ecstasy upon 
her neck.) There spoke my daughter !—Look 
up, my child!—-Thou hast lost a lover, but 
thou hast made a father happy. (Ambracing 
her, and alternately laughing and crying.) My 
child! my child! I was not worthy to live 
so blest a moment! God knows, how I, 
poor miserable sinner, became possessed of 
such an angel!—My Louisa! My Paradise! 
—Oh! I know but little of love; but that to 
rend its bonds must be a bitter grief, I can 
well believe! 

Loursa. But let us hasten from this place, 
my father!—Let us fly from the city, where 
my companions scoff at me, and my good 
name is lost forever—let us away, far away, 
from a spot, where every object tells of my 
ruined happiness—let us fly, if it be possible! 

Mititer. Whither thou wilt, my daughter! 
The bread of the Lord grows everywhere, 
and He will grant ears to listen to my music. 
—Yes! we will fly and leave all behind.—I 
will set the story of your sorrows to the lute, 
and sing of the daughter who rent her own 
heart to preserve her father’s. We will beg 
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with the ballad from door to door, and sweet 
will be the alms bestowed by the hand of 
weeping sympathy ! 


SCENE II.— Zhe former, FERDINAND. 


Louisa. (Who perceives him first, throws 
herself shrieking into MILLER’s arms.) God! 
There he is! I am lost! 

MittER. Who? Where? 

Louisa. (Points, with averted face, to the 
Major, and presses closer to her father.) 'Vis 
he! ’Tis he himself!—Look round, father, 
look round !—he comes to murder me! 

Miter. (Perceives him and starts back.) 
How, Baron? You here? 

Ferp. (Approaches slowly, stands opposite 
to Louisa, and fixes a stern and piercing look 
upon her. After a pause, he says) Stricken 
conscience, I thank thee!—Thy confession is 
dreadful, but swift and true, and spares me 
the torment of an explanation! Good 
evening, Miller! 

Miter. For God’s sake! Baron, what 
seek you? What brings you hither? What 
means this surprise? 

Ferp. I knew a time, when the day was 
divided into seconds, when eagerness for my 
presence hung upon the weights of the tardy 
clock, and when every pulse-throb was counted 
until the moment of my coming.—How is it 
that I now surprise? 

Mituer. Oh! leave us, leave us, Baron! 
—If but one spark of humanity still linger in 
your bosom ;—if you seek not utterly to de- 
stroy her whom you profess to love, fly from 
this house, stay not one moment longer. The 
blessing of God deserted us, when your foot 
first crossed its threshold.—You have brought 
misery under a roof where all before was joy 
and happiness.—Are you not yet content >— 
Do you seek to deepen the wound which 
your fatal passion has planted in the heart of 
my only child? 

Ferp. Strange father, I have come to 
bring joyful tidings to your daughter! 

MILLER. Perchance fresh hopes, to add to 
her despair?—Away, away, thou messenger of 
ill! Thy looks belie thy words. 

Frerp. At length the goal of my hopes 
appears in view! Lady Milford, the most 
fearful obstacle to our love, has this moment 
fled the land. My father sanétions my choice. 
Fate grows weary of persecuting us, and our 
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propitious stars now blaze in the ascendant—l 
am come to fulfil my plighted troth, and to 
lead my bride to the altar. ae 

Mitter. Dost thou hear him, my child? 
—Dost thou hear him mock at thy cheated 
hopes?—Oh! truly, Baron! It is so worthy 
of the deceiver, to make a jest of his own 
crime ! 

Ferp. You think I am jesting? By my 
honor I am not!—My protestations are as 
true as the love of my Louisa, and I will keep 
them as sacred as she has kept her oaths.— 
Nothing to me is more sacred—Can you still 
doubt? Still no joyful blush upon the cheek 
of my fair bride? ’Tis strange! Falsehood 
must needs be here the current coin, since 
truth finds so little credit. You mistrust my 
words, it seems? ‘Then read this written 
testimony. 

[He throws Louisa her letter to the Mar- 
SHAL. She opens it and sinks upon the 
floor as pale as death. 

MILLER. (WVot observing this.) What can 
this mean, Baron? I do not understand 
you! 

Ferp. (Leads him to Louisa.) But your 
daughter has understood me well. 

Miter. ( Zhrows himself on his knees be- 
side her.) Oh! God, my child! 

FErD. Pale as a corpse!—’Tis thus your 
daughter pleases me the best! Your demure 
and virtuous daughter was never half so lovely 
as with that death-like paleness—The blast of 
the day of judgment, which strips the varnish 
from every lie, has wafted the painted colors 
from her cheek, or the juggler might have 
cheated even the angels of light.—This is her 
fairest countenance! Now, for the first time, 
do I see it in its truth! Let me kiss it. 

[He approaches her. 

Mitter. Back! Away, boy!—Trifle not 
with a father’s feelings. I could not defend 
her from your caresses, but I can from your 
insults. 

FEerRD. What would’st thou, old man? 
With thee I have nought to do. Engage not 
in a game so irrevocably lost—Or hast thou, 
too, been wiser than I thought?—Hast thou 
employed the wisdom of thy sixty years in 
pandering to thy daughter’s amours, and dis- 
graced those hoary locks with the office of a 
Pimp?—Oh! if it be not so, wretched old 
man, then lay thyself down, and die !—There 
is still time—Thou may’st breathe thy last in 
the sweet delusion, ‘‘I was a happy father!”’ 
—Wait but a moment longer, and thine own 
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—Yet no, no, do not! Thou mightest say 
yes again, and then I were lost for ever—A 
lie, Louisa !—A lie! Oh! If thou didst 
but know one now—if thou would’st utter it 
with that open angelic mien—if thou would’st 
but persuade my ear and eye, though it should 
deceive my heart ever so monstrously !—Oh, 
Louisa! Then might truth depart in the same 
breath—depart from our creation, and the 
sacred cause itself henceforth bow her stiff 
neck to the courtly arts of Deception. 

Louisa. By the Almighty God! by Him 
who is so terrible and true! I did! 

Ferp. (After a pause, with the expres- 
ston of the most heartfelt sorrow.) Woman! 
Woman! — With what a face thou standest 
now before me!—Offer Paradise with that 
look, and even in the regions of the damned 
thou wilt find no purchaser.—Didst thou know 
what thou wert to me, Louisa? 
No! thou knewest not that thou wert my all 
—All! ’Tis a poor insignificant word! but 
eternity itself can scarcely circumscribe it. 
Within it Systems of Worlds can roll their 
mighty orbs.—All! and to sport with it so 
wickedly.—Oh, ’tis horrible 

Louisa. Baron yon Walter, 
heard my confession! —I have pronounced 
my own condemnation !—Now go!—Fly from 
a house where you have been so unhappy. 

Ferp. ’Tis well! ’tis well! You see I am 
calm—Calm, too, they say, is the shuddering 
land through which the plague has swept. I 
am calm. Yet, ere I go, Louisa, one more 
request! It shall be my last. My brain 
burns with fever !—I need refreshment !—Will 
you make me some lemonade ? 











[ Hxz¢ Louisa. 


SCENE III.—FErpinanp and MILLER. They 
both pace up and down, without speaking, 
on opposite sides of the room, for some 
minutes. 


Miter. (Standing still at length, and re- 
garding the MAJor with a sorrowful air.) Dear 
Baron, perhaps it may alleviate your distress 
to say that I feel for you most deeply.— 

Ferp. Enough of this, Miller. (Si/ence 
again for some moments.) Miller, I forget 
what first brought me to your house.—What 
was the occasion of it? 

MILLER. How, Baron? don’t you remem- 
ber? You came to take lessons on the flute, 
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Impossible ! | / 
| MILLER’s hand with strong emotion. Friend, 





| entered my brain! 
you have | 





Ferp. (Suddenly.) And I beheld his 
daughter !—( Another pause. )—You have not 
kept your faith with me, friend! You were 
to provide me with repose for my leisure 
hours; but you betrayed me, and sold me 
scorpions. (Observing MILLER’S agétation. ) 
Tremble not, good old man!— (/aling, 
deeply affected, on his neck) the fault was none 


| of thine! 


Mitter. ( Wiping his eyes.) Heaven knows, 
it was not! 
FERD. 


(Zraversing the room, plunged tn 
the most gloomy meditation.) Strange! 


Oh! 


| beyond conception strange, are the Almighty’s 


dealings with us!— How often do terrific 
weights hang upon slender, almost invisible 
threads !—Did man but know that he should 
eat death in a particular apple !—Hem ;— 
Could he but know that!—(He walks a few 
more turns; then stops suddenly, and grasps 


I have paid dearly for thy lessons — and thou, 
too, hast been no gainer perhaps may’st even 
lose thy all.—( Quitting him dejectedly.) Un- 
happy flute-playing, would that it had never 





MILLER. 
The lemonade is long in coming. 


(Striving to repress his feelings. ) 
I will in- 


| quire after it, if you will excuse me. 


Ferp. No hurry, dear Miller! (JAMuttering 
to himself.) At least to her father there is 
none.— Stay here a moment— What was I 
about to ask you?—Ay, I remember! Is 
Louisa your only daughter? Have you no 
other child? 

MILLER. (Warmly.) I have no other, 
Baron!— and I wish for no other. That 
child is my only solace in this world, and 
on her have I embarked my whole stock of 
affection. 

FerD. (Much agitated.) a!—Pray see 
for the drink, good Miller ! 

[ Hxct MILLER. 


SCENE IV.—FEeErpINnAnpD alone. 


FEerp. His only child!— Dost thou feel 
that, murderer? His only one !—Murderer, 
didst thou hear, his only one?—The man has 
nothing in God’s wide world but his instru- 
ment and that only daughter !—And wilt thou 
rob him of her? 


Rob him ?—Rob a beggar of his last pit- 





tance? — Break the lame man’s crutch, and | 


cast the fragments at his feetp—How? Have 
I the heart to do thisPp—And when he hastens 
home, impatient to reckon in his daughter’s 
smiles the whole sum of his happiness; and 
when he enters the chamber, and there lies 
the rose—withered—dead—crushed—his last, 
his only, his sustaining hope.-—Ha! And 


when he stands before her, and all nature | 


looks on in breathless horror, while his vacant 
eye wanders hopelessly through the gloom of 
futurity, and seeks God, but finds him no- 
where and then returns disappointed and 
despairing !— Great God! and has not my 
father, too, an only son?—an only child,— 
but not his only treasure.—(A/ter a pause.) 
Yet stay! What will the old man lose? She 
who could wantonly jest with the most sacred 
feelings of love, will she make a father happy ? 
—She cannot! She will not! And I deserve 
thanks for crushing this viper ere the parent 
feels its sting. 


SCENE V.—MILLER returning, and 


FERDINAND. 
Mitter. You shall be served instantly, 
Baron! The poor thing is sitting without, 


weeping as though her heart would break! 
Your drink will be mingled with her tears. 

Ferp. ’Twere well for her were it only 
with tears! We were speaking of my lessons, 
Miller. (Taking out a purse.) I remember 
that I am still in your debt. 

MiLLerR. How? What! Go along with you, 
Baron! What do you take me for! There is 
time enough for payment. Do not put such 
an affront on me; we are not together for the 
last time, please God. 

Ferp. Who can tell? Take your money. 
It is for life or death. 

Miter. (Laughing.) Oh! for the matter 
of that, Baron! As regards that, I don’t 
think I should run much risk with you! 

Ferp. You would run the greatest.—Have 
you never heard that youths have died—That 
damsels and youths have died, the children 
of hope, the airy castles of their disappointed 
parents? What is safe from age and worms 
has often perished by a thunderbolt.—Even 
your Louisa is not immortal. 

MitterR. God gave her to me. 








is not immortal.—That daughter is the apple 
of your eye; you hang upon her with your 
whole heart and soul. Be prudent, Miller! 
None but a desperate gamester stakes his all 
upon a single cast. The merchant would be 
called a madman who embarked his whole 
fortune in one ship.—Think upon this, and 
remember that I warned you.—But why do 
you not take your money? 

Mituer. How, baron? how? All that enor- 
mous purse? What can you he thinking of? 

Ferp. Upon my debt! There! ( Zhrows 
a heavy purse on the table; some gold drops 
out.) I cannot hold the dross to eternity. 

MILLER. ( Astonished.) Mercy on us! what 
is this? The sound was not ofsilver! (Goes 
to the table and cries out in astonishment.) In 
Heaven’s name, Baron! what means this? 
What are you about? You must be out of your 
mind! (Clasping his hands.) There it lies! 
or I am bewitched.—’Tis damnable !—I feel 
it now; the beauteous, shining, glorious heap 
of gold!—No, Satan! thou shalt not catch my 
soul with this! 

FEerD. Have you drunk old wine or new, 
Miller? 

Miter. ( Violently.) Death and furies! 
Look yourself, then—It is gold! 

Ferp. And what of that? 

Miter. Let me implore you, baron! In 
the name of all the saints in heaven, I entreat 
you!—It is gold! 


Ferp. An extraordinary thing, it must be 
admitted ! 
Mitter. (After a pause; addressing him 


with emotion.) Noble sir, 1am a plain straight- 
forward man,—do you wish to tempt me to 
some piece of knavery?—for, Heaven knows 
that so much gold cannot be got honestly! 

FerD. (MMoved.) Make yourself quite easy, 
dear Miller! You have well earned the money. 
God forbid that I should use it to the corruption 
of your conscience ! 

MILLER. ( Fumping about like a madman. ) 
It is mine, then !—Mine indeed !—Mine with 
the knowledge and consent of God! (Hasten- 
ing to the door.) Daughter, wife, hurrah, come 
hither! (Returning.) But, for Heaven’s sake, 
how have I all at once deserved this awful 
treasure >—How am I to earn it?—How repay 
it? eh? 

Ferp. Not by your music-lessons, Miller! 
—wWith this gold do I pay you for (stops 
suddenly, and shudders) I pay you—(after 
a pause, with emotion)—for my three months’ 





Frerp. Hear me!—I say to you, your Louisa | unhappy dream of your daughter! 
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Mituer. ( Zaking his hand, and pressing it 
affectionately.) Most gracious Sir! were you 
some poor and low-born citizen, and my 
daughter refused your love, I would pierce her 
heart with my own hands.—( Returning to the 
gold in a sorrowful tone.) But then I shall 
have all, and you nothing—and I should have 
to give up all this glorious heap again? Eh? 

Ferp. Let not that thought distress you, 
friend.—I am about to quit this country, and 
in that to which I am journeying such coin is 
not current. 

Minter. (StU fixing his eyes in transport 
on the money.) Mine, then, it remains? Mine? 
—Yet it grieves me that you are going to leave 
us—Only just wait a little, and you shall see 
how T’ll come out! TIl hold up my head 
with the best of them. (Puts on his hat with 
an air, and struts up and down the room.) V\l 
give my lessons in the great concert room, 
and won’t I smoke away at the best puyke 
varinas—and, when you catch me again fid- 
dling at the penny hop, may the devil take me! 

FErp. Stay, Miller! Be silent, and gather 

up your gold. (Mysteriously.) Keep silence 
only for this one evening and do me the favor 
henceforward to give no more music-lessons. 
- MILLER. (S#// more vehemently grasping his 
hand, full of inward joy.) And my daughter, 
baron! my daughter! (Letting go.) No, no! 
Money does not make the man—whether I 
feed on vegetables, or on partridges, enough 
is enough, and this coat will do very well as 
long as the sunbeams don’t peep in at the 
elbows. ‘To me money is mere dross.—But 
my girl shall benefit by the blessing ; whatever 
wish I can read in her eyes shall be gratified. 


FEerD. (Suddenly interrupting him.) Oh! 
silence! silence! 
MILLER. (St#/l more warmly.) And she 


shall learn to speak French like a born native, 
and to dance minuets, and to sing, so that 
people shall read of her in the newspapers, 
and she shall wear a cap like the judge’s 
daughter, and a &£zdebarri, as they call it; and 
the fiddler’s daughter shall be talked of for 
twenty miles round. 

FErD. (Seizing his hand in extreme agt- 
tation.) No more! no more!—For God's 
sake be silent!—Be silent but for this one 
night; ’tis the only favor I ask of you. 
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SCENE VI.—Loutsa wth a glass of lem- 
onade; the former. 


Louisa. (Her eyes swelled with weeping, 
and trembling voice, while she presents the glass 
to FERDINAND.) Tell me, if it be not to your 
taste. 

FEerp. (Zakes the glass, places tt om the 
table, and turns to MILLER. ) Oh! I had almost 
forgotten !—Good Miller, I have a request to 
make.—Will you do me a little favor? 

Mitter. A thousand with pleasure! What 
are your commands? 

Ferp. My father will expect me at table. 
Unfortunately I am in a very ill humor. 
*Twould be insupportable to me just now to 
mix in society.—Will you go to my father, 
and excuse my absence? 

Louisa. (Zerrified, interrupts him hastily. ) 
Oh, let me go! 

MittER. Am I tosee the president himself? 

FERD. Not himself. Give your message 
to one of the servants in the anti-chamber.— 
Here is my watch as a credential that I sent 
you—I shall be here when you return.—You 
will wait for an answer. 

Louisa. (Very anxiously.) Cannot I be 
the bearer of your message? 

FERD. (Zo MILLER, who ts going.) Stay 
—one thing more! Here is a letter to my 
father, which I received this evening enclosed 
in one to myself.—Perhaps on business of im- 
portance.—You may as well deliver it at the 
same time. 

MILLER. ( Going.) Very well, Baron! 

Louisa. (Stopping him, and speaking in a 
tone of the most exquisite terror.) But, dear 








father, I could do all this very well! Pray 
let me go! 
MILLER. It is night, my child! and you 


must not venture out alone! [ £xit. 

Ferp. Light your father down, Louisa. 
(Louisa takes a candle and follows MILLER. 
FERDINAND 7m the meantime approaches the 
table, and throws poison into the lemonade.) 
Yes! she must die! The Higher Powers look 
down, and nod their terrible assent. The 
vengeance of Heaven subscribes to my decree. 
Her good angels forsake her, and leave her to 
her fate! 

















SCENE VII.—FEeErpinanp and Louisa. 


Louisa re-enters slowly with the light, places 
it on the opposite side of the room, her eyes 
jixed on the ground, except when she ratses 
them to him “with timid stolen glances. He 
stands opposite, looking steadfastly on the earth 
—a long and deep silence. 

Louisa. If you will accompany me, Baron 
von Walter, I will try a piece on the harp- 
sichord! (She opens the instrument. FERvI- 
NAND makes no answer.—A pause.) You owe 
me a revenge at chess. Will you play a game 
with me, Baron von Walter?— (Another 
pause.) I have begun the pocket-book, Ba- 
ron, which I promised to embroider for you. 
_ —Will you look at the design? — (Sw a 

pause.) Oh! Iam very wretched! 

FERD. (Without changing his attitude.) 
That may well be. 

Louisa. It is not my fault, Baron von 
Walter, that you are so badly entertained! 

FERD. (With an insulting laugh.) You are 
not to blame for my bashful modesty. 

Louisa. Iam quite aware that we are no 
longer fit companions. I confess that I was 
terrified when you sent away my father. I 
believe, Baron von Walter, that this moment 
is equally insupportable to us both.—Permit 
me to ask some of my acquaintance to join us. 

Ferp. Yes, pray do so! And I too will 
go and invite some of mine. 

Louisa. (Looking at him with surprise.) 
Baron von Walter! 

Ferp. (Very spitefully.) By my honor, 
the most fortunate idea that in our situation 
could ever enter mortal brain! Let us change 
this wearisome duet into sport and merriment, 
and, by the aid of certain gallantries, revenge 
ourselves on the caprices of love. 





Louisa. You are merry, Baron von 
Walter! 
Ferp. Oh! wonderfully so! The very 


street-boys would hunt me through the mar- 
ket-place for a merry-andrew! In fact, 
Louisa, your example has inspired me—You 
shall be my teacher. They are fools who 
prate of endless affeétion—never-ending same- 
ness grows flat and insipid—variety alone gives 
zest to pleasure.—Have with you, Louisa, we 
are now of one mind.—We will skip from 
amour to amour, whirl from vice to vice; you 
in one direétion, I in another.—Perhaps I 
may recover my lost tranquillity in some bro- 
thel.—Perhaps, when our merry race is run, 
and we become two mouldering skeletons, 








chance again may bring us together with the 
most pleasing surprise, and we may, as ina 
melodrame, recognise each other by a com- 
mon feature of disease,—that mother whom 
her children can never disavow. Then, per- 
haps, disgust and shame may create that union 
between us which could not be effected by 
the most tender iove. 

Louisa. Oh, Walter! Walter! Thou art 

already unhappy—wilt thou deserve to be so? 

FERD. (Muttering passionately through his 

teeth.) Unhappy?—Who told thee so?—Wo- 
man, thou art too vile to have any feelings of 
thine own; how, then, canst thou judge of the 
feelings of othersPp—Unhappy, did she say ?>— 
Ha! that word would call my anger from the 
grave! She knew that I must become un- 
happy. Death and damnation! she knew it, 
and yet betrayed me !—Look to it, Serpent !— 
That was thy only chance of ‘forgiveness.— 
This confession has condemned thee.— Till 
now I thought to palliate thy crime with thy 
simplicity, and in my contempt thou hadst 
well-nigh escaped my vengeance. (Sezzing the 
glass hastily.) Thou wert not thoughtless, 
then—thou wert not simple—thou wert nor 
more nor less than a devil! (He drinks.) 
The drink is bad, like thy soul! Taste it!— 

Louisa. Oh, heavens! ’Twas not without 

reason that I dreaded this meeting. 

FEerD. (Jmperiously.) Drink! I say. 

[ Louisa, offended, takes the glass and drinks. 
The moment she raises the cup to her lips, 
FERDINAND f¢urns away with a sudden 

paleness, and recedes to the further corner 
of the chamber. | 

Louisa. The lemonade is good. 

Ferp. (His face averted and shuddering. ) 

Much good may it do thee! 

Louisa. (Sets down the glass.) Oh! could 

you but know, Walter, how cruelly you 








wrong me! 
Ferp. Indeed! 
Louisa. <A time will come, Walter! 


FEerRD. (Advancing.) Oh! we have done 
with time. 

Louisa. Then the remembrance of this 
evening will lie heavy on your heart! 

FerpD. (Begins to walk to and fro more 
vehemently and to become more agitated; he 
throws away his sash and sword.) Farewell, 
the Prince’s service! 

Louisa. My God! what mean you? 

Ferp. Iam hot, and oppressed—I would 
be more at ease. 

Louisa. Drink! drink! it will cool you. 


363 














Ferp. That it will, most effectually.—The 
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| eternity like a bright May-day before our 


strumpet, though, is kind-hearted !—Ay, ay, | 


so are they all! 

Louisa. (Rushing into his arms with the 
deepest expression of love.) That to thy 
Louisa, Ferdinand? 

Ferp. (Zhrusting her from him.) Away! 
away! Hence with those soft and melting 
eyes! they subdue me. Come to me, Snake, 
in all thy monstrous terrors! Spring upon me, 
Scorpion! Display thy hideous folds, and rear 
thy proud coils to heaven!—Stand before my 
eyes, hateful as the abyss of hell e’er saw thee! 
—but not in that angel form!—Take any 
shape but that!—’Tis too late.—I must crush 
thee like a viper, or despair !—Mercy on thy 
soul! 

Louisa. Oh! that it should come to this! 

Ferp. (Gazing on her.) So fair a work 
of the heavenly artist!—Who would believe 


it?—Who can believe it?—( Taking her hand 
and elevating it.)—I will not arraign thy or- | 


dinations, oh! incomprehensible Creator !— 
Yet wherefore didst thou pour thy poison into 
such beauteous vessels?—Can crime inhabit so 
fair a region?—Oh! ’tis strange! ‘tis passing 


strange! 

Louisa. To hear this, and yet be com- 
pelled to silence! 

Ferp. And that soft melodious voice! 


How can broken chords discourse such har- 
mony? (Gazing rapturously upon her figure. ) 
All so lovely !—so full of symmetry !—so di- 
vinely perfe¢ét !—Throughout the whole such 
signs that ’twas the favorite work of God! 
By heaven, as though all mankind had been 
created but to practise the Creator, ere he mo- 
delled this his master-piece ! And that the 
Almighty should have failed in the soul alone? 
—lIs it possible that this monstrous abortion 
of nature should have escaped as perfect? 
(Quitting her hastily.) Or did God see an 
angel’s form rising beneath his chisel, and 
balance the error by giving her a heart wicked 
in proportion ? 

Louisa. Alas for this criminal wilfulness! 
Rather than confess his own rashness, he ac- 
cuses the wisdom of Heaven ! 

Ferp. (falls upon her neck, weeping bit- 
terly.) Yet once more, my Louisa!—Yet once 
again, as on the day of our first kiss, when 
you faltered forth the name of Ferdinand, 
and the first endearing ‘‘Thou!’’ trembled on 
thy burning lips. Oh! a harvest of endless 
and unutterable joys seemed to me at that 
moment to be budding forth. There lay 
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eyes; thousands of golden years, fair as brides, 


' danced around our souls. —Then was I so 


happy !—Oh, Louisa! Louisa! Louisa! Why 
hast thou used me thus? 

Louisa. Weep, Walter, weep! Your com- 
passion will be more just towards me than 
your wrath. 

Ferp. You -deceive yourself. These are 
not nature’s tears! not that warm delicious 
dew which flows like balsam on the wounded 
soul, and drives the chilled current of feeling 
swiftly along its course. They are solitary 
ice-cold drops! the awful, eternal farewell of 
my love! (With fearful solemnity laying his 
hand on her head.) They are tears for thy 


soul, Louisa!—tears for the Deity, whose in- 


exhaustible beneficence has here missed its 
aim, and whose noblest work is cast away thus 
wantonly.—Oh! methinks the whole universe 
should clothe itself in black, and weep at the 
fearful example now passing in its centre. 
’Tis but a common sorrow, when mortals fall 
and Paradise is lost; but, when the plague ex- 
tends its ravages to angels, then should there 
be wailing throughout the whole creation! 

Louisa. Drive me not to extremities, Wal- 
ter. I have fortitude equal to most, but it 
must not be tried by a more than human test. 
Walter! one word, and then—we part for 
ever. A dreadful fatality has deranged the 
language of our hearts.—Dared I unclose 
these lips, Walter, I could tell thee things !— 
I could But cruel Fate has alike fettered 
my tongue and my heart, and I must endure 
in silence, even though you revile me as a 
common strumpet. 

FeErpD. Dost thou feel well, Louisa? 

Louisa. Why that question? 

Ferp. It would grieve me, shouldst thou 
be called hence with a lie upon thy ps. 

Louisa. I implore you, Walter 

FEerRD. (Jn violent agitation.) No! no!— 
That revenge were too satanic!—No! God 
forbid! I will not extend my anger beyond 
the grave !—Louisa, didst thou love the mar- 
shal?—Thou wilt leave this room no more! 

Loutsa. (Sztting down.) Ask what you will. 
—I shall give no answer. 

FErD. (Jz a solemn voice.) Take heed for 
thy immortal soul! Louisa! Didst thou love 
the marshal?—Thou wilt leave this room no 
more ! 

Louisa. I shall give no answer. 

Ferp. (Throwing himself on his knees be- 
Jore her, in the deepest emotion.) Louisa! 
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Didst thou love the marshal? Before this light 
burns out—thou wilt stand—before the throne 
of God! 


Louisa, (Starting from her seat in terror.) 





Merciful Jesus! what was that? And I feel 
ill! 

sec! [ She falls back into her chair. 
Ferp. Already? Oh, Woman, thou eter- 


nal paradox! thy delicate nerves can sport 
with crimes at which manhood trembles; yet 
one poor grain of arsenic destroys them ut- 
terly! 





Louisa. Poison! Poison! Oh! Almighty 
God! 
Ferp. I fear it is so!—Thy lemonade was 


seasoned in hell!—Thou hast pledged death 
in the draught! 

Louisa. To die!—To die!—All-merciful 
God !—Poison in my drink! And to die!— 
Oh! have mercy on my soul, thou Father in 
heaven ! 

Ferp. Ay, be that thy chief concern: I 
will join thee in that prayer. 

Louisa. And my mother!—My father 
too !—Saviour of the world !—My poor forlorn 
father !—Is there then no hope?—And I so 
young, and yet no hope?—And must I die so 
soon P— 

Ferp. There is no hope!—None!—you 
are already doomed !—But be calm. We shall 
journey together. 

Louisa. Thou too, Ferdinand? Poison, 
Ferdinand !—From thee!—Oh! God forgive 
him!—God of mercy, lay not this crime on 
him! 

Ferp. Look to your own account—I fear 
it stands but ill. 

Louisa.. Ferdinand! Ferdinand !—Oh!— 
I can be no longer silent.——Death——Death 
absolves all oaths— Ferdinand! Heaven 
and earth contained nothing more unfortunate 
than thou! I die innocent, Ferdinand! 

Fern. ( Zerrified.) Ah!—What do I hear? 
—wWould she rush into the presence of her 
Maker with a lie on her lips? 

Louisa. I lie not!—I do not lie!—In my 
whole life I never lied but once !—Ugh! what 
an icy shivering creeps through my veins! 
When I wrote that letter to the marshal. 

Ferp. Ha! That letter! Blessed be God! 
Now I am myself again! 

Louisa. (Her voice every moment becomes 
more indistiné?. Her fingers tremble with a 

















convulsive motion.) That  letter— Prepare 
yourself for a terrible disclosure ! My hand 
wrote what my heart abhorred.—It was dic- 
tated by your father! (Ferdinand stands 
like a statue petrified with horror.—After a 
long silence, he falls upon the floor, as uf struck 
by lightning.) Oh! that sorrowful act! 
Ferdinand, I was compelled forgive 
me—thy Louisa would have preferred death 
—but my father—his life in danger!—They 
were so crafty in their villainy. 


Ferp. (Starting furiously from the ground. ) 
God be thanked! The poison spares me yet! 


[He seizes his sword. 

















Louisa. (Growing weaker by degrees.) 
Alas! what would you? He is thy father! 

FEerD. (/n the most ungovernable fury.) A 
murderer—the murderer of his son—He must 
along with us, that the Judge of the world 
may pour his wrath on the guilty alone. 


[ Hastening away. 


Louisa. My dying Redeemer pardoned 
his murderers—May God pardon thee, and 
thy father! [She dies. 

FERD. (Zurns quickly round, and perceives 
her in the convulsions of death, throws himself 
adistrattedly on the body.) Stay! stay! Fly 
not from me, angel of light! ( Zakes her hand, 
but lets it fall again instantly.) Cold! cold 
and damp! her soul has flown! (Starting up 
suddenly.) God of my Louisa! Mercy! Mercy 
for the most accursed of murderers! Such was 
her dying prayer !—How fair, how lovely even 
in death! the pitying destroyer has touched 
gently on those heavenly features. — That 
sweetness was no mask—the hand of death 
even has not removed it!—(A/fter a pause.) 
But how is thisPp—why do I feel nothing. 
Will the vigor of my youth save me? Thank- 
less care!—That shall it not. 


[He seizes the glass. 


SCENE VIII.—FERDINAND, zie PRESIDENT, 
Worm and SERVANTS, who all rush in alarm 
into the room. Afterwards MILLER, with a 
crowd and OFFICERS of justice, who assemble 
in the background. 


Pres. (An open letter in his hand.) My 
son! what means this?—I never can _ be- 
lieve 
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Ferp. (Throwing the glass at hus feet.) 
Convince thyself, murderer! 


[Zhe PrestDENT staggers back. All stand 
speechless.—A dreadful pause. 


Pres. Myson! Why hast thou done this? 
Ferv. (Without looking at him.) Why, to 
be sure! I ought first to have asked the states- 
man, whether the trick suited his cards—Ad- 
mirably fine and skilful, I confess, was the 
scheme of jealousy to break the bond of our 
hearts! The calculation shows a master-mind 
—’twas pity only that indignant love would 
not move on wires like thy wooden puppets. 
Pres. (Looking round the circle with roll- 
ing eyes.) Is there no one here who weeps for 
a despairing father? , 
Mituer. (Calling behind the scenes.) Let 
me in! For God’s sake, let me in! 
Ferp. She is now a saint in heaven !—Her 
cause is in the hands of another! 
[ He opens the door for MILLER, who rushes 
in, followed by officers of justice and a 
crowd of people. 


MILLER. (J the most dreadful alarm.) My 
child! My child!—Poison, they cry—poison 
has been here—My daughter! Where art 
thou? 

Fern. (Leading lim between the PRESIDENT 
and Louisa’s corpse.) Tam innocent.—Thank 
this man for the deed. 


Mitter. (Zhrowing himself on the body.) 
Oh, Jesus! 
Ferp. In few words, father!—they begin 


to be precious to me—I have been robbed of 
my life by villainous artifice—robbed of it by 
you!—How I may stand with God I tremble 
to think, —but a deliberate villain I have never 
been !—Be my final judgment what it will,— 
may it not fall on thee !—But I have committed 
murder ! (In a loud and fearful voice.) A 
murder whose weight thou canst not hope that 
I should drag alone before the judgment-seat 
of God. Here I solemnly bequeath to thee 
the heaviest, the bloodiest part ;—how thou 
may’st answer it, be that thy care !—( Leading 
him to Louisa.) Here, barbarian! Feast thine 
eyes on the terrible fruits of thy intrigues! 
Upon this face thy name is inscribed in the 
convulsions of death, and will be registered 
by the destroying Angel!—May a form like 
this draw thy curtain when thou sleepest, and 
grasp thee with its clay-cold hand!—May-a 
form like this flit before thy soul when thou 





366 


Se 
Love and Intrigue 





oY mh) Sy &. J 
Sa | 


VOX 













diest, and drive away thy expiring prayer for 
mercy !—May a form like this stand by thy 
grave at the resurrection, and before the throne 
of God when he pronounces thy doom! 


[He faints, the servants recetve him in their 
arms. 


Pres. (L£xtending his arms convulstvely 
towards heaven.) Not from me—Judge of the 
world—Ask not these souls from me, but from 


him! re 
[ Pointing to WORM. 


Worm. (Starting.) From me? 

Pres. Accursed villain, from thee! From 
thee, Satan !—Thou gavest the serpent’s coun- 
sel!—thine be the responsibility—their blood 
be not on my head, but on thine! 


Worm. On mine! on mine! (Laughing 
hysterically.) Oh! Excellent !—Now I under- 
stand the gratitude of devils.—On mine, thou 
senseless villain!—Was he my son?—Was / 
thy master?—Muine the responsibility? Ha!— 
by this sight which freezes the very marrow in 
my bones! Mine it shall be!—I will brave 
destruction, but thou shalt perish with me.— 
Away! away! Cry murder through the streets! 
Awaken justice! Bind me, officers! Lead 
me hence! _I will discover secrets which shall 
make the hearer’s blood run cold. [ Going. 

Pres. (Detaining him.) Surely, madman, 
thou wilt not dare? 

Worm. (Zapping him on the shoulder.) 1 
will, though, comrade, I will!—I am mad, 
*tis true—but my madness is thy work—and 
now I will aét likea madman! Arm in arm 
with thee, will I to the scaffold! Arm in arm 
with thee, to hell! Oh! how it tickles my 
fancy, villain, to be damned with thee! 


[ Zhe officers carry him off. 


Miter. (Who has lain upon Louisa’s 
corpse in silent anguish, starts suddenly up, and 
throws the purse before the Major’s feet.) 
Poisoner, take back thy accursed gold!— 
Didst thou think to purchase my child with 


ae [ Rushes distrattedly out of the chamber. 





_Ferp. (Jn a voice scarcely audible.) Follow 
him! He is desperate.—The gold must be 
taken care of for his use ;—’tis the dreadful 
acknowledgment of my debt to him.—Louisa, 
I come!—Farewell! On this altar let me 
breathe my last! 


Pres. (Recovering from his stupor.) Ferd- 
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inand!—my son!—Not one last look for a [ FERDINAND stretches out his trembling hand 
despairing father >— to him, and expires. 


[FERDINAND 7s Zaid by the side of Louisa. Pres. (Springing up.) He forgave me! ( Zo 


Ferd. My last must sue to God for mercy the OrricERs.) Now, lead on, sirs!_ Iam your 
on myself. Pusoner: 

Pres. (Falling down before him in the most| [4£xit, followed by the O¥vICERS, the curtain 
dreadful agony.) The Creator and the created Salls. 
abandon me!—Not one last look to cheer me 
in the hour of death !— 
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